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BOOK  EIGHTH. 


INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

THE   ABUSE   OP   INTELLECT. 

There  is  at  present  so  vehement  a  flourish  of  trumpets, 
and  so  prodigious  a  roll  of  the  drum,  whenever  we  are 
called  upon  to  throw  up  our  hats,  and  cry  "  Huzza "  to 
the  "March  of  Enlightenment,"  that,  out  of  that  very 
spirit  of  contradiction  natural  to  all  rational  animals,  one 
is  tempted  to  stop  one's  ears,  and  say,  "  Gently,  gently ; 
LIGHT  is  noiseless  ;  how  comes  *  Enlightenment '  to  make 
such  a  clatter  ?  Meanwhile  if  it  be  not  impertinent,  pray, 
where  is  Enlightenment  marching  to  ?  "  Ask  that  ques- 
tion of  any  six  of  the  loudest  bawlers  in  the  pr;cession, 
and  I'll  wager  tenpence  to  California  that  you  get  six 
very  unsatisfactory  answers.  One  respectable  gentleman, 
who,  to  our  great  astonishment,  insists  upon  calling  him- 
self "a  slave,"  but  has  a  remarkably  free  way  of  expres"" 
1*  n     (V 
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ing  his  opinioQS,  will-  replj;—  "'Enlightenment  is  march- 
ing towards  the  seven  points  of  the  Charter."     Another, 
with  his  hair  d  lajeune  France,  who  has  taken  a  fancy 
to  his  friend's  -vife,  and  is  rather  embarrassed  with  his 
own,  asserts  -^at  Enlightenment  is  proceeding  towards 
the  Rights  of  Women,  the  reign  of  Social  Love,  and  the 
annihilation  of  Tyrannical  Prejudice.     A  third,  who  has 
the  air  of  a  man  well  to  do  in  the  middle  class,  more 
modest  in  his  hopes,  because  he  neither  wishes  to  have 
his  head  broken  by  his  errand-boy,  nor  his  wife  carried 
off  to  an  Agapemon^  by  his  apprentice,  does  not  take 
Enlightenment  a  step  farther  than  a  siege  on  Debrett, 
and  a  cannonade  on  the   Budget.     Illiberal  man  I   the 
march  that  he  swells  will  soon  trample  him  under  foot. 
No  one  fares  so  ill  in  a  crowd  as  the  man  who  is  wedged 
in  the  middle.     A  fourth,  looking  wild  and  dreamy,  as  if 
he  had  come  out  of  the  cave  of  Trophonius,  and  who  is  a 
mesmeriser  and  a  mystic,  thinks  Enlightenment  is  in  full 
career  towards  the  good  old  days  of  alchemists  and  ne- 
cromancers.    A  fifth,  whom  one  might  take  for  a  Quaker, 
asserts  that  the  march  of  Enlightenment  is  a  crusade  for 
universal  philanthropy,  vegetable  diet,  and  the  perpetua- 
tion of  peace  by  means  of  speeches,  which  certainly  do 
produce  a  very  contrary  eflfect  from  the  Philippics  of 
Demosthenes  I     The  sixth  —  (good  fellow  without  a  rag 
on  his  bar^k)  —  does  not  care  a  straw  where  the  march 
goes.     He  can't  be  worse  off  than  he  is  ;  and  it  is  quite 
immaterial  to  him  whether  he  goes  to  the  dog-star  above, 
or  the  bottomless  pit  below.     T  say  nothing,  however, 
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against  the  march,  while  we  take  it  altogether.  What- 
ever happens,  one  is  in  good  company ;  and  though  I 
am  somewhat  indolent  by  nature,  and  would  rather  stay 
at  home  with  Locke  and  Burke  (dull  dogs  though  they 
were,)  than  have  my  thoughts  set  off  helter-skelter  with 
those  cursed  trumpets  and  drums,  blown  and  dub-a-dubbed 
by  fellows  whom  I  vow  to  heaven  I  would  not  trust  with 
a  five-pound  note  —  still,  if  I  must  march,  I  must ;  and 
so  deuce  take  the  hindmost.  But  when  it  comes  to 
individual  marchers  upon  their  own  account — privateers 
and  condottieri  of  Enlightenment  —  who  have  filled  their 
pockets  with  lucifer- matches,  and  have  a  sublime  con- 
tempt for  their  neighbors'  barns  and  hay-ricks,  I  don't 
see  why  I  should  throw  myself  into  the  seventh  heaven 
of  admiration  and  ecstacy. 

If  those  who  are  eternally  rhapsodising  on  the  celestial 
blessings  that  are  to  follow  Enlightenment,  Universal 
Ejiowledge,  and  so  forth,  would  just  take  their  eyes  out 
of  their  pockets,  and  look  about  them,  I  would  respect- 
fully inquire  if  they  have  never  met  any  very  knowing 
and  enlightened  gentleman,  whose  acquaintance  is  by  no 
means  desirable.  If  not,  they  are  monstrous  lucky. 
Every  man  must  judge  by  his  own  experience  ;  and  the 
worst  rogues  I  have  ever  encountered  were  amazingly 
well-informed  clever  fellows  I  From  dunderheads  and 
dunces  we  can  protect  ourselves,  but  from  your  sharp- 
witted  gentleman,  all  enlightenment  and  no  prejudice,  we 
have  but  to  cry,  '*  Heaven  defend  us  I  "  It  is  true,  that 
the  rogue  (let  him  be  ever  so  enlightened)  usually  come? 
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to  no  good  himself,  (though  not  before  he  has  done  harm 
enough  to  his  neighbors.)  But  that  only  shows  that  the 
world  wants  something  else  in  those  it  rewards,  besides 
intelligence  per  se  and  in  the  abstract ;  and  is  much  too 
old  a  world  to  allow  any  Jack  Horner  to  pick  out  its 
plums  for  his  own  personal  gratification.  Hence  a  man 
of  very  moderate  intelligence,  who  believes  in  God, 
suffers  his  heart  to  beat  with  human  sympathies,  and 
keeps  his  eyes  off  your  strong-box,  will  perhaps  gain  a 
vast  deal  more  power  than  knowledge  ever  gives  to  a 
rogue. 

Wherefore,  though  I  anticipate  an  outcry  against  me 
on  the  part  of  the  blockheads,  who,  strange  to  say,  are 
the  most  credulous  idolators  of  enlightenment,  and,  if 
knowledge  were  power,  would  rot  on  a  dunghill ;  yet, 
nevertheless,  I  think  all  really  enlightened  men  will  agree 
with  me,  that  when  one  falls  in  with  detached  sharp- 
shooters from  the  general  March  of  Enlightenment,  it  is 
no  reason  that  we  should  make  ourselves  a  target,  because 
Enlightenment  has  furnished  them  with  a  gun.  It  has, 
doubtless,  been  already  remarked  by  the  judicious  reader, 
that  of  the  numerous  characters  introduced  into  this 
work,  the  larger  portion  belong  to  that  species  which  we 
call  the  Intelltictual  —  that  through  them  are  analysed 
and  developed  human  intellect,  in  various  forms  and 
directions.  So  that  this  History,  rightly  considered,  is  a 
kind  of  humble  familiar  Epic,  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  a  long 
Serio-Comedy,  upon  the  Varieties  of  English  Life  in  this 
our  Century,  set  in  movement  by  the  intelligences  most 
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prevalent.  And  where  more  ordinary  and  less  refined 
types  of  the  species  round  and  complete  the  survey  of  our 
passing  generation,  they  will  often  suggest,  by  contrast, 
the  deficiencies  which  mere  intellectual  culture  leaves  in 
the  human  being.  Certainly,  I  have  no  spite  against 
intellect  and  enlightenment.  Heaven  forbid  I  should  be 
such  a  Goth  I  I  am  only  the  advocate  for  common  sense 
and  fair  play.  I  don't  think  an  able  man  necessarily  a^ 
angel ;  but  I  think  if  his  heart  match  his  head,  and  botb 
proceed  in  the  Great  March  under  the  divine  Oriflamme, 
he  goes  as  near  to  the  angel  as  humanity  will  permit : 
if  not,  if  he  has  but  a  penn'orth  of  heart  to  a  pound  of 
brains,  I  say,  "  Bon  jour,  mon  ange !  I  see  not  the 
starry  upward  winds,  but  the  grovelling  cloven-hoof." 
I'd  rather  be  oflFuscated  by  the  Squire  of  Hazeldean,  than 
enlightened  by  Randal  Leslie.  Every  man  to  his  taste. 
But  intellect  itself  (not  in  the  philosophical,  but  the 
ordinary  sense  of  the  term)  is  rarely,  if  ever,  one  com- 
pleted harmonious  agency ;  it  is  not  one  faculty,  but  a 
compound  of  many,  some  of  which  are  often  at  war  with 
each  other,  and  mar  the  concord  of  the  whole.  Few  of 
QS  but  have  some  predominant  faculty,  in  itself  a  strength  ; 
but  which,  usurping  unseasonably  dominion  over  the  rest, 
shares  the  lot  of  all  tyranny,  however  brilliant,  and  leaves 
the  empire  weak  against  disaflPection  within,  and  invasion 
from  without.  Hence,  intellect  may  be  perverted  in  a 
man  of  evil  disposition,  and  sometimes  merely  wasted  in 
A  man  of  excellent  impulses,  for  want  of  the  necessary 
digcipline,  or  of  a  istrong  ruling  motive.     I  doubt  if  there 
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be  one  person  in  the  world,  who  has  obtained  a  high 
reputation  for  talent,  who  has  not  met  somebody  much 
cleverer  than  himself,  which  said  somebody  has  never 
obtained  any  reputation  at  all  I  Men  like  Audley  Eger- 
ton  are  constantly  seen  in  the  great  positions  of  life ; 
while  men  like  Harley  L'Estrange,  who  could  have 
beaten  them  hollow  in  anything  equally  striven  for  by 
''oth,  float  away  down  the  stream,  and,  unless  some 
udden  stimulant  arouse  their  dreamy  energies,  vanish 
out  of  sight  into  silent  graves.  If  Hamlet  and  Polonius 
were  living  now,  Polonius  would  have  a  much  better 
chance  of  being  a  Cabinet  Minister,  though  Hamlet 
would  unquestionably  be  a  much  more  intellectual  charac- 
ter. What  would  become  of  Hamlet  ?  Heaven  knows  I 
Dr.  Arnold  said,  frx)m  his  experience  of  a  school,  that  the 
difference  between  one  man  and  another  was  not  mere 
ability  —  it  was  energy.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  truth 
in  that  saying. 

Submitting  these  hints  to  the  judgment  and  penetra- 
tion of  the  sagacious,  I  enter  on  the  fresh  division  of 
this  work,  and  see  already  Randal  Leslie  gnawing  his 
lips  on  the  back-ground.  The  German  poet  observes, 
that  the  Cow  of  Isis  is  to  some  the  divine  symbol  of 
knowledge,  to  others  but  the  milch  cow,  only  regarded 
for  the  pounds  of  butter  she  will  yield.  O  tendency  of 
our  age,  to  look  on  Isis  as  the  milch  cow  I  O  prostitu- 
tion of  the  grandest  desires  to  the  basest  uses  I  Gaze 
on  the  goddess,  Randal  Leslie,  and  get  ready  thy  churn 
and  thy  scales.  L6t  us  see  what  the  butter  will  fetch  in 
the  market.  Cn^f^nio 
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CHAPTER  II. 

A  NEW  Reign  has  commenced.  There  has  been  a 
general  election  ;  the  unpopularity  of  the  Administration 
has  been  apparent  at  the  hustings.  Audley  Egerton, 
hitherto  returned  by  vast  majorities,  has  barely  escaped 
defeat  —  thanks  to  a  majority  of  five.  The  expenses  oi 
his  election  are  said  to  have  been  prodigious.  *'  But  who 
can  stand  against  such  wealth  as  Egerton 's  —  no  doubt 
hacked,  too,  by  the  Treasury  purse  ?  "  said  the  defeated 
candidate.  It  is  towards  the  close  of  October ;  London 
is  already  fall ;  Parliament  will  meet  in  less  than  a  fort- 
night. 

In  one  of  the  principal  apartments  of  that  hotel  in 
which  foreigners  may  discover  what  is  meant  by  English 
comfort,  and  the  price  which  foreigners  must  pay  for  it, 
there  sat  two  persons  side  by  side,  engaged  in  close  con- 
versation. The  one  was  a  female,  in  whose  pale  clear 
complexion  and  raven  hair  —  in  whose  eyes,  vivid  with  a 
power  of  expression  rarely  bestowed  on  the  beauties  of 
the  north,  we  recognise  Beatrice,  Marchesa  di  Negra. 
Undeniably  handsome  as  was  the  Italian  lady,  her  com- 
panion, though  a  man,  and  far  advanced  into  middle  age, 
was  yet  more  remarkable  for  personal  advantages.  There 
«ras  a  strong  family  likeness  between  the  two  ;  but  there 
WW  also  a  striking  contrast  in  air,  manner,  and  all  thjit 
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stamps  on  the  physiognomy  the  idiosyncrasies  of  cha- 
racter. There  was  something  of  gravity,  of  earnestness 
and  passion,  in  Beatrice's  countenance  when  carefully 
examined ;  her  smile  at  times  might  be  false,  but  it  was 
rarely  ironical,  never  cynical.  Her  gestures,  though 
graceful,  were  unrestrained  and  frequent.  You  could  see 
she  was  a  daughter  of  the  south.  Her  companion,  oa 
the  contrary,  preserved  on  the  fair,  smooth  face,  to  which 
years  had  given  scarcely  a  line  or  wrinkle,  something  that 
might  have  passed,  at  first  glance,  for  the  levity  and 
thoughtlessness  of  a  gay  and  youthful  nature ;  but  the 
smile,  though  exquisitely  polished,  took  at  times  the 
derision  of  a  sneer.  In  his  manners  he  was  as  composed 
and  as  free  from  gesture  as  an  Englishman.  His  hair 
was  of  that  red  brown  with  which  the  Italian  painters 
produce  such  marvellous  effects  of  color ;  and,  if  here 
and  there  a  silver  thread  gleamed  through  the  locks,  it 
was  lost  at  once  amidst  their  luxuriance.  His  eyes  were 
light,  and  his  complexion,  though  without  much  color, 
was  singularly  transparent.  His  beauty,  indeed,  would 
have  been  rather  womanly  than  masculine,  but  for  the 
height  and  sinewy  spareness  of  a  frame  in  which  muscular 
strength  was  rather  adorned  than  concealed  by  an  ad- 
mirable elegance  of  proportion.  You  would  never  have 
guessed  this  man  to  be  an  Italian  ;  more  likely  you  would 
have  supposed  him  a  Parisian.  He  conversed  in  French, 
his  dress  was  of  French  fashion,  his  mode  of  thought 
seemed  French.  Not  that  he  was  like  the  Frenchman  of 
the  present  day — an  animal  either  rude  or  reserved  ;  but 
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your  idea!  of  the  Marquis  of  the  old  regime  —  the  rou4 
of  the  Regency. 

Italian,  however,  he  was,  and  of  a  race  renowned  in 
Italian  history.  But,  as  if  ashamed  of  his  country  and 
his  birth,  he  affected  to  be  a  citizen  of  the  world.  Heaven 
help  the  world  if  it  hold  only  such  citizens  I 

"But,  Giulio,*'  said  Beatrice  di  Negra,  speaking  in 
Italian,  "  even  granting  that  you  discover  this  girl,  can 
you  suppose  that  her  father  will  ever  consent  to  your 
alliance  ?  Surely  you  know  too  well  the  nature  of  your 
kinsman  ? '' 

^^  Tu  te  trompeSf  ma  sosur,^^  replied  Oiulio  Franzini, 
Count  di  Peschiera,  in  French,  as  usual — *'  tu  te  trompes; 
1  knew  it  before  he  had  gone  through  exile  and  penury. 
How  can  I  know  it  now  ?  But  comfort  yourself,  my  too 
anxious  Beatrice  ;  I  shaU  not  care  for  his  consent  till  I've 
made  sure  of  his  daughter's." 

"  But  how  win  that  in  despite  of  the  father  ? " 

"Eh,  mordieu!^^  interrupted  the  Count,  with  true 
French  gaiety ;  "  what  would  become  of  all  the  comedies 
ever  written,  if  marriages  were  not  made  in  despite  of  the 
father  ?  Look  you,"  he  resumed,  with  a  very  slight  com- 
pression of  his  lip,  and  a  still  slighter  movement  in  his 
chair  —  "look  you,  this  is  no  question  of  ifs  and  buts  1  it 
is  a  question  of  must  and  shall,  —  a  question  of  existence 
to  you  and  to  me.  When  Danton  was  condemned  to  the 
guillotine,  he  said,  flinging  a  pellet  of  bread  at  the  nose 
of  his  respectable  judge,  —  *  Mon  individu  sera  bientoi 
dana  le  rUani,^  —  My  patrimony  is  there  already  1     I  am 
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loaded  with  debts.  I  see  before  me,  on  the  one  side,  ruin 
or  suicide ;  on  the  other  side,  wedlock  and  wealth." 

"  But  from  those  vast  possessions  which  you  have  been 
permitted  to  enjoy  so  long,  have  you  really  saved  nothing 
against  the  time  when  they  might  be  reclaimed  at  your 
hands  I " 

"  My  sister,"  replied  the  Count,  "  do  I  look  like  a  man 
who  saved  ?  Besides,  when  the  Austrian  Emperor,  un- 
willing to  raze  from  his  Lombard  domains  a  name  and  a 
house  so  illustrious  as  our  kinsman's,  and  desirous  while 
punishing  that  kinsman's  rebellion,  to  reward  my  adhe- 
rence, forbore  the  peremptory  confiscation  of  those  vast 
possessions,  at  which  my  mouth  waters  while  we  speak, 
but,  annexing  them  to  the  crown  during  pleasure,  allowed 
me,  as  the  next  male  kin,  to  retain  the  revenues  of  one- 
half  for  the  same  very  indefinite  period, — had  I  not  every 
reason  to  suppose  that,  before  long,  I  could  so  influence 
his  Imperial  Majesty,  or  his  minister,  as  to  obtain  a  decree 
that  might  transfer  the  whole,  unconditionally  and  abso- 
lutely, to  myself?  And  methinks  I  should  have  done  so, 
but  for  this  accursed,  intermeddling  English  Milord,  who 
has  never  ceased  to  besiege  the  court  or  the  minister  with 
alleged  extenuations  of  our  cousin's  rebellion,  and  proof- 
less assertions  that  I  shared  it  in  order  to  entangle  my 
kinsman,  and  betrayed  it  in  order  to  profit  by  his  spoils 
So  that,  at  last,  in  return  for  all  my  services  and  in  answer 
to  all  my  claims,  I  received  from  the  minister  himself  this 
cold  reply :  — '  Count  of  Peschiera,  your  aid  was  import- 
ant, and  your  reward  has  been  large.     That  reward  it 
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would  not  be  for  your  honor  to  extend,  and  justify  the  U? 
opinion  of  your  Italian  countrymen  by  formally  appro- 
priating to  yourself  all  that  was  forfeited  by  the  treason 
you  denounced.  A  name  so  noble  as  yours  should  be 
dearer  to  you  than  fortune  itself. ' " 

"Ah,  Giulio,"   cried  Beatrice,  her  face   lighting  up, 
■    changed  in  its  whole  character, — "  those  were  words  that 
might  make  the  demon  that  tempts  to  avarice  fly  from 
your  breast  in  shame." 

The  Count  opened  his  eyes  in  great  amaze ;  then  he 
glanced  round  the  room,  and  said,  quietly,  — 

"  Nobody  else  hears  you,  my  dear  Beatrice ;  talk  com- 
mon sense.  Heroics  sound  well  in  mixed  society ;  but 
there  is  nothing  less  suited  to  the  tone  of  a  family  .conver- 
sation." 

Madame  di  Negra  bent  down  her  head  abashed,  and 
that  sudden  change  in  the  expression  of  her  countenance 
which  had  seemed  to  betray  susceptibility  to  generous 
emotion,  faded  as  suddenly  away. 

"But  still,"  she  said,  coldly,  *'you  enjoy  one-half  of 
those  ample  revenues,  —  why  talk,  then,  of  suicide  and 
ruin?" 

"I  enjoy  them  at  the  pleasure  of  the  crown;  and  what 
if  it  be  the  pleasure  of  the  crown  to  recall  our  cousin,  and 
reinstate  him  in  his  possessions  ? " 

"  There  is  a  probability,  then,  of  that  pardon  ?  When 
yon  hrst  employed  me  In  your  researches,  you  only  thought 
there  was  a  possibility,^^ 

"There  is  a  great  probability  of  it,  and  therefore  I  an* 
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here.  I  learned  some  little  time  since  that  the  question 
of  such  recall  had  been  suggested  by  the  Emperor,  and 
discussed  in  council.  The  danger  to  the  State  which 
might  arise  from  our  cousin's  wealth,  his  alleged  abilities 

—  (abilities  !  bah  I)  —  and  his  popular  name,  deferred  any 
decision  on  the  point ;  and,  indeed,  the  diflSculty  of  deal- 
ing with  myself  must  have  embarrassed  the  minister. 
But  it  is  a  mere  question  of  time.  He  cannot  long  re- 
main excluded  from  the  general  amnesty  already  extended 
to  the  other  refugees.  The  person  who  gave  me  this  in- 
formation is  high  in  power,  and  friendly  to  myself ;  and 
he  added  a  piece  of  advice,  on  which  I  acted.  '  It  was 
intimated,'  said  he,  'by  one  of  the  partisans  of  your  kins- 
man, that  the  exile  could  give  a  hostage  for  his  loyalty 
in  the  person  of  his  daughter  and  heiress ;  that  she  had 
arrived  at  marriageable  age ;  that  if  she  were  to  wed, 
with  the  Emperor's  consent,  some  one  whose  attachment 
to  the  Austrian  crown  was  unquestionable,  there  would 
be  a  guarantee  both  for  the  faith  of  the  father,  and  for 
the  transmission  of  so  important  a  heritage  to  safe  and 
loyal  hands.  Why  not,'  continued  my  friend,  '  apply  to 
the  Emperor  for  his  consent  to  that  alliance  for  yourself  ? 

—  you,  on  whom  he  can  depend ;  —  you  who,  if  the 
daughter  should  die,  would  be  the  legal  heir  to  those 
lands?'     On  that  hint  I  spoke." 

"You  saw  the  Emperor?" 

"  And  after  combating  the  unjust  prepossessions  against 
me,  I  stated,  that  so  far  from  my  cousim  having  any  fair 
cause  of  resentment  against  me,  when  all  was  duly  ex- 
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plained  to  him,  I  did  not  doabt  that  he  wonld  willingly 
give  me  the  hand  of  his  child  '• 

"  You  did ! "  cried  the  Marchesa,  amazed. 

"And,"  continued  the  Count,  imperturbably,  as  he 
smoothed,  with  careless  hand,  the  snowy  plaits  of  his  shirt- 
front,  —  "  and  that  I  should  thus  have  the  happiness  of 
becoming  myself  the  guarantee  of  my  kinsman's  loyalty, 
—  the  agent  for  the  restoration  of  his  honors,  while,  in 
the  eyes  of  the  envious  and  malignant,  I  should  clear  up 
my  own  name  &om  all  suspicion  that  I  had  wronged  him." 

"And  the  Emperor  consented?" 

''PardieUi  my  dear  sister ;  what  else  could  his  majesty 
do  ?  My  proposition  smoothed  every  obstacle,  and  re- 
conciled policy  with  mercy.  It  remains,  therefore,  only 
to  find  out  what  has  hitherto  baffled  all  our  researches^ 
the  retreat  of  our  dear  kinsfolk,  and  to  make  myself  a 
welcome  lover  to  the  demoiselle.  There  is  some  disparity 
of  years,  I  own ;  but  —  unless  your  sex  and  my  glass 
flatter  me  over-much  —  I  am  still  a  match  for  many  a 
gallant  of  five-and-twenty. " 

The  Count  said  this  with  so  charming  a  smile,  and 
looked  so  preeminently  handsome,  that  he  carried  off  the 
coxcombry  of  the  words  as  gracefully  as  if  they  had  been 
spoken  by  some  dazaling  hero  of  the  grand  old  comedy 
of  Parisian  life. 

Then  interlacing  his  fingers,  and  lightly  leaning  his 
hands,  thus  clasped,  upon  his  sister's  shoulder,  he  looked 
into  her  face,  and  said  slowly  —  "And  now,  my  sister,  for 
iiome  genth  but  deserved  reproach-     Have  you  not  sadly 
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failed  me  in  the  task  I  imposed  on  your  regard  for  my 
interests  ?  Is  it  not  some  years  since  you  first  came  to 
England  on  the  mission  of  discovering  these  worthy  re- 
lations of  ours  ?  Did  I  not  entreat  you  to  seduce  into 
your  toils  the  man  whom  I  knew  to  be  my  enemy,  and 
who  was  indubitably  acquainted  with  our  cousin's  retreat 
— a  secret  he  has  hitherto  locked  within  his  bosom  ?  Did 
you  i\ot  tell  me,  that  though  he  was  then  in  England,  you 
could  find  no  occasion  even  to  meet  him,  but  that  you 
had  obtained  the  friendship  of  the  statesman  to  whom  I 
had  directed  your  attention,  as  his  most  intimate  asso- 
ciate ?  And  yet  you,  whose  charms  are  usually  so  irre- 
sistible, learn  nothing  from  the  statesman,  as  you  see 
nothing  of  Milord,  Nay,  baffled  and  misled,  you  actually 
suppose  that  the  quarry  has  taken  refuge  in  France.  You 
go  thither — you  pretend  to  search  the  capital  —  the  pro- 
vinces, Switzerland,  que  sais-je  —  all  in  vain,  —  though  -— 
foi  de  genlilhomme  —  your  police  costs  me  dearly  —  you 
return  to  England — the  same  chase,  and  the  same  result 
PalsambleUf  ma  sceur,  I  do  too  much  credit  to  your 
talents  not  to  question  your  zeaL  In  a  word,  have  you 
been  in  earnest  —  or  have  you  not  had  some  womanly 
pleasure  in  amusing  yourself  and  abusing  my  trust  ?  " 

''Giulio,"  answered  Beatrice,  sadly,  "you  know  the 
influence  you  have  exercised  over  my  character  and  my 
fbte.  Your  reproaches  are  not  just.  I  made  such  in- 
quiries as  were  in  my  power,  and  I  have  now  cause  to 
believe  that  I  know  one  who  is  possessed  of  this  secrete, 
and  can  guide  us  to  if 
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"  Ah,  you  do  !  V  exclaimed  the  Count.  Beatrice  did 
not  heed  the  exclamation,^ and  humed  on 

"  But  grant  that  my  heart  shrunk  from  the  task  you 
imposed  on  me,  would  it  not  have  been  natural  ?  Wlieu 
I  first  came  to  England,  you  informed  me  that  your  object 
in  discovering  the  exiles  was  one  which  I  could  honestly 
aid.  You  naturally  wished  first  to  know  if  the  daughter 
hved  ;  if  not,  you  were  the  heir.  If  she  did,  you  assured 
me  you  desired  to  effect,  through  my  mediation,  some 
liberal  compromise  with  Alphonso,  by  which  you  would 
have  sought  to  obtain  his  restoration,  provided  he  would 
leave  you  for  life  in  possession  of  the  grant  you  hold 
from  the  crown.  While  these  were  your  objects,  I  did 
my  best,  ineffectual  as  it  was,  to  obtain  the  information 
required." 

"And  what  made  me  lose  so  important,  though  so  in- 
effectual an  ally  ?  "  asked  the  Count,  still  smiling  ;  but  a 
gleam  that  belied  the  smile  shot  from  his  eye. 

"  What  I  when  you  bade  me  receive  and  co-operate 
with  the  miserable  spies  —  the  false  Italians  —  whom  you 
sent  over,  and  seek  to  entangle  this  poor  exile,  when 
found,  in  some  rash  correspondence  to  be  revealed  to  the 
court ;  —  when  you  sought  to  seduce  the  daughter  of  the 
Count  of  Peschiera,  the  descendant  of  those  who  had 
ruled  in  Italy,  into  the  informer,  the  corrupter,  and  the 
traitress  !  No,  Giulio  —  then  I  recoiled ;  and  then,  fearful 
of  your  own  sway  over  me,  I  retreated  into  France.  I 
have  answered  you  frankly." 

The  Count  removed  his  hands  from  the  shoulder  on 
which  they  had  reclined  so  cordially^iigtized  by  Google 
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**And  this,"  said  he,  '*  is  your  wisdom,  and  this  yoar 
gratitude.  You,  whose  features  are  bound  up  in  mine  -— 
you,  who  subsist  on  my  bounty  —  you,  who " 

"  Hold,"  cried  the  Marchesa,  rising,  and  with  a  burst 
of  emotion,  as  if  stung  to  the  utmost,  and  breaking  into 
revolt  from  the  tyranny  of  years  —  "  hold  —  gratitude  I 
bounty!  Brother,  brother — what,  indeed,  do  I  owe  to 
you  ?  The  shame  and  the  misery  of  a  life.  While  yet  a 
child,  you  condemned  me  to  marry  against  my  will  — 
against  my  heart — ^"against  my  prayers  —  and  laughed  at 
my  tears  when  I  knelt  to  you  for  mercy.  I  was  pur« 
then,  Giulio  —  pure  and  innocent  as  the  flowers  in  my 
virgin  crown.     And  now  —  now " 

Beatrice  stopped  abruptly,  and  clasped  her  hands  be* 
fore  her  face. 

"  Now  you  upbraid  me,"  said  the  Count,  unruffled  by 
her  sudden  passion,  *'  because  I  gave  you  in  marriage  te 
a  man  young  and  noble  ?  " 

"  Old  in  vices,  and  mean  of  soul  I  The  marriage  I  for- 
gave you.  You  had  the  right,  according  to  the  customs 
of  our  country,  to  dispose  of  my  hand.  But  I  forgave 
you  not  the  consolations  that  you  whispered  in  the  ear 
of  a  wretched  and  insulted  wife." 

"  Pardon  me  the  remark,"  replied  the  Count,  with  a 
courtly  bend  of  his  head,  "  but  those  consolations  were 
also  conformable  to  the  customs  of  our  country,  and  I 
was  not  aware  till  now  that  you  had  wholly  disdained 
them.  And,"  continued  the  Count,  "you  were  not  so 
long  a  wife  that  the  gall  of  the  chain  should  smart  still 
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You  were  soon  left  a  widow  —  free,  childless,  young, 
beantifaL  " 

"And  penniless." 

'•  True,  Di  "N^egra  was  a  gambler,  and  very  unlucky ; 
no  fault  of  mine,  I  could  neither  keep  the  cards  from 
his  hands,  nor  advise  him  how  to  play  them." 

'*And  my  own  portion  ?  Oh  Giulio,  I  knew  but  at  his 
death  why  you  had  condemned  me  to  that  renegade 
Genoese.  He  ow»d  you  money,  and  against  honor,  and 
I  believe  against  law,  you  had  accepted  my  fortune  in 
dificharge  of  the  debt." 

"  He  had  no  other  way  to  discharge  it  —  a  debt  of 
honor  must  be  paid  —  old  stories  these.  What  matters  ? 
Since  then  my  purse  has  been  open  to  you. " 

"  Yes,  not  as  your  sister,  but  your  instrument — your 
spy  1  Yes,  your  purse  has  been  open  —  with  a  niggard 
hand." 

"  Un  pen  de  conscience,  ma  chlre,  you  are  so  extrava- 
gant.    But  come,  be  plain.     What  would  you  ?  " 

"I  would  be  free  from  you." 

'*  That  is,  you  would  form  some  second  marriage  with 
one  of  those  rich  island  lords.  Ma  fox,  I  respect  your 
ambition." 

"  It  is  not  so  high.  I  aim  bu  to  escape  from  slavery 
—  to  be  placed  beyond  dishonorable  temptation.  I  de- 
sire," cried  Beatrice,  with  increased  emotion  —  "I  desire 
to  re-enter  the  life  of  woman." 

"  Eno'  1 "  said  the  Count,  with  a  visible  impatience ; 
"is  there  anything  in  the  attainment  of  your  object  that 
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should  render  you  indifferent  to  mine  ?  You  desire  to 
marry,  if  I  comprehend  you  right.  And  to  marry,  aa 
becomes  you,  you  should  bring  to  your  husband  not 
debts,  but  a  dowry.  Be  it  so.  I  will  restore  the  portion 
that  I  saved  from  the  spendthrift  clutch  of  the  Genoese 
—  the  moment  that  it  is  mine  to  bestow  —  the  moment 
that  I  am  husband  to  my  kinsman's  heiress.  And  now, 
Beatrice,  you  imply  that  my  former  notions  revolted  your 
conscience ;  my  present  plan  should  content  it :  for  by 
this  marriage  shall  our  kinsman  regain  his  country,  and 
repossess,  at  least,  half  his  lands.  And  if  I  am  not  an 
excellent  husband  to  the  demoiselle,  it  will  be  her  own 
fault.  I  have  sown  my  wild  oats.  Je  suis  hon  prince^ 
when  I  have  things  a  little  my  own  way.  It  is  my  hope 
and  my  intention,  and  certainly  it  will  be  my  interest,  to 
become  digne  ipoux  et  irriprochahle  p^re  de  famille, 
I  speak  lightly  —  'tis  my  way.  I  mean  seriously.  The 
little  girl  will  be  very  happy  with  me,  and  I  shall  succeed 
in  soothing  all  resentment  her  father  may  retain.  Will 
you  aid  me  then  —  yes  or  no  ?  Aid  me,  and  you  shall 
indeed  be  free.  The  magician  will  release  the  fair  spirit 
he  has  bound  to  his  will.  Aid  me  not,  nia  chere,  and 
mark,  I  do  not  threaten  —  I  do  but  warn  —  aid  me  not ; 
grant  that  I  become  a  beggar,  and  ask  yourself  what  is 
to  become  of  you  —  still  young,  still  beautiful,  and  still 
penniless  ?  Nay,  worse  than  penniless ;  you  have  dpne 
me  the  honor  "  (and  here  the  Count,  looking  on  the  table., 
drew  a  letter  from  a  portfolio  emblazoned  with  his  arms 
and  coronet),  "you  have  done  me  the  ho.ior  to  consult 
me  as  to  your  debts."  ^        i 
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"  You  will  restore  my  fortune  ?  "  said  the  Marehesa, 
irresolutely  —  and   averting  her  head  from   an  odious 
schedule  of  figures. 
"When  my  own,  with  your  aid,  is  secured." 
"  But  do  you  not  overrate  the  value  of  my  aid  ? " 
"Possibly,"  said  the  Count,  with  a  caressing  suavity 

—  and  he  kissed  his  sister's  forehead.  "Possibly;  but, 
by  my  honor,  I  wish  to  repair  to  you  any  wrong,  real  or 
supposed,  I  may  have  done  you  in  past  times.  I  wish 
to  find  again  my  own  dear  sister.  I  may  overvalue  your 
aid,  but  not  the  affection  from  which  it  comes.  Let  us 
be  friends,  cava  Beatrice  miaf^^  added  the  Count,  for  the 
first  time  employing  Italian  words. 

The  Marchess  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder  and  her 
tears  flowed  softly.  Evidently  this  man  had  great  in- 
fluence over  her  —  and  evidently,  whatever  her  cause  for 
complaint,  her  affection  for  him  was  still  sisterly  and 
strong.  A  nature  with  fine  flashes  of  generosity,  spirit, 
honor,  and  passion,  was  hers — but  uncultured,  unguided 

—  spoilt  by  the  worst  social  examples  —  easily  led  into 
wrong — not  always  aware  where  the  wrong  was — letting 
affections  good  or  bad  whisper  away  her  conscience  or 
blind  her  reason.  Such  women  are  often  far  more  danger- 
ous when  induced  to  wrong,  than  those  who  are  thoroughly 
abandoned  —  such  women  are  the  accomplices  men  like 
the  CouDiiOf  Peschiera  most  desire  to  obtain. 

"Ah,  Ginlio,"  said  Beatrice,  after  a  pause,  and  looking 
up  at  him  through  her  tears,  "when  you  speak  to  me 
thus,  you  know   you   can  do  with   me  what  you  wil' 
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Fatherless  and  motherless,  whom  had  my  childhood  to 
love  and  obey  but  you  ? " 

"  Dear  Beatrice,"  murmured  the  Count  tenderly  —  and 
he  again  kissed  her  forehead.  "  So,"  he  continued,  more 
carelessly — "so  the  reconciliation  is  effected,  and  our 
interests  and  our  hearts  re-allied.  Now,  alas  1  to  de- 
scend to  business.  You  say  that  you  know  some  one 
whom  you  believe  to  be  acquainted  with  the  lurking- 
place  of  my  father-in-law  —  that  is  to  be  I " 

"  I  think  so.  You  remind  me  that  I  have  an  appoint- 
ment with  him  this  day:  it  is  near  the  hour — I  must 
leave  you." 

"  To  learn  the  secret  ?  —  Quick  —  quick.  I  have  no 
fear  of  your  success,  if  it  is  by  his  heart  that  you  lead 
him  1 " 

"  You  mistake ;  on  his  heart  I  have  no  hold.  But  he 
has  a  friend  who  loves  me,  and  honorably,  and  whose 
cause  he  pleads.  I  think  here  that  I  have  some  means 
to  control  or  persuade  him.  If  not — ah,  he  is  of  a  cha- 
racter that  perplexes  me  in  all  but  his  worldly  ambition  ; 
end  how  can  we  foreigners  influence  him  through  thai  ?  " 

"  Is  he  poor,  or  is  he  extravagant  ? " 

"Not  extravagant,  and  not  positively  poor,  but  de- 
pendent. " 

"Thenvwe  have  him,"  said  the  Count,  composedly. 
"  If  his  assistance  be  worth  buying,  we  can  bid  high  for 
it.  Sur  mon  dme,  I  never  yet  knew  money  fail  with  any 
man  who  was  both  worldly  and  dependent.  I  put  him 
and  myself  in  your  hands." 
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Thus  saying,  the  Count  opened  tne  door,  and  con- 
dacted  his  sister  with  formal  politeness  to  her  carriage. 
He  then  returned,  reseated  himself,  and  mused  in  silence. 
As  he  did  so,  the  ranscles  of  his  coantenance  relaxed. 
The  levity  of  the  Frenchman  fled  from  his  visage,  and 
in  his  eye,  as  it  gazed  abstractedly  into  space,  there  was 
that  steady  depth  so  remarkable  in  the  old  portraits  of 
Florentine  diplomatist  or  Yenetian  Oligarch.  Thns  seen, 
there  was  in  that  face,  despite  all  its  beauty,  something 
that  would  have  awed  back  even  the  fond  gaze  of  love  ; 
something  hard,  collected,  inscrutable,  remorseless.  But 
this  change  of  countenance  did  not  last  long.  Evidently 
thought,  though  intense  for  the  moment,  was  not  habitual 
to  the  man.  Evidently  he  had  lived  the  life  which  takes 
all  things  lightly  —  so  he  rose  with  a  look  of  fatigue^ 
shook  and  stretched  himself,  as  if  to  cast  off,  or  grow 
out  of,  an  unwelcome  and  irksome  mood.  An  hour  after- 
wards, the  Count  of  Pesehiera  was  charming  all  eyes, 
and  pleasing  all  ears,  in  the  saloon  of  a  high-born  beauty, 
whose  acquaintance  he  had  made  at  Vienna,  and  whose 
charms,  according  to  that  old  and  never-tnith  speaking 
oracle,  Polite  Scandal,  were  now  said  to  have  attracted 
to  London  the  brilliant  foreigner. 


III.— a 
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CHAPTER  III. 

The  Marchesa  regained  her  house,  which  was  in  Curzon 
Street,  and  withdrew  to  her  own  room,  to  readjust  her 
dress,  and  remove  from  her  countenance  all  trace  of  the 
tears  she  had  shed. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  she  was  seated  in  her  drawing- 
room,  composed  and  calm ;  nor,  seeing  her  then,  could 
yon  have  guessed  that  she  was  capable  of  so  much  emotion 
and  so  much  weakness.  In  that  stately  exterior,  in  that 
quiet  attitude,  in  that  elaborate  and  finished  elegance 
which  comes  alike  from  the  arts  of  the  toilet  and  the 
conventional  repose  of  rank,  you  could  see  but  the  woman 
of  the  world  and  the  great  lady. 

A  knock  at  the  door  was  heard,  and  in  a  few  moments 
there  entered  a  visitor,  with  the  easy  familiarity  of  inti- 
mate acquaintance  —  a  young  man,  but  with  none  of  the 
bloom  of  youth.  His  hair,  fine  as  a  woman^s,  was  thin 
and  scanty,  but  it  fell  low  over  the  forehead,  and  con- 
cealed that  noblest  of  our  human  features.  "A  gentle- 
man," says  Apuleius,  " ought  to  wear  his  whole  mnd  on 
his  forehead."*  The  young  visitor  would  never  have 
committed  so  frank  an  imprudence.  His  cheek  was  pale, 
and  in  his  step  and  his  movements  there  wa?  a  Iwiguor 

*  ♦♦  Hominem  liberum  et  magnificnm  debere,  si  queat,  in  priinori 
fronte,  animum  gesiare." 
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that  spoke  of  fatigued  nerves  or  delicate  health.  Bat  the 
light  of  the  eye  and  the  tone  of  the  voice  were  those  of 
a  mental  temperament  controlling  the  bodily  —  vigorous 
and  energetic.  For  the  rest,  his  general  appearance  was 
distinguished  by  a  refinement  alike  intellectual  and  social. 
Once  seen,  you  would  not  easily  forget  him  And  the 
reader,  no  doubt,  already  recognises  Randal  Leslie.  His 
salutation,  as  I  before  said,  was  that  of  intimate  familiarity : 
yet  it  was  given  and  replied  to  with  that  unreserved  open- 
ness which  denotes  the  absence  of  a  more  tender  sentiment. 
Seating  himself  by  the  Marchesa's  side,  Randal  began 
first  to  converse  on  the  fashionable  topics  and  gossip  of 
the  day ;  but  it  was  observable  that,  while  he  extracted 
from  her  the  current  anecdote  and  Scandal  of  the  great 
world,  neither  anecdote  nor  scandal  did  he  commnnicate 
in  return.  Randal  Leslie  had  already  learned  the  art 
not  to  commit  himself,  nor  to  have  quoted  against  him 
one  ill-natured  remark  upon  the  eminent.  Nothing  more 
injures  the  man  who  would  rise  beyond  the  fame  of  the 
salons,  than  to  be  considered  backbiter  and  gossip  ;  "  yet 
it  is  always  useful,"  thought  Randal  Leslie,  "to  know  the 
foibles — the  small  social  and  private  springs  by  which 
ike  great  are  moved.  Critical  occasions  may  arise  in 
which  sach  knowledge  may  be  power."  And  hence,  per- 
haps (besides  a  more  private  motive,  soon  to  be  perceived), 
Randal  did  not  consider  his  time  thrown  away  in  culti- 
vating Madame  di  Negra's  friendship.  For,  despite  much 
that  was  whispered  against  her,  she  had  succeeded  in 
dispelling  the  coldness  with  which  she  had  at  first  been 
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received  in  the  London  circles.  Her  beauty,  her  grace 
and  her  high  birth,  had  raised  her  into  fashion  ;  and  the 
homage  of  men  of  the  first  station,  while  it  perhaps  injured 
her  reputation  as  woman,  added  to  her  celebrity  as  fine 
lady.  So  much  do  we  cold  English,  prudes  though  we  be, 
forgive  to  the  foreigner  what  we  avenge  on  the  native. 

Sliding  at  last  from  these  general  topics  into  very  well- 
bred  and  elegant  personal  compliment,  and  reciting  various 
eulogies,  which  Lord  this  and  the  Duke  of  that  had  passed 
on  the  Marchesa's  charms,  Randal  laid  his  hand  on  hers, 
with  the  license  of  admitted  friendship,  and  said  — 

"  But  since  you  have  deigned  to  confide  in  me,  since 
when  (happily  for  me,  and  with  a  generosity  of  which  no 
coqvsUe  could  have  been  capable)  you,  in  good  time, 
repressed  into  friendship  feelings  that  might  else  have 
ripened  into  those  you  are  formed  to  inspire  and  disdain 
to  return,  you  told  me  with  your  charming  smile,  '  Let 
no  one  speak  to  me  of  love  who  does  not  offer  me  his 
hand,  and  with  it  the  means  to  supply  tastes  that  I  fear 
are  terribly  extravagant ; '  —  since  thus  you  allowed  me 
to  divine  your  natural  objects,  and  upon  that  understand- 
ing our  intimacy  has  been  founded,  you  will  pardon  mo 
for  saying  that  the  admiration  you  excite  amongst  these 
grands  seigneurs  I  have  named,  only  serves  to  defeat 
your  own  purpose,  and  scare  away  admirers  less  brilliant, 
but  more  in  earnest.  Most  of  these  gentlemen  are  unfor- 
tunately married  ;  and  they  who  are  not  belong  to  those 
members  of  our  aristocracy  who,  in  marriage,  seek  more 
than  beauty  and  wit  —  namely,  connections  to  strengthen 
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their  political  station,  or  wealth  to  redeem  a  mortgage 
and  sustain  a  title." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Leslie,"  replied  the  Marchesa  —  and  a 
certain  sadness  might  be  detected  in  the  tone  of  the  voice 
and  the  droop  of  the  eye  — "  I  have  lived  long  enough  in 
the  real  world  to  appreciate  the  baseness  and  the  false- 
hood of  most  of  those  sentiments  which  take  the  noblest 
Dames.  I  see  through  the  hearts  of  the  admirers  you 
parade  before  me,  and  know  that  not  one  of  them  would 
shelter  with  his  ermine  the  woman  to  whom  he  talks  of 
his  heart.  Ah,"  continued  Beatrice,  with  a  softness  of 
which  she  was  unconscious,  but  which  might  have  been 
extremely  dangerous  to  youth  less  steeled  and  self-guarded 
than  was  Randal  Leslie's — '*Ah,  I  am  less  ambitious  than 
you  snpi>ose.  I  have  dreamed  of  a  friend,  a  companion, 
a  protector,  with  feelings  still  fresh,  undebased  by  the  low 
round  of  vulgar  dissipation  and  mean  pleasures  —  of  a 
heart  so  new,  that  it  might  restore  my  own  to  what  it  was 
in  its  happy  spring.  I  have  seen  in  your  country  some 
marriages,  the  mere  contemplation  of  which  has  filled  my 
eyes  with  delicious  tears.  I  have  learned  in  England  to 
know  the  value  of  home.  And  with  such  a  heart  as  I 
describe,  and  such  a  home,  I  conld  forget  that  I  ever  knew 
a  less  pure  ambition." 

"This  language  does  not  surprise  me,"  said  Randal; 
"  yet  it  does  not.  harmonise  with  your  former  answer  to  me. " 

"  To  you,"  repeated  Beatrice,  smiling,  and  regaining 
her  lighter  manner  :.  "to  you 7- true.  But  I  never  had 
the  vanity  to  l^ink  that  your  affection  for  me  could  bear 
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the  sacrifices  it  would  cost  you  in  marriage ;  that  you 
with  your  ambition,  could  bound  your  dreams  of  happiness 
to  home.  And  then,  too,"  said  she,  raising  her  head,  and 
with  a  certain  grave  pride  in  her  air — "  and  therty  I  could 
not  have  consented  to  share  my  fate  with  one  whom  my 
poverty  would  cripple.  I  could  not  listen  to  my  heart, 
if  it  had  beat  for  a  lover  without  fortune,  for  to  him  I 
could  then  have  brought  but  a  burden,  and  betrayed  him 
into  a  union  with  poverty  and  debt.  Now,  it  may  be 
different.  Now  I  may  have  the  dowry  that  befits  my 
birth.  And  now  I  may  be  free  to  choose  according  to  my 
heart  as  woman,  not  according  to  my  necessities,  as  one 
poor,  harassed,  and  despairing." 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  interested,  and  drawing  still  closer 
towards  his  fair  companion  —  "ah,  I  congratulate  you 
sincerely ;  you  have  cause,  then,  to  think  that  you  shall 
be  —  rich  ?  " 

The  Marchesa  paused  before  she  answered,  and  during 
that  pause  Randal  relaxed  the  web  of  the  scheme  which 
he  had  been  secretly  weaving,  and  rapidly  considered 
whether,  if  Beatrice  di  Negra  would  indeed  be  rich,  she 
might  answer  to  himself  as  a  wife  ;  and  in  what  way,  if 
so,  he  had  best  change  his  tone  from  that  of  friendship 
into  that  of  love.  While  thus  reflecting,  Beatrice  an- 
swered — 

"  Not  rich  for  an  Englishwoman  ;  for  an  Italian,  yes. 
My  fortune  should  be  half  a  million  — " 

"  HiJf  a  million  I "  cried  Randal,  and  with  diflSculty  he 
restrained  himself  from  falling  at  her  feet  in  adoratiob 
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"  Of  francs  I "  continued  the  Marchesa. 

"  Francs !  Ab,"  said  Randal,  with  a  long-drawn  breath, 
and  recovering  from  his  sudden  enthusiasm,  "  about  twenty 
thousand  pounds  ?  —  eight  hundred  a-year  at  four  per 
cent.  A  very  handsome  portion  certainly  (Genteel  po- 
verty I  he  murmured  to  himself.  What  an  escape  I  have 
had  I  but  I  see  —  I  see.  This  will  smooth  all  difficulties 
in  the  way  of  my  better  and  earlier  project.  I  see)  —  a 
very  handsome  portion,"  he  repeated  aloud  —  "not  for  a 
grand  seigneur^  indeed,  but  still  for  a  gentleman  of  birth 
and  expectations  worthy  of  your  choice,  if  ambition  be 
not  your  first  object.  Ah,  while  you  spoke  with  such  en- 
dearing eloquence  of  feelings  that  were  fresh,  of  a  heart 
that  was  new,  of  the  happy  English  home,  you  might 
guess  that  my  thoughts  ran  to  my  friend  who  loves  you  so 
devotedly,  and  who  so  realises  your  ideal.  Proverbially, 
with  us,  happy  marriages  and  happy  homes  are  found  not 
in  the  gay  circles  of  London  fashion,  but  at  the  hearths 
of  our  rural  nobility  —  our  untitled  country  gentlemen. 
And  who,  amongst  all  your  adorers,  can  ofiFer  you  a  lot 
BO  really  enviable  as  the  one  whom,  I  see  by  your  blush, 
you  already  guess  that  I  refer  to  ? " 

"  Did  I  blush  ? "  said  the  Marchesa,  with  a  silvery 
kngh.  **  Nay,  I  think  that  your  zeal  for  your  friend  mis- 
led you.  But  I  will  own  frankly,  I  have  been  touched  by 
his  honest  ingenuous  love  —  so  evident,  yet  rather  looked 
than  spoken.  I  have  contrasted  the  love  that  honors  me 
witli  the  suitors  that  seek  to  degrade  ;  more  I  cannot  say. 
For  though  I  grant  that  your  friend  is  handsome,  high- 
spirited,  and  generous,  still  he  is  not  ^h^\0bo^\z 
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"  You  mistake,  believe  me,"  interrupted  Randal.  "  You 
shall  not  finish  your  sentence.  He  is  all  that  you  do  not 
yet  suppose  him ;  for  his  shyness,  and  his  very  love,  hia 
very  respect  for  your  superiority,  do  not  allow  his  mind 
and  his  nature  to  appear  to  advantage.  You,  it  is  true, 
have  a  taste  for  letters  and  poetry  rare  among  your  coun- 
trywomen. He  has  not  at  present  — ffew  men  have.  But 
what  Cimon  would  not  be  refined  by  so  fair  an  Iphigenia  ? 
Such  frivolities  as  he  now  shows  belong  but  to  youth  and 
inexperience  of  life.  Happy  the  brother  who  could  see 
his  sister  the  wife  of  Frank  Hazeldean." 

The  Marchesa  leant  her  cheek  on  her  hand  in  silence. 
To  her,  marriage  was  more  than  it  usually  seems  to  dream- 
ing maiden  or  to  disconsolate  widow.  So  had  the  strong 
desire  to  escape  from  the  control  of  her  unprincipled  and 
remorseless  brother  grown  a  part  of  her  very  soul  —  so 
had  whatever  was  best  and  highest  in  her  very  mixed  aiid 
complex  character  been  galled  and  outraged  by  her  friend- 
less and  exposed  position,  the  equivocal  worship  rendered 
to  her  beauty,  the  various  debasements  to  which  pecuniary 
embarrassments  had  subjected  her  —  (not  without  design 
on  the  part  of  the  Count,  who,  though  grasping,  was  not 
miserly,  and  who  by  precarious  and  seemingly  capricious 
gifts  at  one  time,  and  refusals  of  all  aid  at  another,  bad 
involved  her  in  debt  in  order  to  retain  his  hold  on  her) — 
so  utterly  painful  and  humiliating  to  a  woman  of  her  pride 
and  her  birth  was  the  station  that  she  held  in  the  world — 
that  in  marriage  she  saw  liberty,  life,  honor,  self-redemp- 
tion; and  these  thougnts,  whOe  they  compelled  her  ^o 
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co-operate  with  the  schemes,  by  which  the  Couut,  on  se- 
caring  to  himself  a  bride,  was  to  bestow  on  herself  a 
dower,  also  disposed  her  now  to  receive  with  favor  Randal 
Leslie's  pleadings  on  behalf  of  his  friend. 

The  advocate  saw  that  he  had  made  an  impression,  and 
with  the  marvellous  skill  which  his  knowledge  of  those 
natures  that  engaged  his  study  bestowed  on  his  intelli- 
gence, he  continued  to  improve  his  cause  by  such  repre- 
sentations as  were  likely  to  be  most  effective.  With  what 
admirable  tact  he  avoided  panegyric  of  Frank  as  the 
mere  individual,  and  drew  him  rather  as  the  type,  the 
ideal  of  what  a  woman  in  Beatrice's  position  might  de- 
sire, in  the  safety,  peace,  and  honor  of  a  home,  in  the 
trust,  and  constancy,  and  honest  confiding  love  of  its 
partner  I  He  did  not  paint  an  elysium  ;  he  described  a 
haven ;  he  did  not  glowingly  delineate  a  hero  of  romance 
—  he  soberly  portrayed  that  Representative  of  the  Re- 
spectable and  the  Real  which  a  woman  turns  to  when 
romance  begins  to  seem  to  her  but  delusion.  Yerily,  if 
you  could  have  looked  into  the  heart  of  the  person  he 
addressed,  and  heard  him  speak,  you  would  have  cried 
admiringly,  "Knowledge  lis  power ;  and  this  man,  if  as 
able  on  a  larger  field  of  action,  should  play  no  piean  part 
in  the  history  of  his  time." 

Slowly  Beatrice  roused  herself  from  the  reveries  which 
crept  over  her  as  he  spoke — slowly,  and  with  a  deep  sigh, 
and  said  — 

"  Well,  well,  grant  all  you  say ;  at  least  before  I  can 
listen  to  so  honorable  a  love,  I  must  be  relieved  from  tb** 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


34  Mt   novel;   or, 

base  and  sordid  pressure  that  weighs  on  me.  I  cannot 
say  to  the  man  who  woos  me,  *  Will  you  pay  the  debts  of 
the  daughter  of  Franzini,  and  the  widow  of  di  Negra  ? '  " 

*'  Nay,  your  debts,  surely,  make  so  slight  a  portion  of 
your  dowry." 

''But  the  dowry  has  to  be  secured  :  "  and  here,  turning 
the  tables  upon  her  companion,  as  the  apt  proverb  ex- 
presses it,  Madame  di  Negra  extended  her  hand  to  Ran- 
dal, and  said  in  the  most  winning  accents,  "  You  are, 
then,  truly  and  sincerely  ray  friend  ?  " 

"  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  " 

"  I  prove  that  I  do  not,  for  I  ask  your  assistance." 

"  Mine  ?     How  ? " 

"  Listen :  my  brother  has  arrived  in  London  — " 

"I  see  that  arrival  announced  in  the  papers." 

"And  he  comes,  empowered  by  the  consent  of  the 
Emperor,  to  ask  the  hand  of  a  relation  and  countrywoman 
of  his  ;  an  alliance  that  will  heal  long  family  dissensions, 
and  add  to  his  own  fortunes  those  of  an  heiress.*  My 
brother,  like  myself,  has  been  extravagant.  The  dowry 
which  by  law  he  still  owes  me  it  would  distress  him  to 
pay  till  this  marriage  be  assured." 

"I  understand,"  said  Randal.  "But  how  can  I  aid 
this  marriage  ?  " 

"  By  assisting  us  to  discover  the  bride.  She,  with  her 
father,  sought  refuge  and  concealment  in  England." 

"The  father  had,  then,  taken  part  in  some  political 
disaflfections,  and  was  proscribed  ?  " 

"  Exactly ;  and  so  well  has  he  concealed  himself,  thai 
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hs  has  bafiSed  all  our  efforts  to  discover  his  fetreat.  My 
brother  can  obtain  him  his  pardon  in  cementing  this 
alliance  —  " 

"Proceed." 

"~Ah,  Randal,  Randal,  is  this  the  frankness  of  friend* 
ship  ?  You  know  that  I  have  before  sought  to  obtain 
the  secret  of  our  relation's  retreat  —  sought  in  vain  to 
obtain  it  from  Mr.  Egerton,  who  assuredly  knows  it — " 

"But  who  communicates  no  secrets  to  living  man,"' 
said  Randal,  almost  bitterly ;  "  who,  close  and  compact  as 
iron,  is  as  little  malleable  to  me  as  to  you." 

"  Pardon  me.  I  know  you  so  well  that  I  believe  yoit 
could  attain  to  any  secret  you  sought  earnestly  to  acquire. 
Nay,  more,  I  believe  that  you  know  already  that  seoret 
which  I  ask  you  to  share  with  me." 

"  What  on  earth  makes  you  think  so  ? " 

"  When,  some  weeks  ago,  you  asked  me  to  describe  ihe 
personal  appearance  and  manners  of  the  exile,  which  1 
did  partly  from  the  recollections  of  my  childhood,  partly 
from  the  description  given  to  me  by  others,  I  could  not 
but  notice  your  countenance,  and  remark  its  change ;  in 
spite,"  said  the  Marescha,  smiling,  and  watching  Randal 
while  she  spoke  -^  "  in  spite  of  your  habitual  self-com- 
mand. And  when  I  pressed  you  to  own  that  you  had 
actually  seen  some  one  who  tallied  with  that  description, 
your  denial  did  not  deceive  me.  Still  more,  when  return- 
ing recently  of  your  own  accord,  to  the  subject,  you 
questioned  me  so  shrewdly  as  to  my  motives  in  seeking 
^he  Clue  to  eur  refugees,  and  I  did  not  then  answer  yon 
satisfactorily,  I  could  detect .''     Digitized  by  Google 
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"Ha,  hal"  interruptecf  Randal,  with  the  low  soft 
laugh  by  which  occasionally  he  infringed  upon  Lord 
Chesterfield's  recommendations  to  shun  a  merriment  so 
natural  as  to  be  ill-bred  —  *'  Ha,  ha,  you  have  the  fault 
of  all  observers  too  minute  and  refined.  But  even  grant- 
ing that  I  may  have  seen  some  Italian  exiles  (which  is 
likely  enough),  what  could  be  more  natural  than  my 
seeking  to  compare  your  description  with  their  appear- 
ance; and  granting  that  I  might  suspect  some  one 
amongst  them  to  be  the  man  you  search  for,  what  more 
natural,  also,  than  that  I  should  desire  to  know  if  you 
meant  him  harm  or  good  in  discovering  his  '  whereabout  ? ' 
For  ill,"  added  Randal,  with  an  air  of  prudery  —  ill 
would  it  become  me  to  betray,  even  to  friendship,  the  re- 
treat of  one  who  would  hide  from  persecution  ;  and  even 
^f  I  did  so  —  for  honor  itself  is  a  weak  safeguard  against 
four  fascinations  —  such  indiscretion  might  be  fatal  to 
my  future  career." 

''  How  ?  " 

"  Do  you  not  say  that  Egerton  knows  the  secret,  yet 
fill  not  communicate  ?  —  and  is  he  a  man  who  would  ever 
orgive  in  me  an  imprudence  that  committed  himself? 
My  dear  friend,  I  will  tell  you  more.  When  Audley 
Egerton  first  noticed  ray  growing  intimacy  with  you,  he 
said,  with  his  usual  dryness  of  counsel,  '  Randal,  I  do  not 
ask  you  to  discontinue  acquaintance  with  Madame  di 
Negra  —  for  an  acquaintance  with  women  like  her  forms 
the  manners,  and  refines  the  intellect ;  but  charming 
women  are  dangerous,  and  Madame  di  Negra  is  —  a 
charming  woman  "  Digitized  by  Google 
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The  Marchesa's  face  flushed.  Randal  resumed  ;  " '  Your 
fair  acquaintance,  (I  am  still  quoting  Egerton)  *  seeks  to 
discover  the  home  of  a  countryman  of  hers.  She  suspects 
that  I  know  it.  She  may  try  to  learn  it  through  you. 
Accident  may  possibly  give  you  the  information  she  re- 
quires. Beware  how  you  betray  it.  By  one  such  weak- 
ness I  should  judge  of  your  general  character.  He  from 
whom  a  woman  can  extract  a  secret  will  never  be  fit  for 
public  life.'  Therefore,  my  dear  Marchesa,  even  suppos- 
ing I  possess  this  secret,  you  would  be  no  true  friend  of 
mine  to  ask  me  to  reveal  what  would  imperil  all  my  pros- 
pects. For,  as  yet,"  added  Randal,  with  a  gloomy  shade 
on  his  brow  —  "as  yet,  I  do  not  stand  alone  and  erect  — 
I  lean;  —  I  am  dependent." 

"There  may  be  a  way,"  replied  Madame  di  Negra, 
persisting,  "  to  communicate  this  intelligence,  without  the 
possibility  of  Mr.  Egerton 's  tracing  our  discovery  to 
yourself ;  and,  though  I  will  not  press  you  farther,  I  add 
this  —  You  urge  me  to  accept  your  friend's  hand;  you 
seem  interested  in  the  success  of  his  suit,  and  you  plead 
it  with  a  warmth  that  shows  how  much  you  regard  what 
you  suppose  is  his  happiness  ;  I  will  never  accept  his  hand 
till  I  can  do  so  without  a  blush  for  my  penury  —  till  ray 
dowry  is  secured,  and  that  can  only  be  by  my  brother's 
union  with  the  exile's  daughter.  For  your  friend's  sake, 
therefore,  think  well  how  yon  can  aid  me  in  the  first  step 
to  that  alliance.  The  young  lady  once  discovered,  and 
my  brother  has  no  fear  for  the  success  of  his  suit."^ 

III.— 4 
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"  And  you  would  marry  Frank  if  the  dower  was  se- 
cured ?  " 

"Your  arguments  in  his  favor  seem  irresistible,"  rer 
plied  Beatrice,  looking  down. 

A  flash  went  from  Randal's  eyes,  and  he  mused  a  few 
moments. 

Then  slowly  rising  and  drawing  on  his  gloves,  he  said — 

"  Well,  at  least  you  so  far  reconcile  my  honor  towards 
aiding  your  research,  that  you  now  inform  me  you  mean 
no  ill  to  the  exile." 

"  111  1  —  the  restoration  to  fortune,  honors,  his  native 
land." 

''And  you  so  far  enlist  my  heart  on  your  side,  that  you 
inspire  me  with  the  hope  to  contribute  to  the  happiness 
of  two  friends  whom  I  dearly  love.  I  will  therefore  dili- 
gently try  to  ascertain  if,  among  the  refugees  1  have  met 
with,  lurk  those  whom  you  seek  ;  and  if  so,  I  will  thought- 
fully consider  how  to  give  you  the  clue.  Meanwhile,  not 
one  incautious  word  to  Egerton." 

"Trust  me  —  I  am  a  woman  of  the  world." 

Randal  now  had  gained  the  door.  He  paused  and  re- 
newed carelessly  — 

"  This  young  lady  must  be  heiress  to  great  wealth,  to 
induce  a  man  of  your  brother's  rank  to  take  so  much 
pains  to  discover  her." 

"Her  wealth   will  be  vast,"  replied  the  Marchesa ; 
"  and  if  anything  from  wealth  or  influence  in  a  foreign 
state  could  be  permitted  to  prove  my  brother's  gratj 
tude  ^^^ " 
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"  Ah,  fie  I ''  interrupted  Randal ;  and,  approaching 
Madame  di  Negra,  he  lifted  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  said, 
gallantly 

"This  is  reward  enough  to  your  preux  chevalier  ^^ 

With  those  words  he  took  his  lea?e. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

With  his  hands  behind  him,  and  his  head  drooping  on 
bis  breast — slow,  stealthy,  noiseless,  Randal  Leslie  glided 
along  the  streets  on  leaving  the  Italian's  house.  Across 
the  scheme  he  had  before  revolved,  there  glanced  another 
yet  more  glittering,  for  its  gain  might  be  more  sure  and 
immediate.     If  the  exile's  daughter  were  heiress  to  such 

wealth,  might  he  himself  hope ?     He  stopped  short 

even,  in  his  own  soliloquy,  and  his  breath  came  quick. 
Now,  in  his  last  visit  to  Hazeldean,  he  had  come  in  con- 
tact with  Riccabocca,  and  been  struck  by  the  beauty  of 
Violante.  A  vague  suspicion  had  crossed  him  that  these 
might  be  the  persons  of  whom  the  Marchesa  was  in  search, 
and  the  suspicion  had  been  confirmed  by  Beatrice's  de- 
scription of  the  refugee  she  desired  to  discover.  But  as 
he  had  not  then  learned  the  reason  for  her  inquiries,  nor 
conceived  the  possibility  that  he  could  have  any  personal 
interest  in  ascertaining  the  truth,  he  had  only  classed  the 
secret  in  question  among  those  the  farther  research  into 
which  might  be  left  to  time  and  occasion.     Certainly,  the 
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reader  will  not  do  the  unscrupulous  intellect  of  Randal 
Leslie  the  injustice  to  suppose  that  he  was  deterred  from 
confiding  to  his  fair  friend  all  that  he  knew  of  Riccabocca, 
by  the  refinement  of  honor  to  which  he  had  so  chival- 
rously alluded.  He  had  correctly  stated  Audley  Egerton's 
warning  against  any  indiscreet  confidence,  though  he  had 
forborne  to  mention  a  more  recent  and  direct  renewal  of 
ihe  same  caution.  His  first  visit  to  Hazeldean  had  been 
paid  without  consulting  Egerton.  He  had  been  passing 
some  days  at  his  father's  house,  and  had  gone  over  thence 
to  the  Squire's  On  his  return  to  London,  he  had,  how- 
ever, mentioned  this  visit  to  Audley,  who  had  seemed 
annoyed,  and  even  displeased  at  it,  though  Randal  knew 
suflBcient  of  Egerton's  character  to  guess  that  such  feel- 
ings could  scarce  be  occasioned  merely  by  his  estrange- 
ment from  his  half-brother.  This  dissatisfaction  had, 
therefore,  puzzled  the  young  man.  But  as  it  was  neces- 
sary to  his  views  to  establish  intimacy  with  the  Squire,  he 
did  not  yield  the  point  with  his  customary  deference  to 
his  patron's  whims.  Accordingly,  he  observed,  that  he 
should  be  very  sorry  to  do  anything  displeasing  to  his 
benefactor,  but  that  his  father  had  been  naturally  anxious 
that  he  should  not  appear  positively  to  slight  the  friendly 
overtures  of  Mr.  Hazeldean. 

"  Why  naturally  ?  "  asked  Egerton. 

"Because  you  know  that  Mr.  Hazeldean  is  a  relation 
of  mine  —  that  my  grandmother  was  a  Hazeldean." 

"Ah  1"  said  Egerton,  who,  as  it  has  been  before  said, 
knew  little  and  cared  less  about  the  Hazeldean  pedigree, 
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"I  was  either  not  aware  of  that  circumstance,  or  had  for- 
gotten it.  And  your  father  thinks  that  the  Squire  may 
leave  you  a  legacy  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  ray  father  is  not  so  mercenary — such  an  idea 
never  entered  his  head.  But  the  Squire  himself  has  in- 
deed said — 'Why,  if  anything  happened  to  Frank,  yon 
would  be  next  heir  to  my  lands,  and  therefore  we  ought 
to  know  each  other.'    But " 

"Enough,"  interrupted  Egerton.  "I  am  the  last  man 
to  pretend  to  the  right  of  standing  between  you  and  a 
single  chance  of  fortune,  or  of  aid  to  it.  And  whom  did 
you  meet  at  Hazeldean  ?  " 

"  There  was  no  one  there,  sir  I  not  even  Frank." 

*'  Hum.  Is  the  Squire  not  on  good  terms  with  his 
parson  ?     Any  quarrel  about  tithes  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  quarrel.  I  forgot  Mr.  Dale  ;  I  saw  him  pretty 
often.     He  admires  and  praises  you  very  much,  sir. " 

"  Me  —  and  why  ?     What  did  he  say  of  me  ?  " 

"  That  your  heart  was  as  sound  as  your  head  ;  that  he 

dd  once  seen  you  about  some  old  parishioners  of  his ; 

and  that  he  had  been  much  impressed  with  the  depth  of 

feeling  he  could  not  have  anticipated  in  a  man  of  the 

world,  and  a  statesman." 

*'  Oh,  that  was  all ;  some  affair  when  I  was  member  for 
Lansmere  ?  " 

'^I  suppose  so." 

Here  the  conversation  had  broken  off;  but  the  next 
time  Randal  was  led  to  visit  the  Squire,  he  had  formally 
4* 
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dsked  Egerton's  consent,  who,  after  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion, had  as  formally  replied,  "I  have  no  objection." 
.  On  returning  from  this  visit,  Randal  mentioned  that 
he  had  seen  Riccabocca ;  and  Egerton,  a  little  startled 
at  first,  said,  composedly,  ''  Doubtless  one  of  the  political 
refugees ;  take  care  not  to  set  Madame  di  Negra  on  his 
track.  Remember,  she  is  suspected  of  being  a  spy  of  the 
Austrian  government." 

"Rely  on  me,  sir,"  said  Randal;  "but  I  should  think 
this  poor  Doctor  can  scarcely  be  the  person  she  seeks  to 
discover. " 

"  That  is  no  affair  of  ours,"  answered  Egerton ;  "  we 
are  English  gentlemen,  and  make  not  a  step  towards  the 
secrets  of  another." 

Now,  when  Randal  revolved  this  rather  ambiguous  an- 
swer, and  recalled  the  uneasiness  with  which  Egerton  had 
first  lieard  of  his  visit  to  Hazeldean,  he  thought  that  he 
was  indeed  near  the  secret  which  Egerton  desired  to  con- 
ceal from  him  and  from  all  —  viz.,  the  incognito  of  the 
Italian  whom  Lord  L'Estrange  had  taken  under  his  pro- 
tection. 

"My  cards,"  said  Randal  to  himself,  as  with  a  deep- 
drawn  sigh  he  resumed  his  soliloquy,  "  are  become  difficult 
to  play.  On  the  one  hand,  to  entangle  Frank  into  mar- 
riage with  this  foreigner,  the  Squire  could  never  forgive 
him.  On  the  other  hand,  if  she  will  not  marry  him  with- 
out the  dowry  —  and  that  depends  on  her  brother's  wed- 
ding this  countrywoman  —  and  that  countrywoman  be,  as 
T  surmise,  Violante  —  and  Violante  be  this  heiress,  and 
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to  be  won  bj  me  I  Tasb,  tasb.  Sncb  delicate  gcraples 
in  a  woman  so  placed  and  so  constituted  as  Beatrice  di 
Negra  must  be  easily  talked  away.  Na-y  the  loss  itself 
of  this  alliance  to  her  brother,  the  loss  of  her  own  dowry 
— the  very  pressure  of  poverty  and  debt,  would  compel 
her  into  the  sole  escape  left  to  her  option.-  I  will  then 
follow  up  the  old  plan  ;  I  will  go  down  to  Hazeldean,  and 
see  if  there  be  any  substance  in  the  new  one  ;  —  and  then 
to  reconcile  both.  Aha  —  the  House  of  Leslie  shall  rise 
yet  from  its  ruin  —  and " 

Here  he  was  startled  from  his  reverie  by  a  friendly  slap 
on  the  shoulder,  and  an  exclamation — ''Why,  Randal, 
you  are  more  absent  than  when  you  used  to  steal  away 
from  the  cricket -ground,  muttering  Greek  verses,  at  Eton.*- 

"My  dear  Frank,"  said  Randal,  ''you — you  are  so 
brusque,  and  I  was  just  thinking  of  you." 

"  Were  you  ?  And  kindly,  then,  I  am  sure,"  said  Frank 
Hazeldean,  his  honest  handsome  face  lighted  up  with  the 
unsuspecting  genial  trust  of  friendship;  "and  heaven 
knows,"  he  added,  with  a  sadder  voice,  and  a  graver  ex- 
pression on  his  eye  and  lip, —  "Heaven  knows,  I  want  all 
the  kindness  you  can  give  me ! " 

*'  I  thought,"  said  Randal,  "  that  your  father's  last  sup- 
ply,  of  which  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  be  the  bearer, 
would  clear  off  your  more  pressing  debts.  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  preach,  but  really  I  must  say,  once  more,  you 
hould  not  be  so  extravagant." 

Frank  (seriously). —  I  have  done  my  best  to  reform. 
I  have  sold  off  my  horses,  and  I  have  not  touched  dice 
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nor  card  these  six  months ;  I  would  not  even  put  into  tlie 
raffle  for  the  last  Derby. "  This  last  was  said  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  doubted  the  possibility  of  obtaining  belief 
to  some  assertion  of  preternatural  abstinence  and  virtue. 

Randal.  —  Is  it  possible  ?  But  with  such  self-conquest, 
how  is  it  that  you  cannot  contrive  to  live  within  the 
bounds  of  a  very  liberal  allowance? 

Frank  (despondingly). —  Why,  when  a  man  once  gets 
his  head  under  water,  it  is  so  hard  to  float  back  again  on 
the  surface.  You  see,  I  attribute  all  my  embarrassments 
to  that  first  concealment  of  my  debts  from  my  father,  when 
they  could  have  been  so  easily  met,  and  when  he  came  up 
to  town  so  kindly. 

"I  am  sorry,  then,  that  I  gave  you  that  advice." 

"  Oh,  you  meant  it  so  kindly,  I  don't  reproach  you  ;  it 
was  all  my  own  fault." 

"  Why,  indeed,  I  did  urge  you  to  pay  off  that  moiety 
of  your  debts  left  unpaid,  with  your  allowance.  Had  you 
done  so,  all  had  been  well." 

*'  Yes ;  but  poor  Borrowel  got  into  such  a  scrape  at 
Goodwood  —  I  could  not  resist  him  ;  a  debt  of  honor — 
that  must  be  paid  ;  so  when  I  signed  another  bill  for  him, 
he  could  not  pay  it,  poor  fellow  1  Really  he  would  have 
shot  himself,  if  I  had  not  renewed  it.  And  now  it* is 
swelled  to  such  an  amount  with  that  cursed  interest,  that 
he  never  can  pay  it ;  and  one  bill,  of  course,  begets  another 
—  and  to  be  renewed  every  three  months ;  'tis  the  devil 
and  all  I  So  Httle  as  I  ever  got  for  all  1  have  borrowed," 
added  Frank,  with  a  kind  of  rueful  amaze.    **  Not  £1500 
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ready  money ;  and  the  interest  would  cost  me  almost  as 
much  yearly  —  if  I  had  it." 

"Only  £1500  1" 

**Well  —  besides  seven  large  chests  of  the  worst  cigars 
you  ever  smoked,  three  pipes  of  wine  that  no  one  would 
drink ;  and  a  great  bear  that  had  been  imported  from 
Greenland  for  the  sake  of  its  grease." 

**  That  should,  at  least,  have  saved  you  a  bill  with  your 
hair-dresser." 

"  I  paid  his  bill  with  it,"  said  Frank,  '*  and  very  good- 
natured  he  was  to  take  the  monster  off  ray  hands  —  it  had 
already  hugged  two  soldiers  and  one  groom  into  the  shape 
of  a  flounder.  I  tell  you  what,"  resumed  Frank,  after  a 
short  pause,  '*  I  have  a  great  mind  even  now  to  tell  my 
father  honestly  all  my  embarrassments." 

Randal  (solemnly). —  Hum  I 

Frank. —  What  ?  don't  you  think  it  would  be  the  best 
way  ?  I  never  can  save  enough  —  never  can  pay  off  what 
I  owe ;  and  it  rolls  like  a  snowball. 

Randal. —  Judging  by  the  Squire's  talk,  I  think  that 
with  the  first  sight  of  your  affairs  you  would  forfeit  his  fa- 
vor for  ever ;  and  your  mother  would  be  so  shocked,  es- 
pecially after  supposing  that  the  sum  I  brought  you  so 
lately  sufficed  to  pay  off  every  claim  on  you.  If  you  had 
not  assured  her  of  that,  it  might  be  different ;  but  she  who 
so  hates  an  untruth,  and  who  said  to  the  Squire,  "  Frank 
8ays  this  will  clear  him ;  and  with  all  his  faults,  Frank 
never  yet  told  a  lie  I " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  mother  I  —  I  fancy  I  hear  her !  "  cried 
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Prank  ^ith  deep  emotion.  "But  I  did  not  tell  a  lie, 
Randal ;  I  did  not  say  that  that  sura  would  clear  me." 

*'  You  empowered  and  begged  me  to  say  so,"  replied 
Randal,  with  grave  coldness ;  "  and  don't  blame  me  if  I 
believed  you." 

*'  No,  no  I  I  only  said  it  would  clear  me  for  the  mo- 
ment." 

**  I  misunderstood  you,  then,  sadly  ;  and  such  mi^akes 
involve  my  own  honor.  Pardon  me,  Frank ;  don't  ask 
my  aid  in  future.  You  see,  with  the  best  intentions,  I 
Only  compromise  myself." 

"  If  you  forsake  me,  I  may  as  well  go  and  throw  myself 
into  the  river,"  said  Friank,  in  a  tone  of  despair ;  "  and 
sooner  or  later,  my  father  must  know  my  necessities.  The 
Jews  threaten  to  go  to  him  already ;  and  the  longer  the 
delay,  the  more  terrible  the  explanation." 

**  I  don't  see  why  your  father  should  ever  learn  the  state 
of  your  aJuirs  ;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  you  could  pay  off 
these  usurers,  and  get  rid  of  these  bills,  by  raising  money 
on  comparatively  easy  terms." 

"  How  ?  "  cried  Frank,  eagerly. 

"Why,  the  Casino  property  is  entailed  on  you,  and 
you  might  obtain  a  sum  upon  that,  not  to  be  paid  till  the 
property  becomes  yours." 

"At  my  poor  father's  death  ?  Oh,  no — ^no  I  I  cannot 
bear  the  idea  of  this  cold-blooded  calculation  on  a  father's 
death.  I  know  it  is  not  uncommon;  I  know  other 
fellows  who  have  done  it,  but  they  never  had  parents  so 
kind  as  mine ;  and  even  in  them  it  shocked  and  revolte^l 
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me.  The  contemplating  a  father's  death,  and  profiting 
by  the  contemplation,  —  it  seems  a  kind  of  parricide  :  it 
is  not  natural,  Randal.  Besides,  don't  you  remember 
what  the  Governor  said  —  he  actually  wept  while  he  said 
it — *  Never  calculate  on  my  death;  I  could  not  bear 
that.'     Oh,  Randal,  don't  speak  of  it!" 

"  I  respect  your  sentiments  ;  but  still,  all  the  post-obits 
you  could  raise  could  not  shorten  Mr.  Hazeldean's  life 
by  a  day.  However,  dismiss  that  idea ;  we  must  think 
of  some  other  device.  Ha,  Frank  I  you  are  a  handsome 
fellow,  and  your  expectations  are  great  —  why  don't  you 
marry  some  woman  with  money  ? " 

"Pooh!"  exclaimed  Frank,  coloring.  "You  know, 
Randal,  that  there  is  but  one  woman  in  the  world  I  can 
even  think  of;  and  I  love  her  so  devotedly,  that,  though 
I  was  as  gay  as  most  men  before,  I  really  feel  as  if  the 
rest  of  her  sex  had  lost  every  charm.  I  was  passing 
throagh  the  street  now — merely  to  look  up  at  her 
windows." 

"  You  speak  of  Madame  di  Negra  ?  I  have  just  left 
her.  Certainly  sh€  is  two  or  three  years  older  than  you  ; 
but  if  you  can  get  over  tiiat  misfortune,  why  not  marry 
her?" 

"  Marry  her  I  "  cried  Frank,  in  amaze,  and  all  his  color 
fled  from  his  cheeks.     "  Marry  her  I  are  you  serious  ?  " 
'"Why  not?" 

"  But  even  if  she,  who  is  so  accomplished,  so  admired 
— even  if  she  would  aceept  me,  she  is,  you  know,  poorer 
than  mysdfrf     She  has  told  me  so  frankly.     That  womatt 
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has  such  a  noble  heart  1  and  —  and  —  my  father  would 
never  consent,  nor  my  mother  either.  I  know  they 
would  not." 

"Because  she  is  a  foreigner?" 

''Yes —  partly." 

*'Yet  the  Squire  suffered  his  cousin  to  marry  a 
foreigner." 

"  That  was  different.  He  had  no  control  over  Jemima ; 
and  a  daughter-in-law  is  so  different ;  and  my  father  is  so 
English  in  his  notions ;  and  Madame  di  Negra,  you  see, 
is  altogether  so  foreign.  Her  very  graces  would  be 
against  her  in  his  eyes." 

"I  think  you  do  both  your  parents  injustice.  A 
foreigner  of  low  birth  —  an  actress  or  singer  for  instance 
—  of  course  would  be  highly  objectionable ;  but  a  woman, 
like  Madame  di  Negra,  of  such  high  birth  and  connec- 
tions —  " 

Frank  shook  his  head.  "  I  don^t  think  the  Governor 
would  care  a  straw  about  her  connections,  if  she  were  a 
king's  daughter.  He  considers  all  foreigners  pretty  much 
alike.  And  then,  you  know  "  (Franks  voice  sank  into  a 
whisper)  —  "  you  know  that  one  of  the  very  reasons  why 
she  is  so  dear  to  me,  would  be  an  insuperable  objection 
to  the  old-fashioned  folks  at  home." 

"I  don't  understand  you,  Frank." 

"  I  love  her  the  more,"  said  young  Hazeldean,  raising 
his  front  with  a  nrble  pride,  that  seemed  to  speak  of  his 
descent  from  a  race  of  cavaliers  and  gentlemen  —  **  I  love 
her  the  more  because  the  world  has  slandered  uer  name 
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—because  I  believe  her  to  be  pure  and  wronged.  But 
would  they  at  the  Hall  —  they  who  do  not  see  with  a 
lover's  eyes  — they  who  have  all  the  stubborn  English 
notions  about  the  indecorum  and  license  of  Continental 
manuers,  and  will  so  readily  credit  the  worst  ?  —  Oh,  no 
—  I  love,  I  cannot  help  it  —  but  I  have  no  hope." 

"It  is  very  possible  that  you  may  be  right,"  exclaimed 
Randal,  as  if  struck  and  half  convinced  by  his  com- 
panion's argument  —  "very  possible;  and  certainly  I 
think  that  the  homely  folks  at  the  Hall  would  fret  and 
fome  at  first,  if  they  heard  you  were  married  to  Madame 
di  Negra.  Yet  still,  when  your  father  learned  that  you 
had  done  so,  not  from  passion  alone,  but  to  save  him 
from  all  pecuniary  sacrifice  —  to  clear  yourself  of  debt  — 
to » 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  exclaimed  Frank,  impatiently. 

"  I  have  reason  to  know  that  Madame  di  Negra  will 
have  as  large  a  portion  as  your  father  could  reasonably 
expect  you  to  receive  with  any  English  wife.  And  when 
this  is  properly  stated  to  the  Squire,  and  the  high  position 
and  rank  of  your  wife  fully  established  and  brought  home 
to  him — for  I  must  think  that  these  would  tell,  despite 
yoar  exaggerated  notions  of  his  prejudices  —  and  then, 
when  he  really  sees  Madame  di  Negra,  and  can  judge  of 
her  beauty  and  rare  gifts,  upon  my  word,  I  think,  Frank, 
that  there  would  be  no  cause  for  fear.  After  all,  too, 
you  are  his  only  son.  He  will  have  no  option  but  to 
forgive  you  ;  and  I  know  how  anxiously  both  your  parentis 
wish  to  see  you  settled  in  life." 
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Frank's  whole  countenance  became  illuminated.  "  There 
is  no  one  who  understands  the  Squire  like  you,  certainly,'* 
said  he,  with  lively  joy.  *'  He  has  the  highest  opinion 
of  your  judgment.  And  you  really  believe  you  could 
smooth  matters  ?  " 

**  I  believe  so  ;  but  I  should  be  sorry  to  induce  you  to 
run  any  risk;  and  if,  on  cool  consideration,  you  think 
that  risk  is  incurred,  I  strongly  advise  you  to  avoid  all 
occasion  of  seeing  the  poor  Marchesa.  Ah,  you  wince ; 
but  I  say  it  for  her  sake  as  well  as  your  own.  First, 
you  must  be  aware,  that  unless  you  have  serious  thoughts 
of  marriage,  your  attentions  can  but  add  to  the  very 
rumors  that,  equally  groundless,  you  so  feelingly  resent ; 
and,  secondly,  because  I  don't  think  any  man  has  a  right 
to  win  the  affections  of  a  woman  —  especially  a  woman 
who  seems  to  me  likely  to  love  with  her  whole  heart  and 
soul  —  merely  to  gratify  his  own  vanity." 

"  Vanity  I  Good  heavens  I  can  you  think  so  poorly  of 
me?  But  as  to  the  Marchesa's  affections,"  continued 
Frank,  with  a  fWtpring  voice,  "  do  you  really  and  honestly 
believe  that  they  are  to  be  won  by  me?" 

"  I  fear  lest  they  may  be  half  won  already,"  said  Ran- 
dal with  a  smile  and  a  shake  of  the  head  ;  *'  but  she  is 
too  proud  to  let  you  see  any  effect  you  may  produce  on 
her,  especially  when,  as  I  take  it  for  granted,  you  have 
never  hinted  at  the  hope  of  obtaining  her  hand." 

"  I  never  till  now  conceived  such  a  hope.  My  dear 
Randal,  all  my  cares  have  vanished — I  tread  upon  «Jr-« 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  call  on  her  at  once." 
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"Stay,  stay,"  said  Randal.  "Let  me  give  you  a 
caution.  I  have  just  informed  you  that  Madame  di 
Negra  will  have,  what  you  suspected  not  before,  a  fortunt 
suitable  to  her  birth.  Any  abrupt  change  in  your  man- 
ner at  present  might  induce  her  to  believe  that  you  were 
iufluenced  by  that  intelligence." 

"Ah  ! "  exclaimed  Frank,  stopping  short,  as  if  wounded 
to  the  quick.  "And  I  feel  guilty  —  feel  as  if  I  was  in- 
flueDced  by  that  intelligence.  So  I  am,  too,  when  I  re- 
flect," he  continued,  with  a  nalveU  that  was  half  pathetic  ; 
"but  I  hope  she  will  not  be  very  rich  —  if  so,  I'll  not 
call." 

"  Make  your  mind  easy,  it  is  but  a  portion  of  some 
twenty  or  thirty  thousand  pounds,  that  would  just  suffice 
to  discharge  all  your  debts,  clear  away  all  obstacles  to 
your  union,  and  in  return  for  which  you  cuuld  secure  a 
more  than  adequate  jointure  and  settlement  on  the  Casino 
property.  Now  I  am  on  that  head,  I  will  be  yet  more 
eommunieative.  Madame  di  Negra  has  a  noble  heart,  as 
you  say,  and  told  me  herself,  that  until  her  brother  on  his 
arrival  bad  assured  her  of  this  dowry,  she  would  never 
have  consented  to  marry  you  —  never  crippled  with  her 
own  embarrassments  the  man  she  loves.  Ah  I  with  what 
delight  she  will  hail  the  thought  of  assisting  you  to  win 
back  your  father's  heart  I  But  be  guarded,  meanwhile. 
And  now,  Frank,  what  say  you — would  it  i\ot  be  well  if 
1  ran  down  to  Hazeldean  to  sound  your  parents  ?  It  is 
rather  inconvenient  to  me,  to  be  sure,  to  leave  town  just 
at  present ;  but  I  would  do  more  than  that  to  render  you 
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a  smaller  service  Yes,  I'll  go  to  Rood  Hall  to-morrow, 
and  thence  to  Hazeldean.  I  am  sure  your  father  will 
press  me  to  stay,  and  I  shall  have  ample  opportunities  to 
judge  of  the  manner  in  which  he  wiould  be  likely  to  regard 
your  marriage  with  Madame  di  Negra — supposing  always 
it  were  properly  put  to  him.  We  can  then  act  accord- 
ingly." 

'*  My  dear,  dear  Randal,  how  can  I  thank  you  ?  If 
ever  a  poor  fellow  like  me  can  seive  you  in  return  —  but 
that's  impossible." 

'*  Why  certainly  I  will  never  ask  you  to  be  security  to 
a  bill  of  mine,"  said  Randal,  laughing.  "I  practise  the 
economy  I  preach." 

"Ah  I"  said  Frank,  with  a  groan,  "that  is  because 
your  mind  is  cultivated  —  you  have  so  many  resources  ; 
and  all  my  faults  have  come  from  idleness.  If  I  had  had 
anything  to  do  on  a  rainy  day,  I  should  never  have  got 
into  these  scrapes." 

"  Oh  I  you  will  have  enough  to  do  some  day  managing 
your  property.  We  who  have  no  property  must  find  one 
in  knowledge.  Adieu,  ray  dear  Frank — I  must  go  home 
now.  By  the  way,  you  have  never,  by  chance,  spoken  of 
the  Riccaboccas  to  Madame  di  Negra?" 

"The  Riccaboccas?  No.  That's  well  thought  of. 
[t  may  interest  her  to  know  that  a  relation  of  mine  has 
married  her  countryman  Very  odd  that  I  never  did 
mention  it ;  but,  to  say  truth,  I  really  do  talk  so  little  to 
her :  she  is  so  superior,  and  I  feel  positively  shy  with  her." 

"  Do   me   the   favor,    Frank,"   said    Randal,  waiting 
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patiently  till  this  reply  ended — for  he  was  devising  all  the 
time  what  reason  to  give  for  his  request — "never  to 
allnde  to  the  Riccaboecas  either  to  her  or  to  her  brother, 
to  whom  you  are  sure  to  be  presented." 

"  Why  not  allude  to  them  ?  " 

Randal  hesitated  a  moment.  His  invention  was  still 
at  fault,  and,  for  a  wonder,  he  thought  it  the  best  policy 
to  go  pretty  near  the  truth. 

"  Why  I  will  tell  you.  The  Marchesa  conceals  nothing 
from  her  brother,  and  he  is  one  of  the  few  Italians  who 
are  in  high  favor  with  the  Austrian  court." 

"Weill" 

"And  I  suspect  that  poor  Dr.  Riccabocca  fled  his  coun- 
try from  some  mad  experiment  at  revolution,  and  is  still 
hiding  from  the  Austrian  police." 

"  But  they  can't  hurt  him  here,"  said  Frank,  with  an 
Englishman's  dogged  inborn  conviction  of  the  sanctity 
of  his  native  island.  "  I  should  like  to  see  an  Austrian 
pretend  to  dictate  to  us  whom  to  receive  and  whom  to 
reject " 

"  Hum  —  that's  true  and  constitutional,  no  doubt ;  but 
Riccabocca  may  have  excellent  reasons  —  and,  to  speak 
plainly,  I  know  he  has  (perhaps  as  affecting  the  safety  of 
friends  in  Italy)  —  for  preserving  his  incognito,  and  we 
are  bound  to  respect  those  reasons  without  inquiring 
further. " 

"  Still,  I  cannot  think  so  meanly  of  Madame  di  Negra," 
persisted  Frank  (shrewd  here,  though  credulous  else- 
where, and  both  from  his  sense  of  honor),  "  as  to  sup- 
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pose  that  she  would  descend  to  be  a  spy,  and  injure  a 
poor  countryman  of  her  own,  who  trusts  to  the  same  hos- 
pitality she  receives  herself  at  our  English  hands.  Oh  ! 
if  I  thought  that,  I  could  not  love  her !  *'  added  Frank, 
with  energy. 

"  Certainly  you  are  right.  But  see  in  what  a  false 
position  you  would  place  both  her  brother  and  herself. 
If  they  knew  Riccabocca's  secret,  and  proclaimed  it  to 
the  Austrian  government,  as  you  say,  it  would  be  cruel 
and  mean ;  but,  if  they  knew  it  and  concealed,  it  might 
involve  them  both  in  the  most  serious  consequences. 
You  know  the  Austrian  policy  is  proverbially  so  jealous 
and  tyrannical?" 

'*Well,  the  newspapers  say  so,  certainly." 

*'And,  in  short,  your  discretion  can  do  no  harm,  and 
your  indiscretion  may.  Therefore,  give  me  your  word, 
Frank.     I  can't  stay  to  argue  now." 

"  I'll  not  allude  to  the  Riccabpccas,  upon  my  houor,'^ 
answered  Frank  ;  "  still,  1  am  sure  that  they  would  be  aa 
safe  with  the  Marchesa  as  with " 

"  I  rely  on  youy  honor,"  interrupted  Randal  hafltily, 
md  hurried  oflf. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Towards  the  evening  of  the  following  day,  Randal 
Leslie  walked  slowly  from  a  village  in  the  main  road 
(abont  two  miles  from  Rood  Hall),  at  which  he  had  got 
out  of  the  coach.  He  passed  through  meads  and  corn- 
fields, and  by  the  skirts  of  woods  which  had  formerly 
belonged  to  his  ancestors,  but  had  been  long  since  alien- 
ated. He  was  alone  amidst  the  haunts  of  his  boyhood, 
the  scenes  in  which  he  had  first  invoked  the  grand  Spirit 
of  Knowledge,  to  bid  the  Celestial  Still  One  minister  to 
the  commands  of  an  earthly  and  turbulent  ambition.  He 
paused  often  in  his  path,  especially  when  the  undulations 
of  the  ground  gave  a  glimpse  of  the  grey  church-tower, 
or  the  gloomy  firs  that  rose  above  the  desolate  wastes  of 
Rood. 

"  Here,"  thought  Randal,  with  a  softening  eye — "  here, 
how  often,  comparing  the  fertility  of  the  lands  passed 
away  from  the  inheritance  of  my  fathers,  with  the  forlorn 
wilds  that  are  left  to  their  mouldering  hall  —  here,  how 
often  have  I  said  to  myself  —  '  I  will  rebuild  the  fortunes 
of  my  house. '  And  straightway  Toil  lost  its  aspect  of 
drudge,  and  grew  kingly,  and  books  became  as  living 
mtnies  to  serve  my  thought.  Again  —  again  —  O  thou 
haughty  Past,  brace  and  strengthen  me  in  the  battle  with 
the  Future."     His  pale  lips  writhed  as  he  soliloquised, 
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for  his  conscience  spoke  to  him  while  he  thus  ;  ddressed 
his  will,  and  its  voice  was  heard  more  audibly  in  the  quiet 
of  the  rural  landscape,  than  amidst  the  turmoil  and  din 
of  that  armed  and  sleepless  camp  which  we  call  a  city. 

Doubtless,  though  Ambition  have  objects  more  vast 
and  beneficent  than  the  restoration  of  a  name,  —  that  in 
itself  is  high  and  chivalrous,  and  appeals  to  a  strong  in- 
terest in  the  human  heart.  But  all  emotions,  and  all 
ends,  of  a  nobler  character,  had  seemed  to  filter  them- 
selves free  from  every  golden  grain  in  passing  through 
the  mechanism  of  Randal's  intellect,  and  came  £orth  at 
last  into  egotism  clear  and  unalloyed.  Nevertheless,  it  is 
a  strange  truth  that,  to  a  man  of  cultivated  mind,  how- 
ever perverted  and  vicious,  there  are  vouchsafed  gleams 
of  brighter  sentiments,  irregular  perceptions  of  moral 
beauty,  denied  to  the  brutal  unreasoning  wickedness  of 
uneducated  villany  —  which  perhaps  ultimately  serve  as 
his  punishment  —  according  to  the  old  thought  of  the 
satirist,  that  there  is  no  greater  curse  than  to  perceive 
virtue  yet  adopt  vice.  And  as  the  solitary  schemer  walked 
slowly  on,  and  his  childhood  —  innocent  at  least  in  deed 
—  came  distinct  before  him  through  the  halo  of  bygone 
dreams  —  dreams  far  purer  than  those  from  which  he  now 
rose  each  morning  to  the  active  world  of  Man  —  a  pro- 
found melancholy  crept  over  him,  and  suddenly  he  ex- 
claimed aloud,  "  Then  I  aspired  to  be  renowned  and 
great  —  now,  how  is  it  that,  so  advanced  in  my  career, 
all  that  seemed  lofty  in  the  end  has  vanished  from  me, 
and  the  only  means  that  I  contemplate  are  those  which 
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my  childhood  would  have  called  poor  and  vile  ?  Ah  I  ia 
it  that  I  then  read  but  books,  and  now  my  knowledge  has 
passed  onward,  and  men  contaminate  more  than  books  ? 
But,"  he  continued,  in  a  lower  voice,  as  if  arguing  with 
himself,  —  '*  if  power  is  only  so  to  be  won  —  and  of  what 
nse  is  knowledge  if  it  be  not  power  —  does  not  success  in 
life  justify  all  things  ?  And  who  prizes  the  wise  man  if 
he  fails  ?  ^'  He  continued  his  way,  but  still  the  soft  tran- 
quillity around  rebuked  him,  and  still  his  reason  was 
dissatisfied,  as  well  as  his  conscience.  There  are  times 
when  Nature,  like  a  bath  of  youth,  seems  to  restore  to 
the  jaded  soul  its  freshness  —  times  from  which  some  men 
have  emerged,  as  if  reborn.  The  crises  of  life  are  very 
silent.  Suddenly  the  scene  opened  on  Randal  Leslie's 
eyes.  The  bare  desert  common  —  the  dilapidated  church 
— ^the  old  house,  partially  seen  in  the  dank  dreary  hollow, 
into  which  it  seemed  to  Randal  to  have  sunken  deeper 
and  lowlier  than  when  he  saw  it  last.  And  on  the  com- 
mon were  some  young  men  playing  at  hockey.  That  old- 
fashioned  game,  now  very  uncommon  in  England,  except 
at  schools,  was  still  preserved  in  the  primitive  vicinity  of 
Rood  by  the  young  yeomen  and  farmers.  Randal  stood 
by  the  stile  and  looked  on,  for  among  the  players  he  re- 
cognised his  brother  Oliver.  Presently  the  ball  was  struck 
towards  Oliver,  and  the  group  instantly  gathered  round 
that  young  gentleman  and  snatched  him  from  Randal's 
eye ;  but  the  elder  brother  heard  a  displeasing  din,  a  de- 
risive laughter.  Oliver  had  shrunk  from  the  danger  of 
t^e  thick  clubbed  sticks  that  plied  around  him,  and  re- 
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ceiveo  aome  strokes  across  the  legs,  for  his  voice  ros€ 
whining,  and  was  drowned  by  shonts  of,  "  Go  to  your 
mammy.     That's  Noll  Leslie  —  all  over.     Butter-shins." 

RandaPs  sallow  face  became  scarlet.  "  The  jest  of 
boors  —  a  Leslie ! "  he  muttered,  and  ground  his  teeth. 
He  sprang  over  the  stile,  and  walked  erect  and  haughtily 
across  the  ground.  The  players  cried  out  indignantly. 
Randal  raised  his  hat,  and  they  recognised  him,  and 
stopped  the  game.  For  him  at  least  a  certain  respect 
was  felt.  Oliver  turned  round  quickly,  and  ran  up  to  him. 
Randal  caught  his  arm  firmly,  and  without  saying  a  word 
to  the  rest,  drew  him  away  towards  the  house.  Oliver 
cast  a  regretful,  lingering  look  behind  him,  rubbed  his 
shins,  and  then  stole  a  timid  glance  towards  RandaPs 
severe  and  moody  countenance. 

"  You  are  not  angry  that  I  was  playing  at  hockey  witfc 
our  neighbors  ?  "  said  he,  deprecatingly,  observing  that 
Randal  would  not  break  the  silence. 

"  No,"  replied  the  elder  brother ;  "  but,  in  associating 
with  his  inferiors,  a  gentleman  still  knows  how  to  main- 
tain his  dignity.  There  is  no  harm  in  playing  with  infe- 
riors, but  it  is  necessary  to  a  gentleman  to  play  so  that 
he  is  not  the  laughing-stock  of  clowns." 

Oliver  hung  his  head,  and  made  no  answer.  They  came 
into  the  slovenly  precincts  of  the  court,  and  the  pigs 
stared  at  them  from  the  palings,  as  their  progenitors  had 
stared,  years  before,  at  Frank  Hazeldean. 

Mr.  Leslie,  senior,  in  a  shabby  straw  hat,  was  engaged 
In  fe<^ding  the  chickens  before  the  threshold,  and  he  per- 
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formed  even  that  occapatioo  with  a  maimdering,  lack-a- 
daislcal  slothfabiess,  dropping  down  the  graina  almost 
one  bj  one  from  his  inert  dreamy  fingers. 

RandaPs  sister,  her  hair  still  and  for  ever  hanging-  abont 
her  ears,  was  seated  on  a  rush-bottom  chair,  reading  a 
tattered  novel ;  and  from  the  parlor  window  was  heard 
the  quemlous  voice  of  Mrs.  Leslie,  in  high  fidget  and 
complaint. 

Somehow  or  other,  as  the  yoang  heir  to  all  this  helpless 
poverty  stood  in  the  court-yard,  with  his  sharp,  refined, 
intelligent  features,  and  his  strange  elegance  of  dress  and 
aspect,  one  better  comprehended  how,  left  solely  to  the 
egotism  of  his  knowledge  and  his  ambition,  in  such  a 
family,  and  without  any  of  the  sweet  nameless  lessons  of 
Home,  he  had  grown  up  into  such  close  and  secret  soli- 
tude of  soul  —  how  the  mind  had  taken  so  little  nutriment 
from  the  heart,  and  how  that  affection  and  respect  which 
the  warm  circle  of  the  hearth  usually  calls  forth  had 
passed  with  him  to  the  graves  of  dead  fathers,  growing, 
as  it  were,  bloodless  and  ghoul-like  amidst  the  chamels 
on  which  they  fed. 

"Ha,  Randal,  boy,"  said  Mr.  Leslie,  looking  up  lazily, 
"  how  d'ye  do  ?  —  who  could  have  expected  you  ?  My 
dear —  my  dear,"  he  cried,  in  a  broken  voice,  and  as  if  in 
helpless  dismay,  "here's  Randal,  and  he'll  be  wanting 
dinner,  or  supper,  or  something."  But,  in  the  meanwhile, 
Randal's  sister  Juliet  had  sprung  up,  and  thrown  her 
arms  round  her  brother's  neck,  and  he  had  drawn  hei 
aside  caressingly,  for  Randal's  strongest  human  affection- 
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"You  are  growing  very  pretty,  Juliet,"  said  he,  smooth- 
ing back  her  hair ;  '*  why  do  yourself  such  injustice  ?  — 
why  not  pay  more  attention  to  your  appearance,  as  I  have 
so  often  begged  you  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  expect  you,  dear  Randal ;  you  always  come 
so  suddenly,  and  catch  us  en  dish-a-bill.^^ 

"  Dish-a-bill  I "  echoed  Randal,  with  a  groan.  •'  Diaha- 
bille !  —  you  ought  never  to  be  so  caught  I " 

"  No  one  else  does  so  catch  us — nobody  else  ever  comes. 
Heigho  ! "  and  the  young  lady  sighed  very  heartily. 

"Patience,  patience ;  my  day  is  coming,  and  then  yours, 
my  sister,"  replied  Randal,  with  genuine  pity,  as  he  gazed 
upon  what  a  little  care  could  have  trained  into  so  fair  a 
flower,  and  what  now  looked  so  like  a  weed. 

Here  Mrs.  Leslie,  in  a  state  of  intense  excitement  — 
having  rushed  through  the  parlor,  leaving  a  fragment  of 
her  gown  between  the  yawning  brass  of  the  never-mended 
Brummagem  work-table  —  tore  across  the  hall  —  whirled 
out  of  the  door,  scattering  the  chickens  to  the  right  and 
left,  and  clutched  hold  of  Randal  in  her  motherly  embrace. 
"La,  how  you  do  shake  my  nerves,"  she  cried,  after 
giving  him  a  most  hasty  and  uncomfortable  kiss.  "And 
you  are  hungry,  too,  and  nothing  in  the  house  but  cold 
mutton  !  Jenny,  Jenny  I  —  I  say,  Jenny  I  Juliet,  have 
you  seen  Jenny  ?  Where's  Jenny  ?  Out  with  the  odd 
man,  I'll  be  bound." 

"  I  am  not  hungry,  mother,"  said  Randal ;  "  I  wish  for 
nothing  but  tea."  Juliet,  scrambling  up  her  hair,  darted 
into  the  house  t6  prepare  the  tea,  and  also  to  "  tidy  her« 
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self."  She  dearly  loved  her  fine  brother,  but  she  was 
greatly  in  awe  of  him. 

Randal  seated  himself  on  the  broken  pales.  "  Take 
care  they  don't  come  down,"  said  Mr.  Leslie,  with  some 
anxiety. 

"  Oh,  sir,  I  am  very  light ;  nothing  comes  down  with 
me." 

The  pigs  stared  up,  and  grunted  in  amaze  at  the  stranger. 

"  Mother,"  said  the  young  man,  detaining  Mrs.  Leslie, 
who  wanted  to  set  off  in  chase  of  Jenny  — "  mother,  you 
ihould  not  let  Oliver  associate  with  those  village  boors, 
[t  is  time  to  think  of  a  profession  for  him." 

**  Oh,  he  eats  us  out  of  house  and  home  —  such  an 
ippetite  I  But  as  to  a  profession  —  what  is  he  fit  for. 
He  will  never  be  a  scholar." 

Randal  nodded  a  moody  assent ;  for,  indeed,  Oliver  had 
been  sent  to  Cambridge,  and  supported  there  out  of 
RandaPs  income  from  his  oflBcial  pay ;  and  Oliver  had 
been  plucked  for  his  Little  Go. 

"  There  is  the  army,"  said  the  elder  brother — "  a  gentle- 
man's calling.  How  handsome  Juliet  ought  to  be  —  but 
—  I  left  money  for  masters  —  and  she  pronounces  French 
like  a  chambermaid." 

"  Yet  she  is  fond  of  her  book,  too.  She's  always  read- 
ing, and  good  for  nothing  else." 

"  Reading  !  —  those  trashy  novels  I " 

"So  like  you  —  you  always  come  to  scold,  and  make 
things  unpleasant,"  said  Mrs.  Leslie,  peevishly.  "You 
are  grown  too  fine  for  us  ;  and  I  am  sure  we  suffer  affronts 
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€UOugh  from  others,  not  to  want  a  little  respect  from  got 
own  children." 

"I  did  not  mean  to  affront  you,"  said  Randal,  sadly. 
"  Pardon  rae ;  but  who  else  has  done  so  ?  " 

Then  Mrs.  Leslie  went  into  a  minute  and  .most  irrit<^ 
ting  catalogue  of  all  the  mortifications  and  insults  she 
had  received  ;  the  grievances  of  a  petty  provincial  family, 
with  much  pretension  and  small  power ;  of  all  people, 
indeed,  without  the  disposition  to  please — without  the 
ability  to  serve  —  who  exaggerate  every  offence,  and  are 
thankful  for  no  kindness.     Farmer  Jones  had  insolently 
refused  to  send  his  wagon  twenty  miles  for  coals.     Mr. 
Giles,  the  butcher,  requesting  the  payment  of  his  bill,  had 
stated  that  the  custom  at  Rood  was  too  small  for  him  to 
allow  credit.     Squire  Thoruhill,   who  was  the  present 
owner  of  the  fairest  slice  of  the  old  Leslie  domains,  had 
taken  the  liberty  to  ask  permission  to  shoot  over  Mr. 
Leslie's  land,  since  Mr.  Leslie  did  not  preserve.     Lady 
Spratt  (new  people  from  the  city,  who  hired  a  neighbor- 
ing country-seat)  had  taken  a  discharged  servant  of  Mrs. 
Leslie's  without  applying  for  the  character.     The  Lord^ 
Lieutenant  had  given  a  ball,  and  had  not  invited  the 
Leslies.     Mr.  Leslie's   tenants  had  voted  against  their 
landlord's  wish  at  the  recent  election.     More  than  all, 
Squire  Hazeldean  and  his  Harry  had  called  at  Rood ; 
and  though  Mrs.  Leslie  had  screamed  out  to  Jenny,  "  Not 
at  home,"  she  had  been  seen  at  the  window,  and  the 
Squire  had  actually  forced  his  way  in,  and  caught  the 
whole  family  "  in  a  state  not  fit  to  be  seen."    Tliat  wa8  » 
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jWflc ;  but  the  Squire  had  presumed  to  instract  Mr.  Leslie 
how  to  manage  his  propc**;/,  and  Mrs.  Hazeldean  had 
actually  told  Juliet  to  hold  up  her  head,  and  tie  up  her 
hair,  "  as  if  we  were  her  cottagers  I "  said  Mrs.  Leslie, 
with  the  pride  of  a  Montfjd^t. 

All  these,  and  various  other  annoyances,  though  Randal 
was  too  sensible  not  to  perceive  their  insignificance,  still 
galled  and  mortified  the  listening  heir  of  Rood.  They 
showed,  at  least,  even  to  the  well-meant  officiousness  of 
the  Hazeldeans,  the  small  account  in  which  the  fallen 
family  was  held.  As  he  sat  still  on  the  moss-grown  pales, 
gloomy  and  taciturn,  his  mother  standing  beside  him,  with 
her  cap  awry,  Mr.  Leslie  shamblingly  sauntered  up  and 
said,  in  a  pensive,  dolorous  whine  — 

"  I  wish  we  had  a  good  sum  of  money,  Randal  boy  ! " 

To  do  Mr.  Leslie  justice,  he  seldom  gave  vent  to  any 
wish  that  savored  of  avarice.  Hid  mind  must  he  singularly 
aroused,  to  wander  out  of  its  woimal  limit*  of  sluggish 
dull  content. 

So  Rands^  looked  at  him  in  ap^rprise,  wr^t  «4ud,  "  Do 
you,  sir  ?  ^-  why  ?  " 

"  The  manors  of  Rood  and  Dulmausberry,  a^.vl  all  the 
lands  therein,  which  my  great-grandfather  sol<?  arftj,  aro 
to  be  sold  again  when  Squire  Thomhiirs  eldest  son  comes 
of  age,  to  cut  off  the  entail.  Sir  Johu  Spratt  talks  of 
baying  them.  I  should  like  to  have  tKem  back  again  I 
*Tis  a  shame  lo  see  the  Leslie  estates  hai\  ked  about,  and 
bought  by  Spratts  and  people.  I  wish  I  had  a  great — 
great  sum  of  ready  money." 
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The  poor  gentleman  extended  his  helpless  fingers  as  he 
spoke,  and  fell  into  a  dejected  reverie. 

Randal  sprang  from  the  paling,  a  movement  which 
frightened  the  contemplative  pigs,  and  set  them  off  squall- 
ing and  scampering.  "  When  does  young  Thornhill  come 
of  age  ?  " 

"  He  was  nineteen  last  August.  I  know  it,  because 
the  day  he  was  born  I  picked  up  my  fossil  of  the  sea- 
horse, just  by  Dulmansberry  church,  when  the  joy-bells 
were  ringing.  My  fossil  sea-horse  I  It  will  be  an  heir- 
loom, Randal  —  " 

"  Two  years  —  nearly  two  years  —  yet  —  ah,  all  I "  said 
Randal ;  and  his  sister  now  appearing,  to  announce  that 
tea  was  ready,  he  threw  his  arms  round  her  neck  and 
kissed  her.  Juliet  had  arranged  her  hair  and  trimmed 
ap  her  dress.  She  looked  very  pretty,  and  she  had  naw 
the  air  of  a  gentlewoman  —  something  of  Randal's  own 
refinement  in  her  slender  proportions  and  well-shaped 
head. 

"Be  patient,  patient  still,  my  dear  sister,"  whispered 
Randal,  "and  keep  your  heart  whole  for  two  years 
longer. " 

The  young  man  was  gay  and  good-humored  over  his 
simple  meal,  while  his  family  grouped  round  him.  Whera 
it  was  over,  Mr  Leslie  lighted  his  pipe,  and  called  for  his 
brandy-and- water.  Mrs.  Leslie  began  to  question  about 
London  and  Court,  and  the  new  King  and  the  new 
Queen,  and  Mr.  Audley  Egerton,  and  hoped  Mr.  Egerton 
would   leave   Randal   all   his  money,  and   that  Randal 
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would  marry  a  rich  woman,  and  that  the  King  would 
make  him  a  prime-minister  one  of  these  days  j  and  then 
she  should  like  to  see  if  Farmer  Jones  would  refuse  to 
send  his  wagon  for  coals  I  And  every  now  and  then, 
as  the  word  "  riches  "  or  "  money  "  caught  Mr.  Leslie's 
ears,  he  shook  his  head,  drew  his  pipe  from  his  mouth, 
*'  A  Spratt  should  not  have  what  belonged  to  my  great- 
great-grandfather.  If  I  had  a  good  sum  of  ready  money  I 
—  the  old  family  estates  ! ''  Oliver  and  Juliet  sat  silent, 
and  on  their  good  behavior ;  and  Randal,  indulging  his 
own  reveries,  dreamily  heard  the  words  "money," 
"  Spratt,"  "  great- great-grandfather,"  '*  rich  wife,"  "  fami- 
ly estates  ;  "  and  they  sounded  to  him  vague  and  afar  off, 
like  whispers  from  the  world  of  romance  and  legend  — 
weird  prophecies  of  things  to  be. 

Such  was  the  hearth  which  warmed  the  viper  that 
nestled  and  gnawed  at  the  heart  of  Randal,  poisoning  all 
the  aspirations  that  youth  should  have  rendered  pure, 
ambition  lofty,  and  knowledge  beneficent  and  divine. 


CHAPTER   YI. 

When  the  rest  of  the  household  were  in  deep  sleep, 
Randal  stood  long  at  his  open  window,  looking  over  the 
dreary  comfortless  scene — the  moon  gleaming  from  skies 
half-autumnal,  half-wintry,  upon  squalid  decay,  through 
the  ragged  fissures  of  the  firs ;  and  when  he  lay  down  to 
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rest,  his  sleep  was  feverish,  and  troubled  by  turbulent 
dreams. 

However  he  was  up  early,  and  with  an  unwonted  color 
in  his  cheeks,  which  his  sister  ascribed  to  the  country  air. 
After  breakfast,  he  took  his  way  towards  Hazeldean, 
mounted  upon  a  tolerable  horse,  which  he  borrowed  of  a 
neighboring  farmer  who  occasionally  hunted.  Before 
noon,  the  garden  and  terrace  of  the  Casino  came  in  sight. 
He  reined  in  his  horse,  and  by  the  little  fountain  at  which 
Leonard  had  been  wont  to  eat  his  radishes  and  con  his 
book,  he  saw  Riccabocca  seated  under  the  shade  of  the 
red  umbrella.  And  by  the  Italian^s  side  stood  a  form 
that  a  Greek  of  old  might  have  deemed  the  Naiad  of  the 
Fount ;  for  in  its  youthful  beauty  there  was  something  so 
full  of  poetry — something  at  once  so  sweet  and  so  stately 
—  that  it  spoke  to  the  imagination  while  it  charmed  the 
sense. 

Randal  dismounted,  tied  his  horse  to  the  gate,  and, 
walking  down  a  trellised  alley,  came  suddenly  to  the  spot. 
His  dark  shadow  fell  over  the  clear  mirror  of  the  fountain 
just  as  Riccabocca  had  said,  *'  All  here  is  so  secure  from 
evil  I  —  the  waves  of  the  fountain  are  never  troubled  like 
those  of  the  river  1 "  and  Yiolante  had  answered  in  her 
soft  native  tongue,  and  lifting  her  dark  spiritual  eyes  — 
"But  the  fountain  would  be  but  a  lifeless  pool,  oh,  my 
father,  if  t|^e  gpray  did  not  mount  towards  the  skies ! " 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

Randal  advanced  —  "  I  fear,  Signer  Riccabocca,  that 
1  am  guilty  of  some  want  of  ceremony." 

"  To  dispense  with  ceremony  is  the  most  delicate  mode 
of  conferring  a  compliment,"  replied  the  urbane  Italian, 
as  he  recovered  from  his  first  surprise  at  Randal's  sudden 
address,  and  extended  his  hand. 

Violante  bowed  her  graceful  head  to  the  young  man's 
respectful  salutation.  "  I  am  on  my  way  to  Hazeldean," 
resumed  Randal,  and,  seeing  you  in  the  garden,  could 
not  resist  this  intrusion." 

Riccabocca.  —  You  come  from  London  ?  Stirring 
times  for  you  English,  but  I  do  not  ask  you  the  news. 
No  news  can  affect  us. 

Randal  (softly).  —  Perhaps,  yes. 

Riccabocca  (startled).  —  How  ? 

Violante. — Surely  he  speaks  of  Italy,  and  news  from 
that  country  affects  you  still,  my  father. 

Riccabocca.  —  Nay,  nay,  nothing  affects  me  like  this 
country  ;  its  east  winds  might  affect  a  pyramid  1  Draw 
your  mantle  round  you,  child,  and  go  in  ;  the  air  has* 
suddenly  grown  chill. 

Vfolante  smiled  on  her  father,  glanced  uneasily  towards 
Randal's  grave  brow,  and  went  slowly  towards  the  house 
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Riccabocca,  after  waiting  some  moments  in  silence,  as 
if  expecting  Randal  to  speak,  said,  with  affected  care- 
lessness, "  So  you  think  that  you  have  news  that  might 
affect  me  ?  Gorpo  di  Bacco !  I  am  curious  to  learn 
what  1 " 

"  I  may  be  mistaken — that  depends  on  your  answer  to 
one  question.     Do  you  know  the  Count  of  Peschiera  ?  " 

Riccabocca  winced,  and  turned  pale.  He  could  not 
baffle  the  watchful  eye  of  the  questioner. 

"Enough,"  said  Randal;  "I  see  that  I  am  right. 
Believe  in  my  sincerity.  I  speak  but  to  warn  and  to 
serve  you.  The  Count  seeks  to  disc5ver  the  retreat  of  a 
countryman  and  kinsman  of  his  own." 

"And  for  what  end  ? "  cried  Riccabocca,  thrown  off 
his  guard,  and  his  breast  dilated,  his  crest  rose,  and  his 
eye  flashed;  valor  and  defiance  broke  from  habitual 
caution  and  self-control.  "But  —  pooh  I"  he  added, 
striving  to  regain  his  ordinary  and  half-ironical  calm,  "  it 
matters  not  to  me.  I  grant,  sir,  that  I  know  the  Count 
di  Peschiera ;  but  what  has  Dr.  Riccabocca  to  do  with 
the  kinsman  of  so  grand  a  personage  ? " 

"  Dr.  Riccabocca — nothing.  But — "  here  Randal  put 
his  lip  close  to  the  Italian's  ear,  and  whispered  a  brief 
sentence.  Then  retreating  a  step,  but  laying  his  hand 
on  the  exile's  shoulder,  he  added — "  Need  I  say  that  your 
secret  is  safe  with  me  ?  " 

Riccabocca  made  no  answer.  His  eyes  rested  on  the 
ground  musingly. 

Randal  continued— "And  I  shall  esteem  it  the  hight)«t 
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honor  you  can  bestow  on  me,  to  be  permitted  to  assist 
yoQ  in  forestalling  danger." 

RiccABOCCA  (slowly). — Sir,  I  thank  you  ;  you  hare  ray 
secret,  and  I  feel  assured  it  is  safe,  for  I  speak  to  an  Eng- 
lish gentleman.  There  may  be  family  reasons  why  I 
should  avoid  the  Count  di  Peschiera ;  and,  indeed,  he  is 
safest  from  shoals  who  steers  clearest  of  his  —  relations. 

The  poor  Italian  regained  his  caustic  smile  as  he 
littered  that  wise  villanous  Italian  maxim. 

Randal.  —  I  know  little  of  the  Count  of  Peschiera 
save  from  the  current  talk  of  the  world.  He  is  said  to 
hold  the  estates  of  a  kinsman  who  took  part  in  a  con- 
spiracy against  the  Austrian  power. 

RiccABOOCA. — It  is  true.  Let  that  content  him  ;  what 
more  does  he  desire  ?  You  spoke  of  forestalling  danger; 
what  danger  ?  I  am  on  the  soil  of  England,  and  pro- 
tected by  its  laws. 

Randal. — Allow  me  to  inquire  if,  had  the  kinsman  no 
child,  the  Count  di  Peschiera  would  be  legitimate  and 
natural  heir  to  the  estates  he  holds  ? 

RiccABOCCA.  —  He  would  —  What  then  ? 

Randal.  —  Does  that  thought  suggest  no  danger  to 
the  child  of  the  kinsman  ? 

Riccabocca  recoiled,  and  gasped  forth,  "  The  child  ! 
You  do  not  mean  to  imply  that  this  man,  infamous  though 
he  be,  can  contemplate  the  crime  of  an  assassin  ?  '* 

Randal  paused,  perplexed.  His  ground  was  delicate. 
SLe  knew  not  what  causes  of  resentment  the  exile  enter- 
liiued  against  the  Count.     He  knew  not  whether  Riccu- 
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boci;a  would  not  assent  to  an  alliance  that  might  restore 
him  to  his  country — and  he  resolved  to  feel  his  way  with 
precaution. 

"I  did  not,"  said  he,  smiling  gravely,  "mean  to  in- 
sinuate so  horrible  a  charge  against  a  man  whom  I  have 
never  seen.  He  seeks  you  —  that  is  all  I  know.  I 
imagine  from  his  general  character,  that  in  this  search  he 
consults  his  interests.  Perhaps  all  matters  might  be  con- 
ciliated by  an  interview  1 " 

"An  interview  ! "  exclaimed  Riccabocca ;  "  there  is  but 

one  way  we  should  meet — foot  to  foot,  and  hand  to  hand." 

Is  it  so  ?    Then  you  would  not  listen  to  the  Count  if 

he  proposed  some  amicable  compromise — if,  for  instance, 

he  was  a  candidate  for  the  hand  of  your  daughter  ?  " 

The  poor  Italian,  so  wise  and  so  subtle  in  his  talk,  was 
as  rash  and  blind  when  it  came  to  action,  as  if  he  had 
been  born  in  Ireland,  and  nourished  on  potatoes  and  Re- 
peal. He  bared  his  whole  soul  to  the  merciless  eye  of 
Randal. 

"  My  daughter  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Sir,  your  very 
question  is  an  insult." 

Randal's  way  became  clear  at  once.  "  Forgive  me," 
he  said,  mildly ;  "  I  will  tell  you  frankly  all  that  I  know. 
I  am  acquainted  with  the  Count's  sister.  I  have  some 
-little  influence  over  her.  It  was  she  who  informed  me 
that  the  Count  had  come  here,  bent  upon  discovering 
your  refuge,  and  resolved  to  wed  your  daughter.  This 
is  the  danger  of  which  I  spoke.  And  when  I  asked  your 
permission  to  aid  in  forestalling  it,  I  only  intended  to 
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gaggesi  that  it  might  be  wise  to  find  some  securer  home, 
and  that  I,  if  permitted  to  know  that  home,  and  to  visit 
you,  could  apprise  you  from  time  to  time  of  the  Count's 
plans  and  movements.'' 

•*Sir,  I  thank  you  sincerely,"  said  Riccabocca,  with 
emotion  ;  "  but  am  I  not  safe  here  ? " 

"  I  doubt  it.  Many  people  have  visited  the  Squire  in 
the  shooting  season,  who  will  have  heard  of  you  —  per- 
haps seen  you,  and  who  are  likely  to  meet  tiie  Count  in 
London.  And  Frank  Hazeldean,  too,  who  knows  the 
Count's  sister " 

"True,  true,"  interrupted  Riccabocca.  "I  see,  I  see. 
I  will  consider.  I  will  reflect.  Meanwhile  you  are  going 
to  Hazeldean.  Do  not  say  a  word  to  the  Squire.  He 
knows  not  the  secret  you  have  discovered." 

With  those  words  Riccabocca  turned  slightly  away, 
and  Randal  took  the  hint  to  depart. 

'^At  all  times  command  and  rely  on  me,"  said  the  young 
traitor,  and  he  regained  the  pale  to  which  he  had  fastened 
his  horse. 

As  he  remounted,  ne  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  place 
where  he  had  left  Riccabocca.  The  Italian  was  still 
standing  there.  Presently  the  fonn  of  Jaekeymo  was 
seen  emerging  from  the  shrubs.  Riccabocca  turned 
hastily  round,  recognised  his  servant,  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion lond  enough  tc  reach  Randal's  ear,  and  then,  catch- 
ing Jaekeymo  by  the  arm,  disappeared  with  him  amidst 
the  deep  recesses  of  the  garden. 

•*  It  will  be  indeed  in  my  favor,"  thought  Randal,  as 
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he  rode  on,  "  if  I  can  get  them  into  the  neighborhood  of 
London  —  an  occasion  there  to  woo,  and  if  expedient,  to 
win  —  the  heiress." 


CHAPTER   YIII. 

"  By  the  Lord  Harry  I "  cried  the  Sqnire,  as  he  stood 
with  his  wife  in  the  park,  on  a  visit  of  inspection  to  some 
first-rate  South-downs  just  added  to  his  stock  —  "By  the 
Lord,  if  that  is  not  Randal  Leslie  trying  to  get  into  the 
park  at  the  back  gate  I  Hollo,  Randal  I  you  must  come 
round  by  the  lodge,  my  boy,"  said  he.  "You  see  this 
gate  is  locked,  to  keep  out  trespassers.'' 

"A  pity,"  said  Randal.  "  I  like  short  cuts,  and  you 
have  shut  up  a  very  short  one." 

"So  the  trespassers  said,"  quoth  the  Squire;  "but 
Stirn  insisted  on  it ;  —  valuable  man,  Stirn.  But  ride 
round  to  the  lodge.  Put  up  your  horse,  and  you'll  join 
us  before  we  can  get  to  the  house." 

Randal  nodded  and  smiled,  and  rode  briskly  on. 

The  Squire  rejoined  his  Harry. 

"Ah,  William,"  said  she,  anxiously,  "  though  certainly 
Randal  Leslie  means  well,  I  always  dread  his  visits." 

"So  do  I,  in  one  sense,"  quoth  the  Squire,  "for  he 
always  carries  away  a  bank-note  for  Frank.' 

"I  hope  he  is  really  Frank's  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean. 

"Who's  else  can  he  be?     Not  his  own,  poor  fellow, 
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<br  he  will  never  accept  a  shilling  from  me,  though  his 
grandmother  was  as  good  a  Hazeldean  as  I  am.  But, 
zounds,  I  like  his  pride,  and  his  economy  too.  As  for 
Prank " 

"  Hush,  William  I "  cried  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  and  put  her 
fair  hand  before  the  Squire's  mouth.  The  Squire  was 
softened,  and  kissed  the  fair  hand  gallantly  —  perhaps  he 
kissed  the  lips  too :  at  all  events,  the  worthy  pair  were 
walking  lovingly  arm-in-arm  when  Randal  joined  them. 

He  did  not  aflfect  to  perceive  a  certain  coldness  in  the 
manner  of  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  but  began  immediately  to 
talk  to  bar  about  Frank  ;  praise  that  young  gentleman's 
appearance  ;  expatiate  on  his  health,  his  popularity,  and 
his  good  gifts,  personal  and  mental  —  and  this  with  so 
much  warmth,  that  any  dim  and  undeveloped  suspicions 
Mrs.  Hazeldean  might  have  formed,  soon  melted  away. 

Kandal  continued  to  make  himself  thus  agreeable  until 
the  Squire,  persuaded  that  his  young  kinsman  was  a  first- 
rate  agriculturist,  insisted  upon  carrying  him  off  to  the 
home  farm;  and  Harry  turned  towards  the  house,  to 
order  RandaPs  room  to  be  got  ready :  "  For,"  said 
Randal,  "knowing  that  you  will  excuse  my  morning 
dress,  I  venture  to  invite  myself  to  dine  and  sleep  at  the 
Hall." 

On  approaching  the  farm-buildings,  Randal  was  seized 
with  the  terror  of  an  impostor;  for,  despite  all  tlie 
theoretical  learning  on  Bucolics  and  Georgies  with  which 
he  had  dazzled  the    Squire,   poor  Frank,  so  despised, 

III.— 7 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


74  MY  novel;   or, 

would  have  beat  him  hollow  when  it  came  to  the  judging 
of  the  points  of  an  ox,  or  the  show  of  a  crop. 

*'  Ha,  ha  I  "  cried  the  Squire,  chuckling,  "  I  long  to  see 
how  you'll  astonish  Stlrn.  Why,  you'll  guess  in  a  moment 
where  we  put  the  top-dressing  ;  and  when  you  have  come 
to  handle  my  short-horns,  I  dare  swear  you'll  know  to  a 
pound  how  much  oil-cake  has  gone  into  their  sides." 

"  Oh,  you  do  me  too  much  honor  —  indeed  you  do.  I 
only  know  the  general  principles  of  agriculture ;  the 
details  are  eminently  interesting,  but  I  have  not  had  the 
opportunity  to  acquire  them." 

*'  Stuff  1 "  cried  the  Squire.  "  How  can  a  man  know 
general  principles  unless  he  has  first  studied  the  details  ? 
You  are  too  modest,  my  boy.  Ho  I  there's  Stirn  looking 
out  for  us  I  " 

Rftfidal  saw  the  grim  visage  of  Stirn  peering  out  of  a 
cattle-shed,  and  felt  undone.  He  made  a  desperate  rush 
towards  changing  the  Squire's  humor. 

*'  Well,  sir,  perhaps  Frank  may  soon  gratify  your  wish, 
and  turn  farmer  himself." 

"  Eh  ! "  quoth  the  Squire,  stopping  short — what  now  ?  '^ 

*'  Suppose  he  were  to  marry  ?  " 

"  I'd  give  him  the  two  best  farms  on  the  property  rent 
free.  Ha,  ha  I  Has  he  seen  the  girl  yet  ?  I'd  leave 
him  free  to  choose;  sir,  I  chose  for  myself — every  man 
should.  Not  but  what  Miss  Sticktorights  is  an  heiress, 
and,  I  hear,  a  very  decent  girl,  and  that  would  join  tl.e 
two  properties,  and  put  an  end  to  that  lawsuit  about  the 
right  of  way,  which  began  in  the  reign  of  King  Charles 
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tiie  Second,  and  is  likely  otberwise  to  last  till  the  day  of 
judgment  But  never  mind  her;  let  Frank  cnoose  to 
please  himself." 

''  I'll  not  fail  to  tell  him  so,  sir.  I  did  fear  yon  might 
have  some  prejudices.  But  here  we  are  at  the  farm- 
yard." 

"  Burn  the  farm-yard  I  How  can  I  think  of  farm-yards 
when  you  talk  of  Frank's  marriage  ?  Come  on  —  this 
way.     What  were  you  saying  about  prejudices  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  might  wish  him  to  marry  an  Englishwoman, 
for  instance." 

"  English  I  Good  heavens,  sir,  does  he  mean  to  marry 
a  Hindoo  ?  " 

"  Nay,  I  don't  know  that  he  means  to  marry  at  all ;  I 
am  only  surmising;  but  if  he  did  fall  in  love  with  a 
foreigner " 

"A  foreigner  I     Ah,  then  Harry  was "  The  Squire 

stopped  short. 

"Who  might,  perhaps,"  observed  Randal  —  not  truly, 
if  he  referred  to  Madame  di  Negra  —  "who  might, 
perhaps,  speak  very  little  English?" 

"  Lord  ha'  mercy  I " 

"And  a  Roman  Catholic " 

"Worshipping  idols,  and  roasting  people  who  don't 
worship  them." 

^Signor  Riccabocca  is  not  so  bad  as  that." 

"  Rickeybockey  I  Well,  if  it  was  his  daughter  I  But 
not  speak  English  !  and  not  go  to  the  parish  church  !  By 
George,  if  Frank  thought  of  such  a  thiig,  I'd  cut  him  off 
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with  a  sliilling.  Don't  talk  to  me,  sir;  I  would.  I'm  a 
mild  man,  and  an  easy  man ;  but  when  I  say  a  thing,  I 
say  it,  Mr.  Leslie.  Oh,  but  it  is  a  jest  —  you  are  laughing 
at  me.  There's  no  such  painted  good-for-nothing  creature 
in  Frank's  eye  —  eh  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  sir,  if  ever  I  find  there  is,  I  will  give  you  no- 
tice in  time.  At  present,  I  was  only  trying  to  ascertain 
what  you  wished  for  a  daughter-in-law.  You  said  yoo 
had  no  prejudice." 

"No  more  I  have  —  not  a  bit  of  it." 

"  You  don't  like  a  foreigner  and  a  Catholic  ?  " 

"Who  the  devil  would?" 

"  But  if  she  had  rank  and  title  ?  " 

"  Rank  and  title  I  Bubble  and  squeak  1  No,  not  half 
so  good  as  bubble  and  squeak.  English  beef  and  good 
cabbage.  But  foreign  rank  and  title  I  —  foreign  cabbage 
and  beef !  —  foreign  bubble  and  foreign  squeak  I  "  And 
the  Squire  made  a  wry  face,  and  spat  forth  his  d^gust 
and  indignation. 

"  You  must  have  an  Englishwoman  I  " 

"  Of  course." 

"  Money  ?  " 

"  Don't  care,  provided  she  is  a  tidy,  sensible,  active 
lass,  with  a  good  character  for  her  dower." 

"Character  —  ah,  that  is  indispensable?" 

"I  should  think  so,  indeed.  A  Mrs.  Hazeldean  of 
Hazeldean  —  You  frighten  me.  He's  not  going  to  run 
off  with  a  divorced  woman,  or  a " 

The  Squire  stopped,  and  looked  so  red  in  the  face  that 
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Randal  feared  he  might  be  seized  with  apoplexy  before 
Frank's  crimes  had  made  him  alter  his  will 

Therefore  he  hastened  to  relieve  Mr.  Hazeldean's  mind, 
and  assured  him  that  he  had  only  been  talking  at  ran- 
dom ;  that  Prank  was  in  the  habit,  indeed,  of  seeing  for- 
eign ladies  occasionally,  as  all  persons  in  the  London 
world  were ;  but  that  he  was  sure  Frank  would  never 
marry  without  the  full  consent  and  approval  of  his  pa- 
rents. He  ended  by  repeating  his  assurance,  that  he 
would  warn  the  Squire  if  ever  it  became  necessary.  Still, 
however,  he  left  Mr.  Hazeldean  so  disturbed  and  uneasy 
that  that  gentleman  forgot  all  about  the  farm,  and  went 
moodily  on  in  the  opposite  direction,  re-entering  the  park 
at  its  farther  extremity.  As  soon  as  they  approached  the 
house,  the  Squire  hastened  to  shut  himself  with  his  wife 
in  full  paternal  consultation ;  and  Randal,  seated  upon  a 
bench  on  the  terrace,  revolved  the  mischief  he  had  done, 
and  its  chances  of  success. 

While  thus  seated,  and  thus  thinking,  a  footstep  ap- 
proached cautiously,  and  in  a  low  voice  said,  in  broken 
English,  "  Sare,  sare,  let  me  speak  vid  you." 

Randal  turned  in  surprise,  and  beheld  a  swarthy  satur- 
nine face,  with  grizzled  hair  and  marked  features.  He 
recognised  the  figure  that  had  joined  Riccabocca  in  the 
Italian's  garden. 

"  Speak-a  you  Italian  ?  "  resumed  Jackeymo. 

Randal,  who  had  made  himself  an  excellent  linguist, 
nodded  assent ;  and  Jackeymo,  rejoiced,  begged  him  to 
withdraw  into  a  more  private  part  of  the  grounds 
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Raudacl  obeyed,  and  tbe  two  gained  the  shade  of  ft 
stately  chestnat  avenue. 

"  Sir,"  then  said  Jaekeymo,  speaking  in  his  native 
tongue,  and  expressing  himself  with  a  certain  simple  pa- 
thos, '*  1  am  but  a  poor  man  ;  my  name  is  Giacomo.  You 
have  heard  of  me  ;  servant  to  the  Signore  whom  you  saw 
to-day  —  only  a  servant ;  but  he  honors  me  with  his  con- 
fidence. We  have  known  danger  together ;  and  of  all  his 
friends  and  followers,  I  alone  came  with  him  to  the 
stranger's  land." 

"  Good  faithful  fellow,"  said  Randal,  examining  the 
man's  face,  "  say  on.  Your  master  confides  in  you  ?  He 
.has  confided  that  which  I  told  him  this  day  ?  " 

"  He  did.  Ah,  sir  !  the  Padrone  was  too  proud  to  ask 
you  to  explain  more  —  too  proud  to  show  fear  of  another. 
But  he  does  fear  —  he  ought  to  fear  —  he  shall  fear" 
(continued  Jaekeymo,  working  himself  up  to  passion), — 
**for  the  Padrone  has  a  daughter,  and  his  enemy  is  a  vil- 
lain. Oh,  sir,  tell  me  all  that  you  did  not  tell  to  the  Pa- 
drone. You  hinted  that  this  man  might  wish  to  marry  the 
Signora.  Marry  her  !  —  I  could  cut  his  throat  at  the 
altar  1  " 

"  Indeed,"  said  Randal ;  —  "I  believe  that  such  is  bis 
object." 

"  But  why  ?  He  is  rich  —  she  is  penniless  ;  — no,  not 
quite  that,  for  we  have  saved  —  but  penniless,  compared 
to  him." 

"  My  good  friend,  I  know  not  yet  his  motives ;  but  F 
can  easily  learn  them.     If,  howevc,  this  Count  be  your 
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master's  enemy,  it  is  sorely  well  to  goard  against  him, 
whatever  his  designs ;  and,  to  do  so,  you  should  move  into 
London  or  its  neighborhood.  I  fear  that,  while  we  speak, 
the  Count  may  get  upon  his  track." 

**  He  had  better  not  come  here ! "  cried  the  servant, 
menacingly,  and  putting  his  hand  where  the  knife  was  not. 

"Beware  of  your  own  anger,  Giacomo.  One  act  of 
violence,  and  you  would  be  transported  from  England, 
and  your  master  would  lose  a  friend." 

Jackeymo  seemed  struck  by  this  caution. 

"  And  if  the  Padrone  were  to  meet  him,  do  you  think 
the  Tadrone  would  meekly  say, '  Gome  8td  sa  Signoria  ? ' 
The  Padrone  would  strike  him  dead ! " 

"Hush  —  hushl  You  speak  of  what  in  England  is 
called  murder,  and  is  punished  by  the  gallows.  If  you 
reaDy  love  your  master,  for  Heaven's  sake  get  him  from 
this  place — get  him  from  all  chance  of  such  passion  and 
peril.  I  go  to  town  to-morrow  ;  I  will  find  him  a  house 
that  shall  be  safe  from  all  spies  —  all  discovery.  And 
there,  too,  my  friend,  I  can  do  —  what  I  cannot  at  this 
distance  —  watch  over  him,  and  keep  watch  also  on  his 
enemy." 

Jackeymo  seized  Randal's  hand,  and  lifted  it  towards 
his  lip  ;  then,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  suspicion,  dropped 
the  hand,  and  said  bluntly,  "  Signore,  I  think  you  have 
seen  the  Padrone  twice.  Why  do  you  take  this  interest 
in  him?" 

"  Is  it  so  uncommon  to  take  interest  even  in  a  stranget 
who  IS  menaced  by  some  peril  ? " 
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Jackeymo,  who  believed  little  in  general  philanthropy, 
Bhook  his  head  sceptically. 

"Besides,"  continued    Randal,   suddenly    bethinking 

"    himself  of  a  more  plausible  reason  —  "besides,  I  am  a 

friend  and  connection  of  Mr.  Egerton  ;  and  Mr.  Egerton's 

most  intimate  friend  is  Lord  L'Estrange ;   and  I  have 

heard  that  Lord  L'Estrange " 

"  The  good  Lord  1  Oh,  now  I  understand,"  inter- 
rupted Jackeymo,  and  his  brow  cleared.  "  Ah,  if  he 
were  in  England !  But  you  will  let  us  know  when  he 
comes  ?  " 

"Certainly.  Now,  tell  me,  Giacomo,  is  this  Count 
really  unprincipled  and  dangerous  ?  Remember,  I  know 
him  not  personally." 

"He  has  neither  heart  nor  conscience." 

"  That  defect  makes  him  dangerous  to  men  :  perhaps 
not  less  so  to  women.  Could  it  be  possible,  if  he  obtained 
any  interview  with  the  Signora,  that  he  could  win  her 
affections  ?  " 

Jackeymo  crossed  himself  rapidly  and  made  no  answer. 

"  I  have  heard  that  he  is  still  very  handsome." 

Jackeymo  groaned. 

Randal  resumed  —  "  Enough  ;  persuade  the  Padrone 
to  come  to  town." 

"  But  if  the  Count  is  in  town  ?  " 

"  That  makes  no  difference  ;  the  saYest  place  is  always 
the  largest  city.  Everywhere  else,  a  foreigner  is  in  him- 
self an  object  of  attention  and  curiosity." 

"True." 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  81 

"Let  your  master,  then,  come  to  London,  or  rather, 
into  its  neighborhood.  He  can  reside  in  one  of  the 
suburbs  most  remote  from  the  Count's  haunts.  In  two 
days  I  will  have  found  him  a  lodging  and  write  to  him. 
You  trust  to  me  now  ?  " 

"  I  do  indeed  —  I  do,  excellency.  Ah,  if  the  Signorina 
were  married,  we  would  not  care  I " 

"  Married  ?     But  she  looks  so  high  I " 

''Alas!  not  now  —  not  here!" 

Randal  sighed  heavily.  Jackeymo's  eyes  sparkled.  He 
thought  he  had  detected  a  new  motive  for  Randal's  inte- 
rest—  a  motive  to  an  Italian  the  most  natural,  the  most 
laudable  of  all. 

"  Find  the  house,  Signore  —  write  to  the  Padrone.  He 
shall  come.  I'll  talk  to  him.  I  can  manage  him.  Holy 
San  GTiacomo,  bestir  thyself  now — 'tis  long  since  I 
troubled  thee  I " 

Jackeymo  strode  off  through  the  fading  trees,  smiling 
and  muttering  as  he  went. 

The  first  dinner-bell  rang,  and  on  entering  the  drawing- 
room,  Randal  found  Parson  Dale  and  his  wife,  who  had 
been  invited  in  haste  to  meet  the  unexpected  visitor. 

The  preliminary  greetings  over,  Mr.  Dale  took  the  op- 
portunity afforded  by  the  Squire's  absence  to  inquire  after 
the  health  of  Mr.  Egerton. 

"  He  is  always  well,"  said  Randal.  "  I  believe  he  is 
made  of  iron.'* 

"His  heart  is  of  gold,"  said  the  Parson. 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  inquisitively,  "you  told  me  you 
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had  come  in  contact  with  him  once,  respecting,  I  tbink, 
some  of  your  old  parishioners  at  Lansmere  ?  " 

The  Parson  nodded,  and  there  was  a  moment's  silence. 

"  Do  you  remember  your  battle  by  the  Stocks,  Mr. 
Leslie  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dale,  with  a  good-humored  laugh. 

"  Indeed,  yes.  By  the  way,  now  you  speak  of  it,  I  met 
my  old  opponent  in  London  the  first  year  I  went  up 
to  it." 

"  You  did  I  —  where  ?  " 

"At  a  literary  scamp's — a  cleverish  man  called  Burley." 

"  Burley  I  I  have  seen  some  burlesque  verses  in  Greek 
by  a  Mr.  Burley. 

"  No  doubt,  the  same  person.  He  has  disappeared  — 
gone  to  the  dogs,  I  dare  say.  Burlesque  Greek  is  not  a 
knowledge  very  much  in  power  at  present." 

"  Well,  but  Leonard  Fairfield  ?  —  you  have  seen  him 
since  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Nor  heard  of  him  ?  " 

"  No  I  —  have  you  ?  " 

"Strange  to  say,  not  for  a  long  time.  But  I  have 
reason  to  believe  that  he  must  be  doing  well." 

"  You  surprise  me  I     Why  ?  " 

"  Because,  Jwo  years  ago  he  sent  for  his  mother.  She 
went  to  him." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"  It  is  enough ;  for  he  would  not  have  sent  for  her  if  h« 
could  not  maintain  her." 

Here  the  Hazeldeans  entered,  arm-in-arm,  and  the  fat 
butler  announced  dinner.  nr^r^n]^ 
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The  Squire  was  unusually  taciturn  —  Mrs.  Hazeldcau 
thoughtful  —  Mrs.  Dale  languid  and  headachy.  The 
Parson,  who  seldom  enjoyed  the  luxury  of  converse  with 
a  scholar,  save  when  he  quarrelled  with  Dr.  Riccabocca, 
was  animated  by  RandaPs  repute  for  ability,  into  a  great 
desire  for  argument. 

"A  glass  of  wine,  Mr.  Leslie.  You  were  saying,  before 
dinner,  that  burlesque  Greek  is  not  a  knowledge  very 
much  in  power  at  present.  Pray,  sir,  what  knowledge  is 
in  power  ?  " 

Randal  (laconically),  r—  Practical  knowledge. 

Parson.  —  What  of  ? 

Randal.  —  Men. 

Parson  (candidly). — Well,  I  suppose  that  is  the  most 
available  sort  of  knowledge,  in  a  worldly  point  of  view. 
How  does  one  learn  it  ?     Do  books  help  ? 

Randal. — According  as  they  are  read,  they  help  or 
injure. 

Par£ON.  —  How  should  they  be  read  in  order  to  help  ? 

Randal.  —  Read  specially  to  apply  to  purposes  that 
lead  to  power. 

Parson  (very  much  struck  with  RandaPs  pithy  and 
Spartan  logic).  —  Upon  my  word,  sir,  you  express 
yourself  very  well.  I  must  own  that  I  began  these 
questions  in  the  hope  of  differing  from  you ;  for  I  like  an 
argument 

"That  be  does,"  growled  the  Squire  ;  "the  most  con- 
tradictory creature  I " 

Parson.  —  Argument  is  the  salt  of  talk.     But  now  I 
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am  afraid  I  must  agree  with  jou,  which  I  was  not  at  all 
prepared  for. 

Randal  bowed  and  answered — "No  two  men  of  our 
education  can  dispute  upon  the  application  of  knowledge." 

Parson  (pricking  up  his  ears).  —  Eh  ?  —  what  to  ? 

Randal.  —  Power,  of  course. 

Parson  (overjoyed).  —Power  I  —  the  vulgarest  appli- 
cation of  it,  or  the  loftiest  ?     But  you  mean  the  loftiest  ? 

Randal  (in  his  turn  interested  and  interrogative). . 

What  do  you  call  the  loftiest,  and  what  the  vulgarest  ? 

Parson. —  The  vulgarest,  self-interest;  the  loftiest, 
beneficence. 

Randal  suppressed  the  half-disdainful  smile  that  rose 
to  his  lip. 

''You  speak,  sir,  as  a  clergyman  should  do.  I  admire 
your  sentiment,  and  adopt  it ;  but  I  fear  that  the  know- 
ledge which  aims  only  at  beneficence  very  rarely  in  this 
world  gets  any  power  at  all." 

Squire  (seriously).  —  That's  true  ;  I  never  get  my  own 
way  when  I  want  to  do  a  kindness,  and  Stirn  always  gets 
his  when  he  insists  on  something  diabolically  brutal  and 
harsh. 

Parson.  —  Pray,  Mr.  Leslie,  what  does  intellectual 
power  refined  to  the  utmost,  but  entirely  stripped  of 
beneficence,  most  resemble  ? 

Randal.  —  Resemble?  —  I  can  hardly  say.  Some 
very  great  men  —  almost  any  very  great  man  —  who  has 
baffled  all  his  foes,  and  attained  all  his  ends 
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Parson.  —  I  doubt  if  auy  man  has  ever  become  very 
great  who  has  not  meant  to  be  beneficent,  though  he 
might  err  in  the  means.  Cuesar  was  naturally  beneficent, 
and  so  was  Alexander.  But  intellectual  power  refined  to 
the  utmost,  and  wholly  void  of  beneficence,  resembles  jnly 
)ne  being,  and  that,  sir,  is  the  Principle  of  Evil. 

Randal  (startled).  —  Do  yon  mean  the  Devil  ? 

Parson.  — Yes,  sir  —  the  Devil;  and  even  he,  sir,  did 
not  succeed  I  Even  he,  sir,  is  what  your  great  men  would 
eall  a  most  decided  failure. 

Mrs.  Dale.  —  My  dear  —  my  dear ! 

Parson.  —  Our  religion  proves  it,  my  love  ;  he  was  an 
angel,  and  he  fell. 

There  was  a  solemn  pause.  Randal  was  more  im- 
pressed than  he  liked  to  own  to  himself.  By  this  time 
the  dinner  was  over,  and  the  servants  had  retired.  Harry 
glanced  at  Carry.  Carry  smoothed  her  gown  and  rose. 
The  gentlemen  remained  over  their  wine  ;  and  the  Parson, 
satisfied  with  what  he  deemed  a  clench er  upon  his  favor- 
ite subject  of  discussion,  changed  the  subject  to  lighter 
topics,  till,  happening  to  fajl  upon  tithes,  the  Squire 
struck  in,  and  by  dint  of  loudness  of  voice,  and  truculence 
of  brow,  fairly  overwhelmed  both  his  guests,  and  proved 
to  his  own  satisfaction  that  tithes  were  an  unjust  and 
nnchristianlike  usurpation  on  the  part  of  the  Church 
generally,  and  a  most  especial  and  iniquitous  infliction 
apon  the  Hazeldean  estates  in  particular. 

Ill —  8 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

On  euteriug  the  drawing-room,  Randal  found  the  two 
ladies  seated  close  together,  in  a  position  much  more  ap- 
propriate to  the  familiarity  of  their  school-days,  than  to 
the  politeness  of  the  friendship  now  existing  between 
them.  Mrs.  Hazeldean's  hand  hung  afTectionately  over 
Carry's  shoulder,  and  both  those  fair  English  faces  were 
bent  over  the  same  book.  It  was  pretty  to  see  these  sober 
matrons,  so  different  from  each  other  in  character  and 
aspect,  thus  unconsciously  restored  to  the  intimacy  of 
happy  maiden  youth  by  the  golden  link  of  some  Magician 
from  the  still  land  of  Truth  or  Fancy  —  brought  together 
in  heart,  as  each  eye  rested  on  the  same  thought ; — closer 
and  closer,  as  sympathy,  lost  in  the  actual  world,  grew 
out  of  that  world  which  unites  in  one  bond  of  feeling  the 
readers  of  some  gentle  book. 

"  And  what  work  interests  you  so  much  ? "  asked 
Randal,  pausing  by  the  table. 

*'  One  you  have  read,  of  course,"  replied  Mrs.  Dale, 
putting  a  book-mark  embroidered  by  herself  into  the 
page,  and  handing  the  volume  to  Randal.  "  It  has  made 
a  great  sensation,  I  believe." 

Randal  glanced  at  the  title  of  the  work.  "True,*' 
said  he,  "  I  have  heard  much  of  it  in  London,  but  I  have 
not  yet  had  time  to  read  it." 
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Mrs.  Dale.  —  I  can  lend  it  to  you,  if  you  like  to  look 
over  it  to-night,  and  you  can  leave  it  for  me  with  Mrs. 
Hazeldean. 

Parson  (approaching).  —  Oh  !  that  book  I  — yes,  you 
must  read  it.     I  do  not  know  a  work  more  instructive. 

Randal.  —  Instructive  I  Certainly,  I  will  read  it 
then.  But  I  thought  it  was  a  mere  work  of  amusement 
—  of  fancy.     It  seems  so,  as  I  look  over  it. 

Parson.  —  So  is  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield ;  yet  what 
book  more  instructive  ? 

Randal.  — I  should  not  have  said  that  of  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield.  A  pretty  book  enough,  though  the  story 
is  most  improbable.     But  how  is  it  instructive  ? 

Parson.  —  By  its  results ;  it  leaves  us  happier  and 
better.  What  can  any  instruction  do  more  ?  Some 
works  instruct  through  the  head,  some  through  the  heart. 
The  last  reach  the  widest  circle,  and  often  produce  the 
most  genial  influence  on  the  character.  This  book  be- 
longs to  the  last.  You  will  grant  my  proposition  when 
you  have  read  it. 

Randal  smiled,  and  took  the  volume. 

Mrs.  Dale. — Is  the  author  known  yet? 

Randal.  —  I  have  heard  it  ascribed  to  many  writers, 
but  I  believe  no  one  has  claimed  it. 

Parson.  —  I  think  it  must  have  been  written  by  my 
old  college-friend,  Professor  Moss,  the  naturalist  —  its 
descriptions  of  scenery  are  so  accurate. 

Mrs.  Dale.  —  La,  Charles,  dear!  that  snufiy,  tire- 
some, prosy  professor  !    How  can  you  talk  such  nonsense  ? 
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I  am  sure  the  author  must  be  young  —  there  is  so  much 
freshness  of  feelmg. 

Mrs.  Hazeldean  (positively). — Yes,  certainly  young. 

Parson  (no  less  positively).  —  I  should  say  just  the 
contrary.  Its  tone  is  too  serene,  and  its  style  too  simple, 
for  a  young  man.  Besides,  I  don't  know  any  young  man 
who  would  send  me  his  book,  and  this  book  has  been  sent 
me  —  very  handsomely  bound  too,  you  see.  Depend  upon 
it.  Moss  is  the  man  —  quite  his  turn  of  mind. 

Mrs.  Dale.  —  You  are  too  provoking,  Charles,  dear  I 
Mr.  Mqss  is  so  remarkably  plain,  too. 

Randal.  —  Must  an  author  be  handsome  ? 

Parson.  —  Ha  !  ha  !    Answer  that  if  you  can.  Carry. 

Carry  remained  mute  and  disdainful. 

Squire  (with  great  naivete).  —  Well,  I  don't  think 
there's  much  in  the  book,  whoever  wrote  it ;  for  I've  read 
it  myself,  and  understand  every  word  of  it. 

Mrs.  Dale.  —  I  don't  see  why  you  should  suppose  it 
was  written  by  a  man  at  all.  For  my  part,  I  think  it 
must  be  a  woman. 

Mrs.  Hazeldean.  —  Yes,  there's  a  passage  about  ma- 
ternal aflFection,  which  only  a  woman  could  have  written. 

Parson.  —  Pooh  I  pooh  !  I  should  like  to  see  a  woman 
who  could  have  written  that  description  of  an  August 
evening  before  a  thunder-storm  ;  every  wild-flower  in  the 
hedge-row  exactly  the  flowers  of  August  —  every  sign  in 
the  air  exactly  those  of  the  month.  Bless  you  !  a  woman 
would  have  filled  the  hedge  with  violets  and  cowslips. 
Nobody  else  but  my  friend  Moss  could  have  written  that 
description.  ^mzed  by  Google 
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Squire.  —  I  don't  know ;  there's  a  simile  about  the 
wraste  of  corn-seed  in  hand-sowing,  which  makes  me  think 
he  must  be  a  farmer. 

Mrs.  Dale  (scornfully).  —  A  farmer  I  In  hobnailed 
shoes,  I  suppose  I     I  say  it  is  a  woman  1 

Mrs.  Hazeldean.  —  A  woman,  and  a  mother  ! 

Parson.  —  A  middle-aged  man,  and  a  naturalist. 

Squire.  —  No,  no^  Parson  —  certainly  a  young  man; 
for  that  love-scene  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  own  young 
days,  whjn  I  would  have  given  my  ears  to  tell  Harry  how 
handsonr  e  T  thought  her ;  and  all  I  could  say  was,  **  Fine 
weather  for  the  crops,  Miss."  Yes,  a  young  man  and  a 
farmer.  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  had  held  the  plough 
himself. 

R^Ni  LL  (who  had  been  turning  over  the  pages). — 
This  sketch  of  Night  in  London  comes  from  a  man  who 
has  lirer^  the  life  of  cities  and  looked  at  wealth  with  the 
eyes  of  poverty.     Not  bad  I     I  will  read  the  book. 

"  Strange,"  said  the  Parson,  smiling,  "  that  this  little 
work  should  so  have  entered  into  our  minds,  suggested 
to  all  of  us  different  ideas,  yet  equally  charmed  all  — 
given  a  Jew  and  fresh  current  to  our  dull  country  life  — 
animated  us  as  with  the  sight  of  a  world  in  our  breasts 
we  had  lujver  seen  before,  save  in  dreams  ;  a  little  work 
like  this,  by  a  man  we  don't  know,  and  never  may  !  Well, 
thut  kno«v  edge  is  power,  and  a  noble  one!" 

"A  sort  of  power,  certainly,  sir,"  said  Randal,  can- 
didly ;  and  that  night,  when  Randal  retired  to  his  own 
room,  he  suspended  his  schemes  and   projects,  and  read. 
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as  he  rarely  did,  without  an  object  to  gain  by  the 
reading. 

The  work  surprised  him  by  the  pleasure  it  gave.  Its 
charm  lay  in  the  writer's  calm  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful. 
It  seemed  like  some  happy  soul  sunning  itself  in  the  light 
of  its  own  thoughts.  Its  power  was  so  tranquil  and  even, 
that  it  was  only  a  critic  who  could  perceive  how  much 
force  and  vigor  were  necessary  to  sustain  the  wing  that 
floated  aloft  with  so  imperceptible  an  effort.  There  was 
no  one  faculty  predominating  tyrannically  over  the  others ; 
all  seemed  proportioned  in  the  felicitous  symmetry  of  a 
nature  rounded,  integral,  and  complete.  And  when  the 
work  was  closed,  it  left  behind  it  a  tender  warmth,  that 
played  round  the  heart  of  the  reader,  and  vivified  feelings 
which  seemed  unknown  before.  Randal  laid  down  the 
book  softly ;  and  for  five  minutes  the  ignoble  and  base 
purposes  to  which  his  own  knowledge  was  applied,  stood 
before  him,  naked  and  unmasked. 

"  Tut !  "  said  he,  wrenching  himself  violently  away  from 
the  benign  influence,  '*  it  was  not  to  sympathise  with 
Hector,  but  to  conquer  with  Achilles,  that  Alexander  of 
Macedon  kept  Homer  under  his  pillow.  Such  should  be 
the  true  use  of  books  to  him  who  has  the  practical  world 
to  subdue  ;  let  parsons  and  women  construe  it  otherwise, 
as  they  may  !  " 

And  the  Principle  of  Evil  descended  again  upon  the 
intellect,  from  which  the  guide  of  Beneficence  was  gone 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Randal  rose  at  the  sound  of  the  first  breakfast-bell, 
and  on  the  staircase  met  Mrs.  Hazeldean.  He  gave  her 
back  the  book ;  and  as  he  was  about  to  speak,  she  beck- 
oned to  him  to  follow  her  into  a  little  moming-room 
appropriated  to  herself.  No  boudoir  of  white  and  gold, 
with  pictures  by  Watteau,  but  lined  with  large  walnut- 
tree  presses,  that  held  the  old  heir-loom  linen,  strewed 
with  lavender — stores  for  the  housekeeper,  and  medicines 
for  the  poor. 

Seating  herself  on  a  large  chair  in  this  sanctum,  Mrs. 
Hazeldean  looked  formidably  at  home. 

*'  Pray,"  said  the  lady,  coming  at  once  to  the  point, 
with  her  usual  straightforward  candor,  "what  is  all  this 
you  have  been  saying  to  my  husband  as  to  the  possibility 
of  Frank's  marrying  a  foreigner  ?  " 

Randal.  —  Would  you  be  as  averse  to  such  a  notion 
as  Mr.  Hazeldean  is? 

Mrs.  Hazeldean.  —  You  ask  me  a  question,  instead 
(rf  answering  mine. 

Randal  was  grea^tly  put  out  in  his  fence  by  these  rude 
thrusts.  For  indeed  he  had  a  double  purpose  to  serve  — 
fii^t,  thoroughly  to  know  if  Frank's  marriage  with  a  vro- 
man  like  Madame  di  Negra  would   irritate  the   Squire 
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sufficiently  to  endanger  the  son's  inheritance ;  and,  se- 
condly, to  prevent  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hazeldean  believing 
seriously  that  such  a  marriage  was  to  be  apprehended, 
lest  they  should  prematurely  address  Frank  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  frustrate  the  marriage  itself.  Yet,  withal,  he 
must  so  express  himself,  that  he  could  not  be  afterwards 
accused  by  the  parents  of  disguising  matters.  In  his 
talk  to  the  Squire  the  preceding  day,  he  had  gone  a  little 
too  far  —  farther  than  he  would  have  done  but  for  his 
desire  of  escaping  the  cattle-shed  and  short-horns.  While 
he  mused,  Mrs.  Hazeldean  observed  him  with  her  honest 
sensible  eyes,  and  finally  exclaimed  — 

"  Out  with  it,  Mr.  Leslie  !  " 

"Out  with  what,  ray  dear  madam?  The  Squire 'has 
sadly  exaggerated  the  importance  of  what  was  said  mainly 
in  jest.  But  I  will  own  to  you  plainly,  that  Frank  has 
appeared  to  me  a  little  smitten  with  a  certain  fair 
Italian." 

"Italian  I"  cried  Mrs.  Hazeldean.  "Well,  I  said  so 
from  the  first.  Italian  I  —  that's  all,  is  it  ? "  and  she 
smiled. 

Randal  was  more  and  more  perplexed.  The  pupil  of 
his  eye  contracted,  as  it  does  when  we  retreat  into  our- 
selves, and  think,  watch,  and  keep  guard. 

"And  perhaps,"  resumed  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  with  a  very 
suuny  expression  of  countenance,  "you  have  noticed 
this  in  Frank  since  he  was  here  ? " 

"It  is  true,"  murmured  Randal;  "but  I  think  his 
heart  or  his  fancy  was  touched  even  before." 
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"  Very  natural,"  said  Mrs.  Hazeldean  ;  ^  how  could  he 
help  it  ?  —  such  a  beautiful  creature  I  Well,  I  must  not 
ask  you  to  tell  Frank's  secrets ;  but  I  guess  the  object 
of  attraction ;  and  though  she  will  have  no  fortune  to 
speak  of — and  it  is  not  such  a  match  as  he  might  form — 
still  she  is  so  amiable,  and  has  been  so  well  brought  up, 
and  is  so  little  like  one's  general  notions  of  a  Roman 
Catholic,  that  I  think  I  could  persuade  Hazeldean  into 
giving  his  consent." 

"Ah,"  said  Randal,  drawing  a  long  breath,  and  be- 
ginning with  his  practised  acuteness  to  detect  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean's  error,  "  I  am  very  much  relieved  and  rejoiced  to 
hear  this  ;  and  I  may  venture  to  give  Frank  some  hope, 
if  I  find  him  disheartened  and  desponding,  poor  fellow  1 " 
"I  think  you  may,"  replied  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  laughing 
pleasantly.  "  But  you  should  not  have  frightened  poor 
William  so,  hinting  that  the  lady  knew  very  little  Eng- 
lish. She  has  an  accent,  to  be  sure ;  but  she  speaks  our 
tongue  very  prettily.  I  always  forget  that  she's  not 
English  bom  I  Ha,  ha,  poor  William  I  " 
Randal.  —  Ha,  ha  I 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — We  had  once  thought  of  another 
match  for  Frank  —  a  girl  of  good  English  family. 
Randal.  —  Miss  Sticktorights  ? 
Mrs.  Hazeldean. — No  ;  that's  an  old  whim  of  Hazel- 
dean's.  But  I  doubt  if  the  Sticktorights  would  ever 
merge  their  property  in  ours.  Bless  you,  it  would  be  all 
off,  the  moment  they  came  to  settlements,  and  had  to  give 
up  the  right  of  way.     We  thought  of  a  very  different 
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match ;   but  there's  no  dictating  to  young  hearts,  Mr. 
Leslie. 

Randal. — Indeed,  no,  Mrs.  Hazeldean.  But  since  we 
now  understand  each  other  so  well,  excuse  me  if  I  sug- 
gest that  you  had  better  leave  things  to  themselves,  and 
not  write  to  Frank  on  the  subject.  Young  hearts,  you 
know,  are  often  stimulated  by  apparent  diflBculties,  and 
grow  cool  when  the  obstacle  vanishes. 

Mrs.  Hazeldean. — Very  possibly ;  it  was  not  so  with 
Hazeldean  and  me.  *  But  I  shall  not  write  to  Frank  on 
the  subject,  for  a  different  reason  —  though  I  would  con- 
sent to  the  match,  and  so  would  William ;  yet  we  both 
would  rather,  after  all,  that  Frank  married  an  English- 
woman, and  a  Protestant.  We  will  not,  therefore,  do 
anything  to  encourage  the  idea.  But  if  Frank's  happi- 
ness becomes  really  at  stake,  then  we  will  step  in.  In 
short,  we  would  neither  encourage  nor  oppose.  You 
understand  ? 

"Perfectly." 

"And  in  the  meanwhile,  it  is  quite  right  that  Frank 
should  see  the  world,  and  try  to  distract  his  mind,  or  at 
least  to  know  it.  And  I  dare  say  it  has  been  some 
thought  of  that  kind  which  has  prevented  his  coming 
here." 

Randal,  dreading  a  farther  and  plainer  eclaircissement, 
now  rose,  and  saying,  "  Pardon  me,  but  I  must  hurry  over 
breakfast,  and  be  back  in  time  to  catch  the  coach" — 
offered  his  arm  to  his  hostess,  and  led  her  into  the  break 
fast-parlor.     Devouring  his  meal,  as  if  in  great  haste,  he 
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then  mounted  bis  horse,  and,  taking  cordial  leave  of  his 
entertainers,  trotted  briskly  away. 

All  things  favored  his  project  —  even  chance  had  be- 
friended him  in  Mrs.  Hazeldean's  mistake.  She  had,  not 
unnaturally,  supposed  Yiolante  to  have  captivated  Frank 
on  his  last  visit  to  the  Hall.  Thus,  while  Randal  had 
certified  bis  own  mind  that  nothing  could  more  exasperate 
the  Squire  than  an  alliance  with  Madame  di  Negra,  he 
could  yet  assure  Frank  that  Mrs.  Hazeldean  was  all  on 
his  side.  And  when  the  error  was  discovered,  Mrs. 
Hazeldean  would  only  have  to  blame  herself  for  it.  Still 
more  successful  had  his  diplomacy  proved  with  the  Ricca- 
boccas :  he  had  ascertained  the  secret  he  had  come  to 
discover ;  he  should  induce  the  Italian  to  remove  to  the 
neighborhood  of  London ;  and  if  Violante  were  the  great 
heiress  he  suspected  her  to  prove,  whom  else  of  her  own 
age  would  she  see  but  him  ?  And  the  old  Leslie  domains, 
to  be  sold  in  two  years  —  a  portion  of  the  dowry  might 
purchase  them  I  Flushed  by  the  triumph  of  bis  craft,  all 
former  vacillations  of  conscience  ceased.  In  high  and 
fervent  spirits  he  .passed  the  Casino,  the  garden  of  which 
was  solitary  and  deserted,  reached  his  home,  and,  telling 
Oliver  to  be  studious,  and  Juliet  to  be  patient,  walked 
thence  to  meet  the  coach  and  regain  the  capital. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

ft 

YiOLANTE  was  seated  in  her  own  little  room,  and  look- 
ing from  the  window  on  the  terrace  that  stretched  below. 
The  day  was  warm  for  the  time  of  year.  The  orange- 
trees  had  been  removed  under  shelter  for  the  approach 
of  winter  ;  but  where  they  had  stood  sat  Mrs.  Riccabocca 
at  work  In  the  Belvidere,  Riccabocca  himself  was  con- 
versing with  his  favorite  servant.  But  the  casements  and 
the  door  of  the  Belvidere  were  open  j  and  where  they 
sat,  both  wife  and  daughter  could  see  the  Padrone  lean- 
ing against  the  wall,  with  his  arms  fold§d,  and  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  floor ;  while  Jackeymo,  with  one  finger  on 
his  master's  arm,  was  talking  to  him  with  visible  earnest- 
ness. And  the  daughter  from  the  window,  and  the  wife 
from  her  work,  directed  tender  anxious  eyes  towards  the 
still  thoughtful  form  so  dear  to  both.  For  the  last  day 
or  two,  Riccabocca  had  been  peculiarly  abstracted,  even 
to  gloom.  Each  felt  there  was  something  stirring  at  his 
heart  —  neither,  as  yet,  knew  what. 

Violante's  room  silently  revealed  the  nature  of  the 
education  by  which  her  character  had  been  formed.  Save 
a  sketch-book,  which  lay  open  on  a  desk  at  hand,  and 
which  showed  talent  exquisitely  taught  (for  in  this  Ricca- 
bocca had  been  her  teacher),  there  was  nothing  that  spoke 
of  the  ordinary  female  accomplishments.    No  piano  stood 
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Open,  no  harp  occupied  yon  nook,  which  seemed  made  for 
one ;  no  broidery-frame,  nor  implements  of  work,  betrayed 
the  usual  and  graceful  resources  of  a  girl ;  but  ranged  on 
shelves  against  the  wall  were  the  best  writers  in  English, 
Italian,  and  French ;  and  these  betokened  an  extent  of 
reading,  that  he  who  wishes  for  a  companion  to  his  mind 
in  the  sweet  commune  of  woman,  which  softens  and  refines 
all  it  gives  and  takes  in  interchange,  will  never  condemn 
as  masculine.  You  had  but  to  look  into  Violante^s  face 
to  see  how  noble  was  the  intelligence  that  brought  soul 
to  those  lovely  features.  Nothing  hard,  nothing  dry  and 
stern,  was  there.  Even  as  you  detected  knowledge,,  it  was 
lost  in  the  gentleness  of  grace.  In  fact,  whatever  she 
gained  in  the  graver  kinds  of  information,  became  trans- 
muted, through  her  heart  and  her  fancy,  into  spiritual 
golden  stores.  Give  her  some  tedious  and  arid  history^ 
her  imagination  seized  upon  beauties  other  readers  had 
passed  by,  and,  like  the  eye  of  the  artist,  detected  every- 
where the  Picturesque.  Something  in  her  mind  seemed 
to  reject  all  that  was  mean  and  commonplace,  and  to 
bring  out  all  that  was  rare  and  elevated  in  whatever  it 
received.  Living  so  apart  from  all  companions  of  her 
age,  she  scarcely  belonged  to  the  Present  time.  She  dwelt 
in  the  Past,  as  Sabrina  in  her  crystal  well.  Images  of 
chivalry  —  of  the  Beautifiil  and  the  Heroic  —  such  as,  in 
reading  the  silvery  line  of  Tasso,  rise  before  us,  softening 
force  and  valor  into  love  and  song  —  haunted  the  reveries 
of  the  fair  Italian  maid. 

Tell  us  not  that  the  Past,  examined  by  cold  Philosophy, 
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was  no  better  and  no  loftier  than  the  Present :  it  is  not 
thus  seen  by  pure  and  generous  eyes.  Let  the  Past 
perish,  when  it  ceases  to  reflect  on  its  magic  mirror  the 
beautiful  Romance  which  is  its  noblest  Reality,  though 
perchance  but  the  shadow  of  Delusion. 

Yet  Violante  was  not  merely  the  dreamer.  In  her, 
life  was  so  puissant  and  rich,  that  action  seemed  neces- 
sary to  its  glorious  development  —  action,  but  still  in  the 
woman's  sphere  —  action  to  bless,  and  to  refine,  and  to 
exalt  all  around  her,  and  to  pour  whatever  else  of  ambi- 
tion was  left  unsatisfied  into  sympathy  with  the  aspirations 
of  man.  Despite  Her  father's  fears  of  the  bleak  air  of 
England,  in  that  air  she  had  strengthened  the  delicate 
health  of  her  childhood.  Her  elastic  step  —  her  eyes  full 
of  sweetness  and  light  —  her  bloom,  at  once  soft  and 
luxuriant  —  all  spoke  of  the  vital  powers  fit  to  sustain  a 
mind  of  such  exquisite  mould,  and  the  emotions  of  a  heart 
that,  once  aroused,  could  ennoble  the  passions  of  the 
South  with  the  purity  and  devotion  of  the  North. 

Solitude  makes  some  natures  more  timid,  some  more 
bold.  Violante  was  fearless.  When  she  spoke,  her  eyes 
frankly  met  your  own ;  and  she  was  so  ignorant  of  evil, 
that  as  yet  she  seemed  nearly  unacquainted  with  shame. 
From  this  courage,  combined  with  aifluence  of  idea,  came 
a  delightful  flow  of  happy  converse.  Though  possessing 
so  imperfectly  the  accomplishments  ordinarily  taught  to 
young  women,  and  which  may  be  cultured  to  the  utmost, 
and  yet  leave  the  thoughts  so  barren,  and  the  talk  so 
Tfipid  —  she  had  that  accomplishment  which  most  pleases 
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\he  taste,  and  commands  the  love,  of  the  man  of  talent , 
especially  if  his  talent  be  not  so  actively  employed  as  to 
make  him  desire  only  relaxation  where  he  seeks  companion- 
ship —  the  accomplishment  of  facility  in  intellectual  inter- 
change— the  charm  that  clothes  in  musical  words  beautiful 
womanly  ideas. 

"  I  hear  him  sigh  at  this  distance,"  said  Yiolante,  softly, 
as  she  still  watched  her  father ;  "  and  methinks  this  is  a 
new  grief;  and  not  for  his  country.  He  spoke  twice 
yesterday  of  that  dear  English  friend,  and  wished  that 
he  were  here." 

As  she  said  this,  unconsciously  the  virgin  blushed,  her 
hands  drooped  on  her  knee,  and  she  fell  herself  into 
thought  as  profound  as  her  father's,  but  less  gloomy. 
Prom  her  arrival  in  England,  Yiolante  had  been  taught 
a  grateful  interest  in  the  name  of  Harley  L'Estrange. 
Her  father,  preserving  a  silence  that  seemed  disdain,  of 
all  his  old  Italian  intimates,  had  been  pleased  to  converse 
with  open  heart  of  the  Englishman  who  had  saved  where 
countrymen  had  betrayed.  He  spoke  of  the  soldier,  th  n 
in  the  full  bloom  of  youth,  who,  unconsoled  by  fame,  had 
nursed  the  memory  of  some  hidden  sorrow  amidst  the 
pine-trees  that  cast  their  shadow  over  the  sunny  Italian 
lake ;  how  Riccabocca,  then  honored  and  happy,  had 
courted  from  his  seclusion  the  English  Signore,  then  the 
mourner  and  the  voluntary  exile ;  how  they  had  grown 
friends  amidst  the  landscapes  in  which  her  eyes  had 
opened  to  the  day ;  how  Harley  had  vainly  warned  him 
from  the  rash  schemes  in  which  he  had  sought  to  recon- 
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struct  in  an  honr  the  ruins  of  weary  ages ;  how,  when 
abandoned,  deserted,  proscribed,  pursued,  he  had  fled  for 
life  —  the  infant  Yiolante  clasped  to  his  bosom  —  the 
English  soldier  had  given  him  refuge,  baffled  the  pursuers, 
armed  his  serv9,nts,  accompanied  the  fugitive  at  night 
towards  the  defile  in  the  Apennines,  and,  when  the  emis- 
saries of  a  perfidious  enemy,  hot  in  the  chase,  came  near, 
had  said,  "You  have  your  child  to  save  I  Fly  on  I 
Another  league,  and  you  are  beyond  the  borders.  We 
will  delay  the  foes  with  parley;  they  will  not  harm  us." 
And  not  till  escape  was  gained  did  the  father  know  that 
the  English  friend  had  delayed  the  foe,  not  by  parley, 
bit  by  the  sword,  holding  the  pass  against  numbers,  with 
a  breast  as  dauntless  as  Bayard's  on  the  glorious  bridge. 

And  since  then,  the  same  Englishman  had  never  ceased 
t'^  vindicate  his  name,  to  urge  his  cause  ;  and  if  hope  yet 
roraained  of  restoration  to  land  and  honors,  it  was  in  that 
untiring  zeal. 

Hence,  naturally  and  insensibly,  this  secluded  and 
musing  girl  had  associated  all  that  she  read  in  tales  of 
romance  and  chivalry  with  the  image  of  the  brave  and 
loyal  stranger.  He  it  was  who  animated  her  dreams  of 
the  Past,  and  seemed  born  to  be,  in  the  destined  hour, 
the  deliverer  of  the  Future.  Around  this  image  grouped 
all  the  charms  that  the  fancy  of  virgin  women  can  raise 
from  the  enchanted  lore  of  old  Heroic  Fable.  Once  in 
her  early  girlhood,  her  lather  (to  satisfy  her  curiosity, 
eager  for  general  description)  had  drawn  from  memory  a 
sketch  of  the  features  of  the  Englishman  —  drawn  Harley, 
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n&  he  was  in  that  first  youth,  flattered  and  idealised,  no 
doubt,  by  art,  and  by  partial  gratitude  —  but  still  re- 
sembling him  as  he  was  then  :  while  the  deep  mouruful- 
ness  of  recent  sorrow  yet  shadowed  and  concentrated  all 
the  varying  expressions  of  his  countenance  ;  and  to  look 
on  Mm  was  to  say  —  "  So  sad,  yet  so  young  I  "  Never 
did  Yiolante  pause  to  remember  that  the  same  years 
which  ripened  herself  from  infancy  into  woman,  were 
passing  less  gently  over  that  smooth  cheek  and  dreamy 
brow  —  that  the  world  might  be  altering  the  nature  as 
time  the  aspect.  To  her  the  hero  of  the  Ideal  remained 
immortal  in  bloom  and  youth.  Bright  illusion,  common 
to  us  all,  where  Poetry  once  hallows  the  human  form  ! 
Who  ever  thinks  of  Petrarch  as  the  old  time-worn  man  ? 
Who  does  not  see  him  as  when  he  first  gazed  on  Laura  ? — 

*♦  Ogni  altra  cosa  ogui  pensier  va  fore ; 
£  sol  ivi  con  vol  izimafiBi  Amore ! " 


CHAPTER  XII. 

And  Violajite,  thus  absorbed  in  reverie,  forgot  to 
keep  watch  on  the  Belvidere.  And  the  Belvidere  was 
now  deserted.  The  wife,  who  had  no  other  ideal  to  dis- 
tract her  thoughts,  saw  Riccabocca  pass  into  the  house. 

The  exile  entered  his  daughter's  room,  and  she  started 
to  feel  his  hand  upon  her  locks  and  his  kiss  upon  her 
lm>w. 
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"  My  child  I "  cried  Riccabocca,  seating  himself,  "  I 
have  resolved  to  leave  for  a  time  this  retreat,  and  to  seek 
the  neighborhood  of  London." 

"Ah,  dear  father,  thaty  then,  was  your  thought !  But 
what  can  be  your  reason  ?  Do  not  turn  away  ;  you  know 
how  carefully  I  have  obeyed  your  command,  and  kept 
your  secret.     Ah,  you  will  confide  in  me." 

'*I  do,  indeed,"  returned  Riccabocca,  with  emotion. 
'*  I  leave  this  place,  in  the  fear  lest  my  enemies  discover 
me.  I  shall  say  to  others  that  you  are  of  an  age  to  re- 
quire teachers,  not  to  be  obtained  here.  But  I  should 
like  none  to  know  where  we  go." 

The  Italian  said  these  last  words  through  his  teeth, 
and  hanging  his  head.     He  said  them  in  shame. 

"My  mother"  —  (so  Violante  always  called  Jemima) 
—  "my  mother  —  you  have  spoken  to  her?" 

"Not  yet.     There  is  the  difficulty." 

"No  difficulty,  for  she  loves  you  so  well,"  replied 
Yiolante,  with  soft  reproach.  "Ah,  why  not  also  confide 
in  her  ?     Who  so  true  ?  so  good  ?  " 

"  Good  —  I  grant  it,"  exclaimed  Riccabocca.  "  What 
then  ?  ^  Da  cattiva  Donna  guardatij  ed  alia  buona  non 
fidar  nieyite^  (from  the  bad  woman,  guard  thyself;  to 
the  good  woman  trust  nothing. )  And  if  you  must  trust," 
added  the  abominable  man,  "  trust  her  with  anything  but 
a  secret  I " 

"Fie,"  said  Yiolante,  with  arch  reproach,  for  she 
knew  her  father's  humors  too  well  to  interpret  his  horrible 
sentiments  literally  — "  fie  on  your  consistency,  Padi^e 
carissimo.     Do  you  not  trust  your  ^igf^F^^^CSb^l^" 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  103 

"You!  A  kitten  is  not  a  cat,  and  a  girl  is  not  a 
woman.  Besides,  the  secret  was  already  known  to  you, 
and  I  had  no  choice.  Peace,  Jemima  will  stay  here  for 
the  present  See  to  what  you  wish  to  take  with  you ; 
we  shall  leave  to-night." 

Not  WAiting  for  an  answer,  Riccabocca  hurried  away, 
and  with  a  firm  step  strode  the  terrace,  and  approached 
his  wife. 

*^Anima  mia,"  said  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli,  disguising 
in  the  tenderest  words  the  cruellest  intentions  —  for  one 
of  his  most  cherished  Italian  proverbs  was  to  the  eflfect, 
that  there  is  no  getting  on  with  a  mule  or  a  woman  unless 
you  coax  them.  —  '^Anima  miaj^  soul  of  my  being,  you 
have  already  seen  that  Yiolante  mopes  herself  to  death 
here.'^ 

"  She,  poor  child  I  Oh  no  ! " 

"  She  does,  core  of  my  heart  —  she  does  —  and  is  as 
ignorant  of  music  as  I  am  of  tent-stitch." 

"She  sings  beautifully." 

"Just  as  birds  do,  against  all  the  rules,  and  in  defiance 
of  gamut.  Therefore,  to  come  to  the  point,  0  treasure 
of  my  soul  I  I  am  going  to  take  her  with  rae  for  a  short 
time,  perhaps  to  Cheltenham  or  Brighton.   We  shall  see." 

"All  places  with  you  are  the  same  to  me,  Alphonso. 
When  shall  we  go  ?  " 

"  We  shall  go  to-night ;  but  terrible  as  it  is  to  part 
from  you  —  you " 

"Ah  ! "  interrupted  the  wife,  and  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 
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Riccabocca,  the  wiliest  and  most  relentless  of  men  in 
his  maxims,  melted  into  absolute  uxorial  imbecility  at 
the  sight  of  that  mute  distress.  He  put  his  arm  round 
his  wife's  waist,  with  genuine  affection,  and  without  a 
single  pro\rerb  at  his  heart  —  "  Garissima,  do  not  grieve 
so  ;  we  shall  be  back  soon,  and  travelling  is  expensive  ; 
rolling  stones  gather  no  moss,  and  there  is  so  much  to 
see  to  at  home." 

Mrs.  Riccabocca  gently  escaped  from  her  husband's 
arm.  She  withdrew  her  hands  from  her  face  and  brushed 
away  the  tears  that  stood  in  her  eyes. 

"Alphonso,"  she  said  touchingly,  "hear  me!  What 
you  think  good,  that  shall  ever  be  good  to  me.  But  do 
not  think  that  I  grieve  solely  because  of  our  parting. 
No ;  I  grieve  to  think  that,  despite  all  these  years  in 
which  I  have  been  the  partner  of  your  hearth,  and  slept 
on  your  breast  —  all  these  years  in  which  I  have  had  no 
thought  but,  however  humbly,  to  do  my  duty  to  you  and 
yours,  and  could  have  wished  that  you  had  read  my  heart, 
and  seen  there  but  yourself  and  your  child  —  I  grieve  to 
think  that  you  still  deem  me  as  unworthy  your  trust  as 
when  you  stood  by  my  side  at  the  altar." 

"  Trust  I "  repeated  Riccabocca,  startled  and  con* 
science-stricken  :  "  why  do  you  say  '  trust  ? '  In  what 
have  I  distrusted  you  ?  I  am  sure,"  he  continued,  with 
the  artful  volubility  of  guilt,  "  that  I  never  doubted  your 
fidelity  —  hook-nosed,  long-visaged  foreigner  though  I 
be ;  never  pryed  into  your  letters ;  never  inquired  into 
your  solitary  walks ;  never  heeded  your  flirtations  with 
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that  good-looking  Parson  Dale  ;  never  kept  the  money ; 
and  never  looked  into  the  account-books  I  "  Mrs.  Ricca- 
bocca  refused  even  a  smile  of  contempt  at  these  revolting 
evasions  ;  nay,  she  seemed  scarcely  to  hear  them. 

"  Can  you  think,''  she  resumed,  pressing  her. hand  on 
her  heart  to  still  its  struggles  for  relief  in  sobs  —  "can 
you  think  that  I  could  have  watched,  and  thought,  and 
taxed  my  poor  mind  so  constantly,  to  conjecture  what 
might  best  soothe  or  please  you,  and  not  seen,  long  since, 
that  you  have  secrets  known  to  your  daughter  —  your 
servant — not  to  me  ?  Fear  not  —  the  secrets  cannot  be 
evil,  or  you  would  not  tell  them  to  your  innocent  child. 
Besides,  do  I  not  know  your  nature  ?  and  do  I  not  love 
you  because  I  know  it?  —  it  is  for  something  connected 
with  those  secrets  that  you  leave  your  home.  You  think 
that  I  should  be  incautious  —  imprudent.  You  will  not 
take  me  with  you.  Be  it  so.  I  go  to  prepare  for  your 
departure.  Forgive  me  if  I  have  displeased  you,  hus- 
band.'' 

Mrs.  Riccabocca  turned  away  ;  but  a  soft  hand  touched 
the  Italian's  arm.  "  O  father,  can  you  resist  this  ?  Trust 
her  1  trust  her  !  ^—  I  am  a  woman  like  her  !  I  answer  for 
her  woman's  faith.  Be  yourself  —  ever  nobler  than  all 
others,  my  own  father." 

"  Diavolo  !  Never  one  door  shuts  but  another  opens," 
groaned  Riceabocca.  "  Are  you  a  fool,  child  ?  Don't 
YOU  see  that  it  was  for  your  sake  only  I  feared  —  and 
would  be  cautious?" 

"  For  mine  I     O  then  do  not  make  me  deem  myself 
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mean,  and  the  cause  of  meanness.  For  mine  I  Am  I 
not  your  daughter  —  the  descendant  of  men  who  never 
feared  ?  " 

Yiolante  looked  sublime  while  she  spoke;  and  as  she 
ended  she  led  her  father  gently  on  towards  the  door, 
which  his  wife  had  now  gained. 

"Jemima  —  wife  mine!  —  pardon,  pardon,"  cried  the 
Italian,  whose  heart  had  been  yearning  to  repay  such 
tenderness  and  devotion,  —  "come  back  to  my  breast  — 
it  has  been  long  closed  — it  shall  be  open  to  you  now  and 
for  ever." 

In  another  moment  the  wife  was  in  her  right  place  — 
on  her  husband's  bosom  ;  and  Yiolante,  beautiful  peace- 
maker, stood  smiling  awhile  at  both,  and  then  lifted  her 
eyes  gratefully  to  Heaven,  and  stole  away. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

On  Randal's  return  to  town,  he  heard  mixed  and  con- 
tradictory rumors  in  the  streets,  and  at  the  clubs,  of  the 
probable  downfall  of  the  government  at  the  approaching* 
session  of  Parliament.  These  rumors  had  sprung  up 
suddenly,  as  if  in  an  hour.  True  that,  for  some  time,  the 
sagacious  had  shaken  their  heads  and  said  "  Ministers 
could  not  last."  True,  that  certain  changes  in  policy,  a 
year  or  two  before,  had  divided  the  party  on  which  tho 
government  depended,  and  strengthened  that  which  op- 
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posed  it.  But  still  the  more  important  members  of  that 
Grovernment  had  been  so  long  identified  with  official 
station,  and  there  seemed  so  little  power  in  the  Opposi- 
tion to  form  a  cabinet  of  names  familiar  to  official  ears, 
that  the  general  public  had  anticipated,  at  most,  a  few 
partial  changes.  Rumor  now  went  far  beyond  this. 
Randal,  whose  whole  prospects  at  present  were  but  re- 
flections from  the  greatness  of  his  patron,  was  alarmed. 
He  sought  Egerton,  but  the  minister  was  impenetrable, 
fuid  seemed  calm,  confident,  and  imperturbed.  Some- 
what relieyed,  Randal  then  set  himself  to  work  to  find  a 
safe  home  for  Riccabocoa ;  for  the  greater  need  to  suc- 
ceed in  obtaining  fortune  there,  if  he  failed  in  getting  it 
through  Egerton.  He  found  a  quiet  house,  detached  and 
secluded,  in  the  neighborhood  of  Norwood.  No  vicinity 
more  secure  from  espionage  and  remark.  He  wrote  to 
Riccabocoa,  and  communicated  the  address,  adding  fresh 
assurances  of  his  own  power  to  be  of  use.  The  next 
morning  he  was  seated  in  his  office,  thinking  very  little 
of  the  details,  that  he  mastered,  however,  with  mechanical 
precision,  when  the  minister  who  presided  over  that  de- 
partment of  the  public  service,  sent  for  him  into  his  pri- 
vate room,  and  begged  him  to  take  a  letter  to  Egerton, 
with  whom  he  wished  to  consult  relative  to  a  very  im- 
portant point  to  be  decided  in  the  Cabinet  that  day.  "  I 
want  you  to  take  it,"  said  the  minister  smiling  (the 
minister  was  a  frank  homely  man),  '*  because  you  are  in 
ilr.  E^erton's  confidence,  and  he  may  give  you  some 
verbal  message  bemdes  a  written  reply.  Egerton  is  often 
over  cautious  and  brief  in  the  lilera  st?^|?|«-"byGooQle 
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Randal  went  first  to  Egerton's  neighboring  office  — 
Egerton  had  not  been  there  that  day.  He  then  took  a 
cabriolet  and  drove  to  Grosvenor  Square.  A  quiet- 
looking  chariot  was  at  the  door,  Mr.  Egerton  was  at 
home  ;  but  the  servant  said,  **  Dr.  F.  is  with  him,  sir  ;  and 
perhaps  he  may  not  like  to  be  disturbed." 

*'What  —  is  your  master  ill?" 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  sir.  He  never  says  he  13  ilL 
But  he  has  looked  poorly  the  last  day  or  two." 

Kandal  hesitated  a  moment ;  but  his  commission  might 
be  important,  and  Egerton  was  a  man  who  so  hald  the 
maxim,  that  health  and  all  else  must  give  way  to  busi- 
ness, that  he  resolved  to  enter ;  and,  unannounced  and 
unceremoniously,  as  was  his  wont,  he  opened  the  door  of 
the  library.  He  started  as  he  did  so.  Audley  Egerton 
was  leaning  back  on  the  sofa,  and  the  doctor,  on  his 
knees  before  him,  was  applying  the  stethoscope  to  his 
breast.  Egerton's  eyes  were  partially  closed  as  the  door 
opened.  But  at  the  noise  he  sprang  up,  nearly  overset^ 
ting  the  doctor.  "  Who's  that  ?  —  How  dare  you  !  "  he 
exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of  great  anger.  Then  recognising 
Randal,  he  changed  color,  bit  his  lip,  and  muttered 
drily,  *'  I  beg  pardon  for  my  abruptness ;  what  do  you 
want,  Mr.  Leslie  ? " 

"  This  letter  from  Lord ;  I  was  told  to  deliver  it 

immediately  into  your  own  hands.     I  beg  pardon  —  " 

"  There  is  no  cause,"  said  Egerton,  coldly.  *'  I  have 
had  a  slight  attack  of  bronchitis  ;  and  as  Parliament  meets 
•0  soon,  I  must  take  advice  from  my  doctor,  if  I  would  be 
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heard  by  the  reporters.  Lay  the  letter  on  the  table,  and 
be  kind  enough  to  wait  for  my  reply." 

Randal  withdrew.  He  had  never  seen  a  physician  in 
that  house  before,  and  it  seemed  surprising  that  Egerton 
should  even  take  a  medical  opinion  upon  a  slight  attack. 
While  waiting  in  the  aute-room  there  was  a  knock  at  the 
street  door,  and  presently  a  gentleman,  exceedingly  well 
dressed,  was  shown  in,  and  honored  Randal  with  an  easy 
and  half-familiar  bow.  Randal  remembered  to  have  met 
this  personage  at  dinner,  and  at  the  house  of  a  young 
nobleman  of  high  fashion,  but  had  not  been  introduced  to 
him,  and  did  not  e^en  know  him  by  name.  The  visitor 
was  better  informed. 

"  Our  friend  Egerton  is  busy,  I  hear,  Mr.  Leslie,"  said 
he,  arranging  the  camelia  in  his  button-hole. 

"  Our  friend  Egerton  I  "  It  must  be  a  very  great  man 
to  say,  "Our  friend  Egerton." 

"  He  will  not  be  engaged  long,  I  dare  say,"  returned 
Randal,  glancing  his  shrewd  inquiring  eye  over  the 
stranger's  person. 

"  I  trust  not ;  my  time  is  almost  as  precious  as  his  own. 
I  was  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be  presented  to  you  when  we 
met  at  Lord  Spendquick's.  Good  fellow,  Spendquick ; 
and  decidedly  clever." 

Lord  Spendquick  was  usually  esteemed  a  gentleman 
without  three  ideas. 

Randal  smiled. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  visitor  had  taken  out  a  card  from 
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an  embossed  morocco  case,  and  now  presented  it  to  Ran- 
dal, who  read  thereon,  "Baron  Levy,  No.  — ,  Bruton  St." 

The  name  was  not  unknown  to  Randal.  It  was  a  name 
too  often  on  the  lips  of  men  of  fashion  not  to  have  reached 
the  ears  of  an  hahitu6  of  good  society. 

Mr.  Levy  had  been  a  solicitor  by  profession.  He  had 
of  late  years  relinquished  his  ostensible  calling  ;  and  not 
long  since,  in  consequence  of  some  services  towards  the 
negotiation  of  a  loan,  had  been  created  a  baron  by  one 
of  the  German  kings.  The  wealth  of  Mr.  Levy  was  said 
to  be  only  equalled  by  his  good-nature  to  all  who  were  in 
want  of  a  temporary  loan,  and  with  sound  expectations 
of  repaying  it  some  day  or  other. 

You  seldom  saw  a  liner-looking  man  than  Baron  Levy 
—  about  the  same  age  as  Egerton,  but  looking  younger : 
so  well  preserved — such  magnificent  black  whiskers  — 
such  superb  teeth  1  Despite  his  name  and  his  dark  com- 
plexion, be  did  not,  however,  resemble  a  Jew  —  at  least 
externally ;  and,  in  fact,  he  wa«  not  a  Jew  on  the  father's 
side,  but  the  natural  son  of  a  rich  English  grand  seigiteurj 
by  a  Hebrew  lady  of  distinction  —  in  the  opera.  After 
his  birth,  this  lady  had  married  a  German  trader  of  her 
own  persuasion,  and  her  husband  had  been  prevailed  upon, 
for  the  convenience  of  all  parties,  to  adopt  his  wife's  son, 
and  accord  to  him  his  own  Hebrew  name.  Mr.  Levy, 
senior,  was  soon  left  a  widower,  and  then  the  real  father, 
though  never  actually  owning  the  boy,  had  shown  him 
great  attention  —  had  him  frequently  at  his  house  —  ini- 
tiated him  betimes  into  his  own  high-born  society,  foe  which 
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the  boy  showed  great  taste.  But  when  my  Lord  died, 
and  left  but  a  moderate  legacy  to  the  younger  Levy,  who 
was  then  about  eighteen,  that  ambiguous  person  was  ar- 
ticled to  an  attorney  by  his  putative  sire,  who  shortly 
afterwards  returned  to  his  native  land,  and  was  buried  at 
Prague^  where  his  tombstone  may  yet  be  seen.  Young 
Levy,  however,  contrived  to  do  very  well  without  him. 
His  real  birth  was  generally  known,  and  rather  advan- 
tageous  to  him  in  a  social  point  of  view.  His  legacy  en- 
abled him  to  become  a  partner  where  he  had  been  a  clerk, 
and  his  practice  became  great  amongst  the  fash'onable 
classes  of  society.  Indeed  he  was  so  useful,  so  pleasant, 
80  much  a  man  of  the  world,  that  he  grew  intimate  with 
bis  clients — chiefly  young  men  of  rank;  wab  on  good 
terms  with  both  Jew  and  Christian ;  and  being  neither 
one  nor  the  other,  resembled  (to  use  Sheridan's  incom- 
parable simile)  the  blank  page  between  the  Old  and  the 
New  Testament. 

Vulgar,  some  might  call  Mr.  Levy,  from  his  assurance, 
but  it  was  not  the  vulgarity  of  a  man  accustomed  to  low 
and  coarse  society  —  rather  the  mauvais  ton  of  a  person 
not  sure  of  his  own  position,  but  who  has  resolved  to 
swagger  into  the  best  one  he  can  get.  When  it  is  remem- 
bered that  he  had  made  his  way  in  the  world,  and  gleaned 
together  an  immense  fortune,  it  is  needless  to  add  that  he 
was  as  sharp  as  a  needle,  and  as  hard  as  a  flint.  No  man 
had  had  more  friends,  and  no  man  had  stuck  by  them  more 
firmly  —  so  long  as  there  was  a  pound  in  their  pockets  I 

Something  of  this  character  had  Randal  heard  of  the 
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Baron,  and  he  now  gazed,  first  at  his  card,  and  then  at 
him,  with  —  admiration. 

"  I  met  a  friend  of  yours  at  BorrowelPs  the  other  day," 
resumed  the  Baron — **  Young  Hazeldean.  Careful  fel- 
low—  quite  a  man  of  the  world.'* 

As  this  was  the  last  praise  poor  Prank  deserved,  Ran- 
dal again  smiled. 

The  Baron  then  went  on  —  "I  hear,  Mr.  Leslie,  that 
you  have  much  influence  over  this  same  Hazeldean.  His 
affairs  are  in  a  sad  state.  I  should  be  very  happy  to  be 
of  use  to  him,  as  a  relation  of  my  friend  Egerton's  ;  but  he 
understands  business  so  well,  that  he  despises  my  advice." 

"  I  am  sure  you  do  him  injustice." 

*'  Injustice  I  I  honor  his  caution.  I  say  to  every  man, 
'  Don't  come  to  me  —  I  can  get  you  money  on  much  easier 
terms  than  any  one  else ;  and  what's  the  result  I  You 
come  so  often  that  you  ruin  yourself ;  whereas  a  regular 
usurer  without  conscience  frightens  you.  "Cent,  per 
cent,". you  say  ;  "  oh,  I  must  pull  in."'  If  you  have  in- 
fluence over  your  friend,  tell  him  to  stick  to  his  bill-bro- 
kers, and  have  nothing  to  do  with  Baron  Levy." 

Here  the  minister's  bell  rang,  and  Randal,  looking 
through  the  window,  saw  Dr.  F.  walking  to  his  carriage, 
which  had  made  way  for  Baron  Levy's  splendid  cabriolet 

—  a  cabriolet  in  the  most  perfect  taste  —  Baron's  coronet 
on  the  dark  brown  panels  —  horse  black,  with  such  action  I 

—  harness  just  relieved  with  plating.  The  servant  now 
entered,  and  requested  Randal  to  step  in  ;  and  addressing 
the  Baron,  assured  him  that  he  would  not  be  detained  a 
minute.  C"nii^n\o 
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"  Leslie,"  said  the  miDister,  sealing  a  note,  "  take  this 

back  to  Lord ,  and  say  that  I  shall  be  with  him  in 

an  honr." 

"  No  other  message  ?  —  he  seemed  to  expect  one." 

"I  dare  say  he  did.     Well,  my  letter  is  official,  my 

message  is  not ;  beg  him  to  see  Mr. before  we  meet 

—  he  will  understand  —  all  rests  upon  that  interview." 

Egerton  then,  extending  the  letter,  resumed  gravely — 
"  Of  course,  you  will  not  mention  to  any  one  that  Dr.  F. 
was  with  me  :  the  health  of  public  men  is  not  to  be  sus- 
pected. Hum  —  were  you  in  your  own  room  or  the  ante- 
room ?  " 

"The  ante-room,  sir." 

Egerton^s  brow  contracted  slightly.  "  And  Mr.  Levy 
was  there,  eh?" 

"Yes  — the  Baron." 

"  Baron  I  true.  Come  to  plague  me  about  the  Mexican 
loan,  I  suppose.     I  will  keep  you  no  longer." 

Randal,  much  meditating,  left  the  house,  and  re-entered 
his  hack  cab.  The  Baron  was  admitted  to  the  statesman's 
presence. 


CHAPTER  XIY 

Egerton  had  thrown  himself  at  full  length  on  the  sofa, 
a  position  exceedingly  rare  with  him  ;  and  about  his  whole 
air  and  manner,  a«  Levy  entered,  there  was  something 
BiF^arly  different  from  that  stateliness  of  port  common 
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to  the  austere  legislator.  The  very  tone  of  his  voice  was 
different.  It  was  as  if  the  statesman  —  the  man  of  busi- 
ness —  had  vanished ;  it  was  rather  the  man  of  fashion 
and  the  idler,  who,  nodding  languidly  to  his  visitor,  said, 
"  Levy,  what  money  can  I  have  for  a  year  ? " 

"The  estate  will  bear  very  little  more.  My  dear  fellow, 
that  last  election  was  the  very  devil.  You  cannot  go  oa 
thus  much  longer." 

"  My  dear  fellow  I "  Baron  Levy  hailed  Audley  Eger- 
ton,  as  "  my  dear  fellow."  And  Audley  Egerton,  perhaps, 
saw  nothing  strange  in  the  words,  though  his  lip  curled. 

"I  shall  not  want  to  go  on  thus  much  longer,"  an- 
swered Egerton,  as  the  curl  on  his  lip  changed  to  a 
gloomy  smile,  "  The  estate  must,  meanwhile,  bear  £5000 
more. " 

"A  hard  pull  on  it.     You  had  really  better  sell." 

"  I  cannot  afford  to  sell  at  present.  I  cannot  afford 
men  to  say  '  A^udley  Egerton  is  done  up  —  his  property  i» 
for  sale.'" 

"  It  is  very  sad  when  one  thinks  what  a  rich  man  yon 
have  been  —  and  may  be  yet  1 " 

"Be  yetl     How?" 

Baron  Levy  glanced  towards  the  thick  mahogany  doors 
— thick  and  impervious  as  should  be  the  doors  of  states- 
men. "  Why,  you  know  that,  with  three  words  from  you. 
I  could  produce  an  effect  upon  the  stocks  of  three  na- 
tions, that  might  give  us  each  a  hundred  thousand  pounds 
We  would  go  shares." 

"Levy,"  said  Egerton,  coldly,  though  a  deep  blusb 
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OTerspread  hi^  face,  "you  are  a  scoundrel 4  that  is  your 
look-out.  I  interfere  with  no  man's  tastes  and  conscience. 
I  don't  intend  to  be  a  scoundrel  myself.  I  have  told  you 
that  long  ago." 

The  usurer's  brows  darkened,  but  he  dispelled  the  cloud 
with  an  easy  laugh. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "you  are  neither  wise  nor  compli- 
mentary, but  you  shall  have  the  money.  But  yet,  would 
it  not  be  better,"  added  Levy,  with  emphasis,  "  to  borrow 
it  without  interest,  of  your  friend  L'Bstrange  ?  " 

Bgerton  started  as  if  stung. 

"  You  mean  to  taunt  me,  sir  !  "  he  exclaimed,  passion- 
ately. "  I  accept  pecuniary  favors  from  Lord  L'Estrange  I 
—  I!" 

"  Tut,  my  dear  Egerton,  I  dare  say  my  Lord  would  not 
think  so  ill  now  of  that  act  in  your  Kfe  which " 

"  Hold  I "  exclaimed  Egerton,  writhing.     "  Hold  !  " 

He  stopped  and  paced  the  room,  muttering  in  broken 
sentences,  "  To  blush  before  this  man  1  Chastisement, 
chastisement ! " 

Levy  gazed  on  him  with  hard  and  sinister  eyes.  The 
minister  turned  abruptly. 

"Look  you,  Levy,"  said  he,  with  forced  composure  — 
"you  hate  me  —  why,  I  know  not." 

"  Hate  you  I  How  have  I  shown  hatred  ?  Would  you 
ever  have  lived  in  this  palace,  and  ruled  this  country  as 
one  of  the  most  influential  of  its  ministers,  but  for  my 
management  —  ray  whispers  to  the  wealthy  Miss  Leslie  ? 
Come,  but  for  me  what  would  you  have  been  —  perhaps  a 
beffffar  ? "  r-        i 
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"What  shall  I  be  now,  if  I  live?  And  this  fortune 
which  my  marriage  brought  to  me  —  it  has  passed  for  the 
main  part  into  your  hands.  Be  patient,  you  will  have  it 
all  ere  long.  But  there  is  one  man  in  the  world  who  has 
loved  me  from  a  boy,  and  woe  to  you  if  ever  he  learn  that 
he  has  a  right  to  despise  me  I " 

"  Egerton,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Levy,  with  great  com- 
posure, "  you  need  not  threaten  me,  for  what  interest  can 
I  possibly  have  in  tale-telling  to  Lord  L'Estrange  ? 
Again,  dismiss  from  your  mind  the  absurd  thought  that  I 
hate  you.  True,  you  snub  me  in  private,  you  cut  me  in 
public,  you  refuse  to  come  to  my  dinners,  youHl  not  ask 
me  to  your  own ;  still  there  is  no  man  I  like  better,  nor 
would  more  willingly  serve.  When  do  you  want  the 
£5000  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  in  one  month,  perhaps  not  for  three  or  four. 
Let  it  be  ready  when  required." 

"  Enough ;  depend  on  it.  Have  you  any  other  com- 
mands ?  " 

*'None." 

"  I  will  take  my  leave,  then.  By-the-bye,  what  do  you 
suppose  the  Hazeldean  rental  is  worth  —  net  ?" 

"  I  don't  know,  nor  care.  You  have  no  designs  upon 
that  too?" 

"Well,  I  like  keeping  up  family  connections.  Mr. 
Frank  seems  a  liberal  young  gentleman." 

Before  Egerton  could  answer,  the  Baron  had  glided  to 
the  door,  and,  nodding  pleasantly,  vanished  with  that 
nod. 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIPB.  Ill 

Egerton  remained,  standing  on  his  solitary  hearth.  A 
drear,  single  man's  room  it  was,  from  wall  to  wall,  despite 
its  fretted  ceilings  and  oflScial  pomp  of  Bramah  escritoires 
and  red  boxes.  Drear  and  cheerless  —  no  trace  of 
woman's  habitation  —  no  vestige  of  intruding,  happy 
children.  There  stood  the  austere  man  alone.  And 
then,  with  a  deep  sigh,  he  muttered,  "Thank  Heaven, 
not  for  long  —  it  will  not  last  long." 

Repeating  those  words,  he  mechanically  locked  up  his 
papers,  and  pressed  his  hand  to  his  heart  for  an  instant, 
as  if  a  spasm  had  shot  through  it. 

"So  —  I  must  shun  all  emotion  1 "  said  he,  shaking  his 
head  gently. 

In  five  minutes  more,  Audley  Egerton  was  in  the  streets, 
his  mien  erect,  and  his  step  firm  as  ever. 

"  That  man  is  made  of  bronze,"  said  a  leader  of  the 
Opposition  to  a  friend,  as  they  rode  past  the  minister. 
"  What  would  I  not  give  for  his  nerves  1 " 
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INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

ON   PUBLIC   LIFE. 

Now  that  I  am  fairly  in  the  heart  of  my  story,  these 
preliminary  chapters  must  shrink  into  comparatively 
small  dimensions,  and  not  encroach  upon  the  space  re- 
<|uired  by  the  various  personages  whose  acquaintance  I 
have  picked  up  here  and  there,  and  who  are  now  all 
crowding  upon  me  like  poor  relations  to  whom  one  has 
unadvisedly  given  a  general  invitation,  and  who  descend 
upon  one  simultaneously  about  Christmas  time.  Where 
they  are  to  be  stowed,  and  what  is  to  become  of  them  all, 
Heaven  knows ;  in  the  meanwhile,  the  reader  will  have 
already  observed  that  the  Caxton  Family  themselves  are 
turned  out  of  their  own  rooms,  sent  a-packing,  in  order 
to   make  way  for  the  new  comers. 

But  to,  proceed.  —  Note  the  heading  to  the  present 
Chapter,  "on  Public  Life,"  —  a  thesis  pertinent  to  this 
portion  of  my  narrative,  and  if  somewhat  trite  in  itself. 
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the  gf  eater  is  the  stimtiliis  to  suggest  thereon  some  origioal 
hints  for  reflection. 

Were  you  ever  in  public  life,  my  dear  reader  ?  I  don't 
mean,  by  that  question,  to  ask  whether  you  were  ever 
Lord  Chancellor,  Prime  Minister,  Leader  of  the  Oppo- 
sition, or  eren  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons.  An 
author  hopes  to  find  readers  far  beyond  that  very 
egregious  but  very  limited  segment  of  the  Great  Circle. 
Were  you  ever  a  busy  man  in  your  vestry,  active  in  a 
municipal  corporation,  one  of  a  committee  for  furthering 
the  interests  of  an  enlightened  candidate  for  your  native 
burgh,  town,  or  shire  ?  —  in  a  word,  did  you  ever  resign 
your  private  comforts  as  men  in  order  to  share  the  public 
troubles  of  mankind  ?  If  ever  you  have  so  far  departed 
from  the  Lucretian  philosophy,  just  look  back  —  was  it 
life  at  all  that  you  lived  ?  —  were  you  an  individual  dis- 
tinct existence  —  a  passenger  in  the  railway  ?  —  or  were 
you  merely  an  indistinct  portion  of  that  common  flame 
which  heated  the  boiler  and  generated  the  steam  that  set 
off  the  monster  train  ?  —  very  hot,  very  active,  very  useful, 
no  doubt ;  but  all  your  identity  fused  in  flame  and  all  your 
forces  vanishing  in  gas. 

And  do  you  think  the  people  in  the  railway  carriages 
care  for  you  ?  —  do  you  think  that  the  gentleman  in  the 
worsted  wrapper  is  saying  to  his  neighbor  with  the  striped 
rug  on  his  comfortable  knees,  "  How  grateful  we  ought 
to  be  for  that  fiery  particle  which  is  cracking  and  hissing 
under  the  boiler  I  It  helps  us  on  a  fraction  of  an  inch 
f  X)m  Vauxhall  to  Putney  1 "     Not  a  bit  of  it.     Ten  to 
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one  but  he  is  saying  —  "Not  sixteen  miles  an  hour! 
What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  the  stoker?" 

Look  at  our  friend,  Audley  Egerton.  You  have  just 
had  a  glimpse  of  the  real  being  that  struggles  under  the 
huge  copper ;  —  you  have  heard  the  hollow  sound  of  the 
rich  man's  coffers  under  the  tap  of  Baron  Levy's  friendly 
knuckle  —  heard  the  strong  man's  heart  give  out  its  dull 

warning  sound  to  the  scientific  ear  of  Dr.  F-- .     And 

away  once  more  vanishes  the  separate  existence,  lost  again 
in  the  flame  that  heats  the  boiler,  and  the  smoke  that  curls 
into  air  from  the  grimy  furnace. 

Look  to  it,  O  Public  Man,  whoever  tnou  art,  and  what- 
soever thy  degree  —  see  if  thou  canst  not  compound 
matters,  so  as  to  keep  a  little  nook  apart  for  thy  private 
life ;  that  is,  for  thyself  I  Let  the  great  Popkins  Question 
not  absorb  wholly  the  individual  soul  of  thee,  as  Smith  or 
Johnson.  Dont  so  entirely  consume  thyself  under  that 
insatiable  boiler,  that  when  thy  poor  little  monad  rushes 
out  from  the  sooty  furnace,  and  arrives  at  the  stars,  thou 
mayest  find  no  vocation  for  thee  there,  and  feel  as  if  thou 
hadst  nothing  to  do  amidst  the  still  splendors  of  the 
Infinite.  I  don't  deny  to  thee  the  uses  of  "  Public  Life  ;  " 
I  grant  that  it  is  much  to  have  helped  to  carry  that  great 
Popkins  Question ;  but  Private  Life,  my  friend,  is  the 
life  of  thy  private  soul ;  and  there  may  be  matters  con- 
cerned with  that  which,  on  consideration,  thou  mayest 
allow,  cannot  be  wholly  mixed  up  with  the  great  Popkins 
Question  —  and  were  not  finally  settled  when  thou  didst 
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exclaim  — "  I  have  not  lived  in  vain  —  the  Popkins  Ques- 
tion is  carried  at  last  I "  Oh,  immortal  soul,  for  one  quartet 
of  an  hour  per  diem  —  de-Popkinise  thine  immortality  I 


CHAPTER  II. 

It  had  not  been  without  much  persuasion  on  the  part 
of  Jackeymo,  that  Riccabocca  had  consented  to  settle 
himself  in  the  house  which  Randal  had  recommended  to 
him.  Not  that  the  exile  conceived  any  suspicion  of  the 
young  man  beyond  that  which  he  might  have  shared  with 
Jackeymo,  viz.  :  that  RandaPs  interest  in  the  father  was 
increased  by  a  very  natural  and  excusable  admiration  of 
the  daughter.  But  the  Italian  had  the  pride  common  to 
misfortune  —  he  did  not  like  to  be  indebted  to  others,  and 
he  shrank  from  the  pity  of  those  to  whom  it  was  known 
that  he  had  held  a  higher  station  in  his  own  land.  These 
scruples  gave  way  to  the  strength  of  his  affection  for  his 
daughter  and  his  dread  of  his  foe.  Good  men,  however 
able  and  brave,  who  have  suffered  from  the  wicked,  are 
apt  to  form  exaggerated  notions  of  the  power  tliat  has 
prevailed  against  them.  Jackeymo  had  conceived  a  super- 
stitious terror  of  Peschiera ;  and  Riccabocca,  though  by 
no  means  addicted  to  superstition,  still  had  a  certain  creep 
3f  the  flesh  whenever  he  thought  of  his  foe. 

But  Riccabocca  —  than  whom  no  man  was  more  physi- 
cally brave,  and  no  man  in  some  respects  more  morally 
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timid  — feared  the  Count  less  as  a  foe  than  as  a  gallant. 
He  remembered  his  kinsman's  surpassing  beauty  —  the 
power  he  had  obtained  over  women.  He  knew  him  versed 
in  every  art  that  corrupts,  and  wholly  void  of  the  con- 
science that  deters.  And  Riccabocca  had  unhappily  nursed 
himself  into  so  poor  an  estimate  of  the  female  character, 
that  even  the  pure  and  lofty  nature  of  Yiolante  did  not 
seem  to  him  a  sufficient  safeguard  against  the  craft  and 
determination  of  a  practised  and  remorseless  intriguer. 
But  of  all  the  precautions  he  could  take,  none  appeared 
more  likely  to  conduce  to  safety,  than  his  establishing  a 
friendly  communication  with  one  who  professed  to  be  able 
to  get  at  all  the  Count's  plans  and  movements,  and  who 
could  apprise  Riccabocca  at  once  should  his  retreat  be 
discovered.  '*  Forewarned  is  forearmed,"  said  he  to  hina- 
self,  in  one  of  the  proverbs  common  to  all  nations.  How- 
ever, as  with  his  usual  sagacity,  he  came  to  reflect  upon 
the  alarming  intelligence  conveyed  to  him  by  Randal,  viz. : 
"^hat  the  Count  sought  his  daughter's  hand,  he  divined 
that  there  was  some  strong  personal  interest  under  such 
ambition ;  and  what  could  be  that  interest  save  the 
probability  of  Riccabocca's  ultimate  admission  to  the 
Imperial  grace,  and  the  Count's  desire  to  assure  himself 
of  the  heritage  to  an  estate  that  he  might  be  permitted 
to  retain  no  more  */  Riccabocca  was  not  indeed  aware 
of  the  condition  (not  according  to  usual  customs  in 
Austria)  on  which  the  Count  held  the  forfeited  domains. 
He  knew  not  that  they  had  been  granted  merely  on 
pleasure  ;  but  he  was  too  well  aware  of  Peschiera's  naton» 
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to  suppose  that  he  would  woo  a  bride  without  a  dower 
or  be  moved  by  remorse  in  any  overture  of  reconciliation 
fie  felt  assured  too — and  this  increased  all  his  fears  — 
that  Peschiera  would  never  venture  to  seek  an  interview 
with  himself;  all  the  Count's  designs  on  Violante  would 
be  dark,  secret,  and  clandestine.  He  was  perplexed  and 
tormented  by  the  doubt,  whether  or  not  to  express  openly 
to  Yiolante  his  apprehensions  of  the  nature  of  the  danger 
to  be  apprehended.  He  had  told  her  vaguely  that  it  was 
for  her  sake  that  he  desired  secrecy  and  concealment. 
But  that  might  mean  anything  :  what  danger  to  himself 
4fo\M  not  menace  her  ?  Yet  to  say  more  was  so  con- 
trary to  a  man  of  his  Italian  notions  and  Machiavellian 
maxims !  To  say  to  a  young  girl,  "  There  is  a  man  come 
over  to  England  on  purpose  to  woo  and  win  you.  For 
Heaven's  sake  take  care  of  him  ;  he  is  diabolically  hand- 
some; he  never  fails  where  he  sets  his  heart."  —  "OoiJ- 
pettoP^  cried  the  Doctor,  aloud,  as  these  admonitions 
shaped  themselves  to  speech  in  the  camera-obscura  of  his 
brain  ;  "  such  a  warning  would  have  undone  a  Cornelia 
while  she  was  yet  an  innocent  spinster."  No,  he  resolved 
to  say  nothing  to  Yiolante  of  the  Count's  intention,  only 
to  keep  guard,  and  make  himself  and  Jackeymo  all  eyes 
and  all  ears. 

The  house  Randal  had  selected  pleased  Riccabocca  at 
first  glance.  It  stood  alone,  upon  a  little  eminence  ;  its 
upper  windows  commanded  the  high  road.  It  had  been 
a  scnool,  and  was  surrounded  by  high  walls,  which  con- 
tamed  a  garden  and  lawn  sufficiently  large  for  exercise 
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The  garden  doors  were  thick,  fortifie<i  by  strong  bolts, 
and  had  a  little  wicket  lattice,  shut  and  opened  at  pleasure, 
from  which  Jackeymo  could  inspect  all  visitors  before  he 
permitted  them  to  enter. 

An  old  female  servant  from  the  neighborhood  was 
cautiously  hired  ;  Riccabocca  renounced  his  Italian  name, 
and  abjured  his  origin.  He  spoke  Euglish  sufficiently 
well  to  think  he  could  pass  as  an  Englishman.  He  called 
himself  Mr.  Richmouth  (a  liberal  translation  of  Ricca- 
bocca). He  bought  a  blunderbuss,  two  pairs  of  pistols, 
and  a  huge  house-dog.  Thus  provided  for,  he  allowed 
Jackeymo  to  write  a  fine  to  Randal  and  communicate  his 
arrival. 

Randal  lost  no  time  in  calling.  With  his  usual  adap- 
tability, and  his  powers  of  dissimulation,  he  contrived 
easily  to  please  Mrs.  Riccabocca,  and  to  increase  the  good 
opinion  the  exile  was  disposed  to  form  of  him.  He  en- 
gaged Yiolante  in  conversation  on  Italy  and  its  poets. 
He  promised  to  bring  her  books.  He  began,  though 
more  distantly  than  he  could  have  desired  —  for  her  sweet 
stateliness  awed  him  —  the  preliminaries  of  courtship. 
He  established  himself  at  once  as  a  familiar  guest,  riding 
down  daily  in  the  dusk  of  evening  after  the  toils  of  office, 
and  retiring  at  night.  In  four  or  five  days  he  thought  he 
had  made  great  progress  with  all.  Riccabocca  watched 
him  narrowly,  and  grew  absorbed  in  thought  after  every 
visit.  At  length  one  night,  when  he  and  Mrs.  Riccabocca 
were  alone  in  the  drawing-room,  Yiolante  having  retired 
to  rest,  he  thus  spoke  as  he  filled  his  pipe ;  — 
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"  Happy  is  the  man  who  has  no  children  I  Thrice 
happy  he  who  has  no  girls  I " 

"  My  dear  Alphonso  1 "  said  the  wife,  looking  up  from 
the  wrist-band  to  which  she  was  attaching  a  neat  mother- 
o'-pearl  button.  She  said  no  more  ;  it  was  the  sharpest 
rebake  she  was  in  the  custom  of  administering  to  her 
husband's  cynical  and  odious  obserrations.  Riccabocca 
lighted  his  pipe  with  a  thread-paper,  gave  three  great 
pnffs,  and  resumed,  — 

"  One  blunderbuss,  four  pistols,  and  a  house-dog  called 
Pompey,  who  would  have  made  mincemeat  of  Julius 
Caesar  I " 

"  He  certainly  eats  a  great  deal,  does  Pompey  I "  said 
Mrs.  Riccabocca,  simply.  "But  if  he  relieves  your 
wind  1 " 

"  He  does  not  relieve  it  in  the  least,  ma'am,"  groaned 
Riccabocca;  "and  that  is  the  point  I  was  coming  to. 
This  is  a  most  harassing  life,  and  a  most  undignified  life. 
And  I  who  have  only  asked  from  Heaven  dignity  and  re- 
pose I  But,  if  Violante  were  once  married,  I  should 
want  neither  blunderbus,  pistol,  nor  Pompey.  And  it  is 
that  which  would  relieve  my  mind,  cava  mia,  —  Pompey 
only  relieves  my  larder  I" 

Now  Riccabocca  had  been  more  communicative  to  Je- 
mima than  he  had  been  to  Yiolante.  Having  .once 
trusted  her  with  one  secret,  ho  had  every  motive  to  trust 
her  with  another ;  and  he  had  accordingly  spoken  out  his 
fears  of  the  Count  di  Pesehiera.  Therefore  she  answered, 
11 '^ 
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laying  down  the  work,  and  taking  her  husband's  hand 
tenderly  — 

"  Indeed,  my  love,  since  you  dread  so  much  (though  I 
own  that  I  must  think  unreasonably)  this  wicked,  danger- 
ous man,  it  would  be  the  happiest  thing  in  the  world  to 
see  dear  Violante  well  married  ;  because,  you  see,  if  she 
is  married  to  one  person  she  cannot  be  married  to 
another ;  and  all  fear  of  this  Count,  as  you  say,  would 
be  at  an  end." 

"  You  cannot  express  youraelf  better.  It  is  a  great 
comfort  to  unbosom  one's-self  to  a  wife,  after  all  I "  quoth 
Riccabocca. 

"But,"  said  the  wife,  after  a  grateful  kiss — "but, 
where  and  how  can  we  find  a  husband  suitable  to  the 
rank  of  your  daughter  ?  " 

"There  —  there  —  there,"  cried  Riccaboces,  pushing 
back  his  chair  to  the  farther  end  of  the  room  —  "  that 
comes  of  unbosoming  one's-self  I  Out  flies  one's  secret  j 
it  is  opening  the  lid  of  Pandora's  box ;  one  is  betrayed, 
ruined,  undone  I " 

"Why,  there's  not  a  soul  that  can  bear  usl"  said 
Mrs.  Riccabocca,  soothingly. 

"  That's  chance,  ma'am  I  If  you  once  contract  the 
habit  of  blabbing  out  a  secret  when  nobody's  by,  how  on 
earth,  can  you  resist  it  when  you  have  the  pleasurable  ex-* 
citement  of  telling  it  to  all  the  world  ?  Yanity,  vanity — 
woman's  vanity  I  Woman  never  could  witb*?tand  rank- 
never  I "  The  doctor  went  on  railing  for  a  quarter  of  au 
hour,  and  was  very  reluctantly  appeased  by  Mrs.  Ricca- 
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bocca's  repeated  and  tearfnl  assarances  that  she  would 
never  eren  whisper  to  herself  that  her  hosband  had  ever 
held  any  other  rank  than  that  of  Doctor.  Riccaboeca, 
with  a  dubious  shake  of  the  head,  renewed  — 

''  I  have  done  with  all  pomp  and  pretension.  Besides, 
the  joong  man  is  a  bom  gentleman ;  he  seems  in  good 
circnmstanees ;  he  has  energy  and  latent  ambition  ;  he  is 
akin  to  L'Estrange's  intimate  friend  :  he  seems  attached 
to  Yiolante.  I  dont  think  it  probable  that  we  could  do 
better.  Nay,  if  Peschiera  fears  that  I  shall  be  restored 
to  my  cooBtry,  and  I  learn  the  wherefore,  and  the  ground 
to  take,  through  this  young  man  —  why,  gratitude  is  the 
first  virtue  of  the  noble  I " 

"  You  speak,  then,  of  Mr.  Leslie  ? 

"  To  be  sure  —  of  whom  else  ?  " 

Mrs.  Bicea]>occa  leaned  her  cheek  on  her  hand  thought- 
folly.  '*  Now  you  have  told  me  that,  I  will  observe  him 
nith  different  eyes." 

*'Animamia,  I  don't  see  how  the  difference  of  your 
eyes  will  alter  the  object  they  look  upon  I "  grumbled 
Riccabocca,  shaking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe. 

"  The  object  alters  when  we  see  it  in  a  different  point 
of  view  ! "  replied  Jemima,  modestly.  "  This  thread  does 
very  well  when  I  look  at  it  in  order  to  sew  on  a  button, 
but  I  should  say  it  would  never  do  to  tie  up  Pompey  in 
his  kennel." 

"  Reasoning  by  illustration,  upon  my  soul  I "  ejaculated 
Riccabocea,  amazed. 

"  And,"  continued  Jemima,  "  when  I  am  to  regard  one 
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who  is  to  constitute  the  happiness  of  that  dear  child,  and 
for  life,  can  I  regard  him  as  I  would  the  pleasant  guest 
of  an  evening  ?  Ah,  trust  me,  Alphonso ;  I  don't  pre- 
tend to  be  wise  like  you ;  but,  when  a  woman  considers 
what  a  man  is  likely  to  prove  to  woman  —  his  sincerity — 
his  honor  —  his  heart — oh,  trust  me,  she  is  wiser  than 
the  wisest  man  I " 

Riccabocca  continued  to  gaze  on  Jemima  with  unaffect- 
ed admiration  and  surprise.  And,  certainly,  to  use  his 
phrase,  since  he  had  unbosomed  himself  to  his  better  half 
—  since  he  had  confided  in  her,  consulted  with  her,  her 
sense  had  seemed  to  quicken,  her  whole  mind  to  expand. 

*'My  dear,"  said  the  sage,  "I  vow  and  declare  that 
Machiavelli  was  a  fool  to  you.  And  I  have  been  as  dull 
as  the  chair  I  sit.  upon,  to  deny  myself  so  many  years  the 

comfort  and  counsel  of  such  a but,  corpo  di  Bacco! 

forget  all  about  rank  ;  and  so  now  to  bed.  —  One  must 
not  holloa  till  one's  out  of  the  wood,"  muttered  the  un- 
grateful, suspicious  villain,  as  he  lighted  the  chamber 
candle. 


CHAPTER  III. 

RiccABOCOA  could  not  confine  himself  to  the  precincts 
within  the  walls  to  which  he  condemned  Violante.  Re- 
suming his  spectacles,  and  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  he  occa- 
sionally sallied  forth  upon  a  kind  of  out-watch  or  recon- 
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noitriiig  expedition,  —  restricting  liimsel^  however,  to 
tlie  immediate  sei^borhood,  asd  never  govag  quite  out 
of  sight  of  his  house.  His  favorite  walk  was  to  the  son" 
mit  of  a  hiUock  overgtown  with  stunted  brushwood.  Here 
he  wottki  sit  himself  musiDgly,  olten  till  the  hoofs  t 
Randall's  horse  rang  on  the  winding  road,  as  the  sun  set, 
over  fading  herbage,  red  and  vaporous,  in  autumnal  skies. 
Just  below  the  hillock,  and  not  two  hundred  yards  from 
his  own  house,  was  the  only  other  habitation  in  view  —  a 
charming,  tiioroughlj  English  cottage,  thottgh  somewhait 
imitated  &om  the  Swiss,  —  with  gable-ends,  thatched  roof, 
and  pretty  projecting  casements,  opening  through  creepers 
and  climbing  roses.  From  his  height  he  commanded  the 
gardens  of  this  cottage,  and  his  eye  of  artist  was  pleased, 
from  the  first  sight,  with  the  beauty  which  some  exquisite 
t::::t^  had  given  to  the  ground.  Even  in  that  cheerless 
season  of  the  year,  the  garden  wore  a  summer  smile ;  the 
evergreens  were  so  bright  and  various,  and  the  few  flowers 
still  left,  so  hardy  and  so  healthful.  Facing  the  south,  a 
colonnade,  or  covered  gallery,  of  rustic  wood-work  had 
been  formed,  and  creeping  plants,  lately  set,  were  already 
beginning  to  clothe  its  columns.  Opposite  to  this  colon- 
nade jthere  was  a  fountain,  which  reminded  Riccabocca 
of  his  own  at  the  deserted  Casino.  It  was  indeed  singu- 
larly like  it ;  the  same  circular  shape,  the  same  girdle  of 
flowers  around  it.  But  the  jet  from  it  varied  every  day 
—  fantastic  and  multiform,  like  the  sports  of  a  Naiad,  — 
sometimes  shooting  up  like  a  tree,  sometimes  shaped  as  a 
convolvulus,  sometimes  tossing  from  its  silver  spray  a 
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flower  of  vermilion,  or  a  fruit  of  gold,  as  if  at  play  with 
its  toy,  like  a  happy  child.  And  near  the  fountain  was  a 
large  aviary,  large  enough  to  enclose  a  tree.  The  Italian 
could  just  catch  a  gleam  of  rich  color  from  the  wings  of 
the  birds,  as  they  glanced  to  and  fro  within  the  network, 
and  could  hear  their  songs,  contrasting  the  silence  of  the 
freer  populace  of  air,  whom  the  coming  winter  had  al- 
ready stilled. 

Riccabocca^s  eye,  so  alive  to  all  aspects  of  beauty, 
luxuriated  in  the  view  of  this  garden.  Its  pleasantness 
had  a  charm  that  stole  him  from  his  anxious  fear  and 
melancholy  memories. 

He  never  saw  but  two  forms  within  the  demesnes,  and 
he  could  not  distinguish  their  features.  One  was  a  woman, 
who  seemed  to  him  of  staid  manner  and  homely  appear- 
ance :  she  was  seen  but  rarely.  The  other  a  man,  often 
pacing  to  and  fro  the  colonnade,  with  frequent  pauses 
before  the  playful  fountain,  or  the  birds  that  sang  louder 
as  he  approached.  This  latter  form  would  then  disap- 
pear within  a  room,  the  glass  door  of  which  was  at  the 
extreme  end  of  the  colonnade  ;  and  if  the  door  were  left 
open,  Riccaboeca  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  figure 
bending  over  a  table  covered  with  books.  • 

Always,  however,  before  the  sun  set,  the  man  would 
step  forth  more  briskly,  and  occupy  himself  with  the 
garden,  often  working  at  it  with  good  heart,  as  if  at  a 
task  of  delight ;  and  then,  too,  the  woman  would  come 
out,  and  stand  by,  as  if  talking  to  her  companion. 
Riccabocca's  curiosity  grew  aroused.     He  bade  Jemima 
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bqnire  of  the  old  maid-servant  who  lived  at  the  cottage, 
and  heard  that  its  owner  was  a  Mr  Oran  —  a  quiet  gen- 
tleman, and  fond  of  his  book. 

While  Riccabocea  thus  amused  himself,  Randal  had 
not  been  prevented,  either  by  his  ofiBcial  cares  or  his 
schemes  on  Violante's  heart  and  fortune,  from  furthering 
the  project  that  was  to  unite  Frank  Hazeldean  and  Bea- 
trice di  Negra.  Indeed,  as  to  the  first,  a  ray  of  hope 
was  suflBcient  to  fire  the  ardent  and  unsuspecting  lover. 
And  Randal's  artful  misrepresentation  of  his  conference 
with  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  removed  all  fear  of  parental  dis- 
pleasure from  a  mind  always  too  disposed  to  give  itself 
up  to  the  temptation  of  the  moment.  Beatrice,  though 
her  feelings  for  Frank  were  not  those  of  love,  became 
more  and  more  influenced  by  Randal's  arguments  and 
representations,  the  more  especially  as  her  brother  grew 
morose,  and  even  menacing,  as  days  slipped  on,  and  she 
could  give  no  clue  to  the  retreat  of  those  whom  he  sought 
for.  Her  debts,  too,  were  really  urgent.  As  Randal's 
profound  knowledge  of  human  infirmity  had  shrewdly 
conjectured,  the  scruples  of  honor  and  pride,  that  had 
made  her  declare  she  would  not  bring  to  a  husband  her 
own  encumbrances,  began  to  yield  to  the  pressure  of 
necessity.  She  listened  already,  with  but  faint  objections, 
when  Randal  urged  her  not  to  wait  for  the  uncertain  dis- 
covery that  was  to  secure  her  dowry,  but  by  a  private 
marriage  with  Frank  escape  at  once  into  freedom  and 
security.  While,  though  he  had  first  held  out  to  young 
Hazeldean  the  inducement  of  Beatrice's  dowry  as  a  reason 
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of  self-justification  in  the  eyes  of  the  Squire,  it  was  staH 
easier  to  drop  that  inducement,  which  had  always  ratiber 
damped  than  fired  the  high  spirit  and  generous  heart  of 
the  poor  Guardsman.  And  Randal  could  conscientiously 
say,  that  when  he  had  asked  the  Squire  if  he  expected 
fortune  with  Frank's  bride,  the  Squire  had  replied,  —  "I 
don't  care. "  Thus  encouraged  by  his  friend  and  h^  owa 
heart,  and  the  softening  manner  of  a  woman  who  might 
have  charmed  many  a  colder,  and  fooled  many  a  wiser 
man,  Frank  rapidly  yielded  to  the  snares  held  out  for  his 
perdition.  And  though,  as  yet,  he  honestly  shrank  ftrom 
proposing  to  Beatrice  or  himself  a  marriage  without  the 
consent,  and  even  the  knowledge,  of  his  parents,  yet 
Randal  was  quite  content  to  leave  a  nature,  however 
good,  so  thoroughly  impulsive  and  undisciplined,  to  the 
influences  of  the  first  strong  passion  it  had  ever  knowB. 
Meanwhile,  it  was  so  easy  to  dissuade  Frank  from  even 
giving  a  hint  to  the  folks  at  home.  "For,"  said  the 
wily  and  able  traitor,  "  though  we  may  be  sure  of  Mrs. 
Hazeldean's  consent,  and  her  power  over  your  father, 
when  the  step  is  once  taken,  yet  we  cannot  count  for  cer- 
tain on  the  Squire,  he  is  so  choleric  and  hasty.  He 
might  hurry  to  town,  see  Madame  di  Negra,  blurt  out 
some  passionate,  rude  expressions  which  would  wake  her 
resentment,  and  cause  her  instant  rejection ;  and  it  might 
be  too  late  if  he  repented  afterwards,  —  as  he  would  be 
sure  to  do.'' 

Meanwhile,  Randal  Leslie  gave  a  dinner  at  the  Claren- 
don Hotel  (an  extravagance  most  contrary  to  his  habits) 
and  invited  Frank,  Mr.  Borrowell,  and  BaronXc^rp 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  13^ 

But  this  hous€-spider,  which  glided  with  so  ranch  ease 
after  its  flies,  through  webs  so  numerous  and  mazy,  had 
yet  to  amuse  Madame  di  Negra  with  assurances  that  the 
fugitives  sought  for  would  sooner  or  later  be  discovered. 
Though  Randal  baffled  and  eluded  her  suspicion  that  he 
was  already  acquainted  with  the  exiles  ("  the  persons  he 
had  thought  of  were,"  he  said,  *'  quite  different  from  her 
description  ; "  and  he  even  presented  to  her  an  old  sing- 
ing-master, and  at  sallow-faced  daughter,  as  the  Italians 
who  had  caused  his  mistake),  it  was  necessary  for  Beatrice 
to  prove  the  sincerity  of  the  aid  she  had  promised  to  her 
brother,  and  to  introduce  Randal  to  the  Count.  It  was 
BO  less  desirable  to  Randa^  to  know,  and  even  win  the 
confidence  of,  this  man — his  rival. 

The  two  met  at  Madame  di  Negra's  house.  There  is 
something  very  strange,  and  almost  mesmerical,  in  the 
rapport  between  two  evil  natures.  Bring  two  honest  men 
together,  and  it  is  ten  to  one  if  they  recognise  each  other 
as  honest;  differences  in  temper,  manner,  even  politics, 
may  make  each  misjudge  the  other.  But  bring  together 
two  men,  unprincipled  and  perverted  —  men  who,  if  born 
in  a  cellar,  would  have  been  food  for  the  hulks  or  gallows 
—  and  they  understand  each  other  by  instant  sympathy. 
The  eyes  of  Pranzini,  Count  of  Peschiera,  and  Randal 
Leslie  no  sooner  met,  than  a  gleam "  of  intelligence  shot 
&om  both.  They  talked  on  indifferent  subjects  —  weather, 
gossip,  politics — what  not.  They  bowed  and  they  smiled  ; 
but,  all  the  while,  each  was  watching,  plumbing  the  other's 
heart,  eiwsh  measuring  his  strength  with  his  companion ; 
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each  inly  sayiug,  "  This  is  a  very  remarkable  rascal ;  am 
I  a  match  for  him  ?  "  It  was  at  dinner  they  met ;  and 
following  the  English  fashion;  Madame  di  Negra  left  them 
alone  with  their  wine. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  Count  di  Peschiera  cautiously 
and  adroitly  made  a  covered  push  towards  the  object  of 
the  meeting. 

*'  You  have  never  been  abroad,  my  dear  sir  ?  You 
must  contrive  to  visit  me  at  Vienna.  I  grant  the  splendor 
of  your  London  world  ;  but,  honestly  speaking,  it  wants 
the  freedom  of  ours  —  a  freedom  which  unites  gaiety  with 
polish.  For  as  your  society  is  mixed,  there  are  pretension 
and  effort  with  those  who  have  no  right  to  be  in  it,  and 
artificial  condescension  and  chilling  arrogance  with  those 
who  have  to  keep  their  inferiors  at  a  certain  distance. 
With  us,  all  being  of  fixed  rank  and  acknowledged  birth, 
familiarity  is  at  once  established.  Hence,"  added  the 
Count,  with  his  French  lively  smile  —  '*  hence  there  is  no 
place  like  Vienna  for  a  young  man — no  place  like  Vienna 
for  bonnes  fortunes. 

''  Those  make  the  paradise  of  the  idle,"  replied  Randal, 
*'  but  the  purgatory  of  the  busy.  I  confess  frankly  to  you, 
my  dear  Count,  that  I  have  as  little  of  the  leisure  which 
becomes  the  aspirer  to  bonnes  fortunes  as  I  have  the 
personal  graces  which  obtain  them  without  an  effort ; " 
and  he  inclined  his  head  as  in  compliment. 

"  So,"  thought  the  Count,  "  woman  is  not  his  weak  side 
What  is?" 

"Morbleu/   my  dear  Mr.  Leslie  —  had   I  thought  as 
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yoQ  do  gome  years  sijice,  I  had  saved  my<^elf  from  mnay  a 
troable*  After  all,  Ambition  is  the  best  mistress  to  woo ; 
for  with  her  there  is  always  4;he  hope,  and  never  the  pos- 
session." 

"Ambition,  Count,"  replied  Eandal,  still  guarding 
himself  in  dry  sententiousness,  "  is  the  luxury  of  the  rich, 
and  the  necessity  of  the  poor." 

"Aha,"  thought  the  Count,  "it  comes  as  I  anticipated 
from  the  first  —  comes  to  the  bribe."  He  passed  the 
wine  to  Randal,  filling  his  own  glass,  and  draining  it 
carelessly ;  "  Sur  mon  ame,  mon  cher,^^  said  the  Count, 
luxury  is  ever  p^easanter  than  lecessity ;  and  I  am  re- 
solved at  least  to  give  ambition  a  trial — je  vais  me 
rifugier  dans  le  aein  du  boiiheur  domesiique  —  a  married 
life  and  a  settled  home.  Fest€  /  If  it  were  not  for  am- 
bition, one  would  die  of  ennui.  Apropos,  my  dear  sir,  I 
have  to  thank  you  for  promising  my  sister  your  aid  in 
finding  a  near  and  dear  kinsman  of  mine,  who  has  taken 
refuge  in  your  country,  and  hides  himself  even  from  me." 

"  I  should  be  most  happy  to  assist  in  your  search.  As 
yet,  however,  I  have  only  to  regret  that  all  my  good 
wishes  are  fruitless.  I  should  have  thought,  however, 
that  a  man  of  such  rank  had  been  easily  found,  even 
through  the  medium  of  your  own  amb^sador." 

"  Our  own  ambassador  is  no  very  warm  friend  of  mine ; 
and  the  rank  would  be  no  clue,  for  it  is  clear  that  my 
kinsman  has  never  assumed  it  since  he  quitted  his 
country." 

"  He  quitted  it,  I  understand,  not  exactly  from  choice," 
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said  Randal,  smiling.  "  Pardon  my  freedom  and  curios*fcyv 
but  will  you  explain  to  me  a  little  more  than  I  learn  froBi 
English  rumor  (which  never  accurately  reports  apoa 
foreign  matters  still  more  notorious),  how  a  person  who 
had  so  much  to  loso,  and  so  little  to  wfn,  by  reyolution* 
could  put  himself  into  the  same  crazy  boat  with  a  crofr 
of  hare-brained  adventurers  and  visionary  professors  ?  *' 

"  Professors  I "  repeated  the  Count ;  "  1  think  j^m  have 
bit  on  the  very  answer  to  your  question ;  not  but  what 
men  of  high  birth  were  as  mad  as  the  canaille,  I  am  the 
more  willing  to  gratify  your  cariosity,  since  it  will  perhaps 
serve  to  guide  your  kind  search  in  my  favor.  You  must 
know,  then,  that  my  kinsman  was  not  born  the  heir  to 
the  rank  he  obtained.  He  was  but  a  distant  relation  to 
the  head  of  the  house  which  he  afterwards  represented. 
Brought  up  in  an  Italian  university,  he  was  distinguished 
for  his  learning  and  his  eccentricities.  There  too,  I  sup- 
pose, brooding  over  old  wives'  tales  about  freedom,  and 
so  forth,  he  contracted  his  carbonaro^  chimerical  notions 
for  the  independence  of  Italy.  Suddenly,  by  three  deaths, 
he  was  elevated,  while  yet  young,  to  a  station  and  honors 
which  might  have  satisfied  any  man  in  his  senses.  Que 
diable  I  what  could  the  independence  of  Italy  do  for  /?irn  f 
He  and  I  were  cousins ;  we  had  played  together  as  boys  ; 
but  our  lives  had  been  separated  till  his  succession  to 
rank  brought  us  necessarily  together.  We  became  ex- 
ceedingly intimate.  And  you  may  judge  how  I  loved 
him,"  said  the  Count,  averting  his  eyes  slightly  from 
RandaPs  quiet,  watchful  gaze,   "when  I  add,  that  I 
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forgave  him  fbr  enjojing  a  heritage  that,  bat  for  him,  had 
been  mine." 

"Ah,  yon  were  next  heir?" 

"And  it  is  a  hard  trial  to  be  rery  near  a  great  fortune, 
and  yet  just  to  miss  it" 

"  True,"  cried  Randal,  ahnost  impetuously.  The  Count 
now  raised  his  eyes,  and  again  the  two  men  looked  into 
each  other's  souls. 

"Harder  still,  perhaps,"  resumed  the  Count,  after  a 
short  pause  —  "  harder  still  might  it  have  been  to  some 
men  to  forgive  the  rival  as  well  as  the  heir." 

"Rival!  how?" 

"A  lady,  who  had  been  destined  by  her  parents  to  my- 
self, though  we  had  never,  I  own,  been  formally  betrothed, 
became  the  wife  of  my  kinsman." 

"  Did  he  know  of  your  pretensions  ?  " 

"  I  do  him  the  justice  to  say  he  did  not.  He  saw  and 
fell  in  love  with  the  young  lady  I  speak  of.  Her  parents 
were  dazzled.  Her  father  sent  for  me.  He  apologised  — 
he  explained ;  he  set  before  me,  mildly  enough,  certain 
yoothful  imprudences  or  errors  of  my  own,  as  an  excuse 
for  his  change  of  mind ;  and  be  asked  me  not  only  to  re- 
sign all  hope  of  his  daughter,  but  to  conceal  frcun  her  new 
suitor  that  I  had  ever  ventured  to  hope." 

"And  you  consented  ?  " 

"I  consented." 

**  That  was  generous.  You  must,  indeed,  have  been 
much  attached  to  your  kinsman.  As  a  lover,  I  cannot 
12* 
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comprehend  it ;  perhaps,  my  dear  Count,  you  may  enable 
me  to  understand  it  better  —  as  a  man  of  the  world." 

"WelV  said  the  Count,  with  his  most  roue  air,  "1 
suppose,  we  are  both  men  of  the  world." 

''Both!  certainly,"  replied  Randal,  just  in  the  tone 
which  Peachum  might  have  used  in  courting  the  confi- 
dence of  Lockit. 

"As  a  man  of  the  world,  then,  I  own,"  said  the  Count, 
playing  with  the  rings  on  his  fingers,  "  that  if  I  could  not 
marry  the  lady  myself  (and  that  seemed  to  me  clear),  it 
was  very  natural  that  I  should  wish  to  see  her  married 
to  my  wealthy  kinsman." 

''  Very  natural ;  it  might  bring  your  wealthy  kinsman 
and  yourself  still  closer  together." 

"  This  is  really  a  very  clever  fellow ! "  thought  the 
Count,  but  he  made  no  direct  reply 

''EnfiUy  to  cut  short  a  long  story,  my  cousin  afterwards 
got  entangled  in  attempts,  the  failure  of  which  is  histori- 
cally known.  His  projects  were  detected  —  himself  de- 
nounced. He  fled,  and  the  Emperor,  in  sequestering  his 
estates,  was  pleased,  with  rare  and  singular  clemency,  to 
permit  me,  as  his  nearest  kinsman,  to  enjoy  the  revenues 
of  half  those  estates  during  the  royal  pleasure ;  nor  was 
the  other  half  formally  confiscated.  It  was,  no  doubt, 
his  Majesty^s  desire  not  to  extinguish  a  great  Italian 
name ;  and  if  my  cousin  and  his  child  died  in  exile,  why, 
of  that  name,  I,  a  loyal  subject  of  A  ustria  —  I,  Franzini, 
Count  di  Pescbiera,  would  become  the  representative. 
Such,  in  a  similar  case,  has  been  sometimes  the  Kussiao 
policy  towards  Polish  insurgents.",.  ,,^^^^^^ Google 
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"  1  comprehend  perfectly ;  and  I  can  also  conceive  that 
you,  in  profiting  so  largely,  though  so  juBtly,  by  the  fall 
of  your  Tdnsman,  may  have  been  exposed  to  much  unpo- 
pularity—  even  to  painful  suspicion." 

**Entre  nous,  mon  cher^  I  care  not  a  stiver  for  popu- 
larity ;  and  as  to  suspicion,  who  is  he  that  can  escape 
from  the  calumny  of  the  envious  ?  But,  unquestionably, 
it  would  be  most  desirable  to  unite  the  divided  members 
of  our  house ;  and  this  union  I  can  now  effect,  by  the 
consent  of  the  Emperor  to  my  marriage  with  my  kins- 
man's daughter.  You  see,  therefore,  why  I  have  so  great 
an  interest  in  this  research  ? " 

"  By  the  marriage-articles  you  could,  no  doubt,  secure 
the  retention  of  the  half  you  hold ;  and  if  you  survive 
your  kinsman,  you  would  enjoy  the  whole.  A  most  de- 
sirable marriage;  and,  if  made,  I  suppose  that  would 
suffice  to  obtain  your  cousin  ^s  amnesty  and  grace  ?  " 

"You  say  it." 

"  But  even  without  such  marriage,  since  the  Emperor's 
clemency  has  been  extended  to  so  many  of  the  proscribed, 
it  is,  perhaps,  probable  that  your  cousin  might  be  re- 
stored ?  " 

"  It  once  seemed  to  me  possible,"  said  the  Count,  re- 
luctantly; "but  since  I  have  been  in  England,  I  think 
not.  The  recent  revolution  in  France,  the  democratic 
spirit  rising  in  Europe,  tend  to  throw  back  the  cause  of  a 
proscribed  rebel.  England  swarms  with  revolutionists; 
my  cousin^s  residence  in  this  country  is  in  itself  suspicious. 
The  suspicion  is  increased  by  his  strange  seclusion.   There 
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are  many  Italians  here  who  would  aver  that  they  had  met 
with  him,  and  that  he  was  still  engaged  in  revolutionarj 
projects." 

"Aver  — nntruly?" 

^'Ma  foi —  it  comes  to  the  same  thing  \  Ut^  absens  ont 
toujour 8  iort  I  speak  to  a  man  of  the  world.  No ;' 
without  some  such  guarantee  for  bis  faith  as  his  daugh^ 
ter's  marriage  with  myself  would  give,  his  recall  is  impro- 
bable. By  the  heaven  above  uSf  it  shall  be  impossible  I " 
The  Count  rose  as  he  said  this  —  rose  as  if  the  mask  of 
simulation  had  fairly  fallen  from  the  visage  of  crime  — 
rose  tall  and  towering,  a  very  image  of  masculine  power 
and  strength,  beside  the  slight,  bended  form  and  sickly 
face  of  the  intellectual  schemer.  And  had  you  seen  them 
thus  confronted  and  contrasted,  you  would  have  felt  that 
if  ever  the  time  should  come  when  the  interest  of  the  one 
would  compel  him  openly  to  denounce  or  boldly  to  expose 
the  other,  the  odds  were  that  the  brilliant  and  audacious 
reprobate  would  master  the  weaker  nerve  but  superior 
wit  of  the  fhrtive  traitor.  Randal  was  startled  j  bat 
rising  also,  he  said,  carelessly  — 

"  What  if  this  guarantee  can  no  longer  be  given  ?  — 
what  if,  in  despair  of  return,  and  in  resignation  to  his 
altered  fortunes,  your  cousin  has  already  married  his 
daughter  to  some  English  suitor?" 

"  Ah,  that  would  indeed  be,  next  to  my  own  marriage 
with  her,  the  most  fortunate  thing  that  could  happen  to 
myself." 

"  How  ?    I  don't  understand  1 " 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


yABI£TI£8    IN    EN0LI8H    LIFE.  141 

"Why,  if  my  cousin  has  so  abjured  his  birthright,  and 
forsworn  his  rank  -—  if  this  heritage,  whioh  is  so  daugierous 
from  its  grandeur,  pass,  in  case  of  his  pardon,  to  some 
obscure  EngKshman — a  foreigner — a  native  of  a  country 
that  is  the  very  refuge  of  levellers  and  Carbonari  —  mort 
de  ma  vie  !  do  you  think  that  such  would  not  annihilate 
1^  chance  of  my  cousin's  restoration,  and  be  an  excuse 
even  in  the  eyes  of  Italy  for  formally  conferring  the  se* 
questrated  estates  on  an  Italian  ?  No ;  unless,  indeed, 
the  girl  were  to  marry  an  Englishman  of  such  name  and 
birth  and  connection  as  would  in  themselves  be  a  guarantee 
(and  how  in  poverty  is  this  likely  ?),  I  should  go  back  to 
Vienna  with  a  light  heart,  if  I  could  say,  "  My  kinswoman 
is  an  Englishman's  wi£&  —  shall  her  children  be  the  heirs 
to  a  house  so  renowned  for  its  lineage,  and  so  formidable 
for  its  wealth  ? '  ParUeu  I  if  my  cousin  were  but  an  ad*- 
venturer,  or  merely  a  professor,  he  had  been  pardoned 
l<>»g  ^o.  The  great  enjoy  the  honor  not  to  be  pardoned 
easily." 

Randal  fell  into  deep  but  brief  thought.  The  Count 
observed  him,  not  face  to  face,  but  by  the  reflection  of  an 
opposite  mirror.  ''  This  man  knows  something ;  this  man 
is  deliberating ;  this  man  can  help  me,"  thought  the  Count. 

But  Randal  said  nothing  to  confirm  these  hypotheses. 
Recovering  from  his  abstraction,  he  expressed  courteously 
bis  satisfaction  at  the  Count's  prospects,  either  way.  "  And 
since,  after  all,"  he  added,  "you  mean  so  well  to  your 
cousin,  it  occurs  to  me  that  you  might  discover  him  by  a 
fery  simple  English  process." 
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"How?" 

"  Advertise  that,  if  he  will  come  to  some  place  appointed, 
he  will  hear  of  something  to  his  advantage." 

The  Count  shook  his  head.  "  He  would  suspect  me, 
and  not  come." 

"  But  he  was  intimate  with  you.  He  joined  an  insur- 
rection ;  —  you  were  more  prudent.  You  did  not  injure 
him,  though  you  may  have  benefited  yourself.  Whj 
should  he  shun  you  ?  " 

"  The  conspirators  forgive  none  who  do  not  conspire  ; 
besides,  to  speak  frankly,  he  thought  I  injured  him." 

"  Could  you  not  conciliate  him  through  his  wife  — *  whom 
—  you  resigned  to  him?" 

"She  is  dead  —  died  before  he  left  the  country." 

"  Oh,  that  is  unlucky  !  Still  I  -think  an  advertisement 
might  do  good.  Allow  me  to  reflect  on  that  subject. 
Shall  we  now  join  Madame  la  Mai^quise  ?  ^'^ 

On  re-entering  the  drawing-room,  the  gentlemen  found 
Beatrice  in  full  dress,  seated  by  the  fire,  and  reading  so 
intently  that  she  did  not  remark  them  enter. 

**  What  so  interests  you,  ma  soeurf — the  last  novel  by 
Balzac,  no  doubt?" 

Beatrice  started,  and  looking  up,  showed  eyes  that  were 
full  of  tears.  '*  Oh,  no  !  no  picture  of  miserable,  vicious, 
Parisian  life.     This  is  beautiful;  there  is  soul  here." 

Randal  took  up  the  book  which  the  Marchesa  laid 
down  ;  it  was  the  same  which  had  charmed  the  circle  at 
Hazeldean  —  charmed  the  innocent  and  fresh-hearted  — 
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charmed  now  the  wearied  and  tempted  votaress  of  the 
world. 

"  Hum/'  murmured  Randal ;  "  the  Parson  was  right. 
This  is  power  —  a  sort  of  a  power." 

"  How  I  should  like  to  know  the  author  I  Who  can  he 
be  —  can  you  guess  I  " 

"Not  I.     Some  old  pedant  in  spectacles." 

"  I  think  not  —  I  am  sure  not.—  Here  beats  a  heart  I 
have  ever  sighed  to  find,  and  never  found." 

"  Oh,  la  naive  enfant/  "  cried  the  Count ;  **  comme  son 
imaginaiion  s'  Sgare  en  rives  enchanUs.  And  to  think 
that,  while  you  talk  like  an  Arcadian,  you  are  dressed  like 
a  princess." 

"Ah,  I  forgot  —  the  Austrian  ambassador's.  I  shall 
not  go  to-night.  This  book  unfits  me  for  the  artificial 
world." 

"  Just  as  you  will,  my  sister.  I  shall  go.  I  dislike  the 
man,  and  he  me  ;  but  ceremonies  before  men  I " 

"You  are  going  to  the  Austrian  Embassy  ?  "  said  Ran- 
dal: "I,  too,  shall  be  there.  We  shall  naeet."  And  he 
took  his  leave. 

"  I  like  your  young  friend  prodigiously,"  said  the  Count, 
yawning.  **  I  am  sure  that  he  knows  of  the  lost  birds, 
and  will  stand  to  them  like  a  pointer,  if  I  can  but  make 
it  his  interest  to  do  so.     We  shall  see." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Kandal  arrived  at  the  ambassador's  before  the  Count, 
and  contriyed  to  mix  with  the  joang  noblemen  attached 
to  the  embassy,  and  to  whom  he  was  known.  Standing 
among  these  was  a  young  Austrian,  on  his  travels,  of  verj 
high  birth,  and  wiUi  an  air  of  nobl«  grace  that  suited  the 
ideal  of  the  old  German  chivalry.  Randal  was  presented 
to  him,  and,  after  some  talk  on  general  topics,  observed, 
"  By  the  way.  Prince,  there  is  now  in  London  a  country, 
man  of  yours,  with  whom  you  are,  doubtless,  iaDEiiliarly 
acquainted — the  Count  di  Peschiera.' 

"  He  is  no  countryman  of  mine.  He  is  an  Itafian.  I 
know  him  but  by  sight  and  by  name,''  said  the  Prince, 


"He  is  of  very  ancient  birth,  I  believe." 

''Unquestionably.     His  ancestors  were  gentlemen." 

"And  very  rich." 

"  Indeed  I  I  have  understood  the  contrary.  He  eiQ'oys, 
it  is  true,  a  large  revenue." 

A  young  attaehi,  less  discreet  than  the  Prince,  hisire 
observed,  "  Oh,  Peschiera  I  -*  Poor  fellow,  he  is  too  fond 
of  play  to  be  rich." 

"And  there  is  some  chance  that  the  kinsman  whose 
revenue  he  holds  may  obtain  his  pardon,  and  re-enter  into 
possession  of  his  fortunes  —  so  I  hear,  at  least,"  said 
Randal    artfully.  oig.ed.y Google 
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"I  shall  be  glad  if  it  be  Ixite/'  said  the  Prinee,  with 
decision  ;  "  and  I  speak  the  comtiaon  sentiment  at  Yienna 
That  kinsman  had  a  noble  spirit,  and  was,  I  believe, 
equally  duped  and  betrayed.  Pardon  me,  sir ;  bnt  we 
Aostrians  are  not  so  bad  lEis  we  are  painted.  Have  you 
e?^  met  in  England  the  kinsman  you  speak  of?" 

"  Never,  though  he  is  supposed  to  reside  here ;  and  the 
Count  teUs  me  that  he  has  a  daaghter." 

"  The  CoBut — ^ha  I  I  heard  something  of  a  scheme*— a 
wager  of  that — ^that  Count^s ;— a  daughter  1  Poor  girl  I 
I  hope  she  will  escape  to  pursoit;  for,  no  doubt,  he  pur- 
SHes  her." 

"  Pos^ilify  she  ^ay  already  have  married  an  English- 
nan." 

"I  trust  not,"  said  the  Prince,  serionsly ;  "  that  might 
at  present  be  a  serious  obstacle  to  her  fatdier^s  ^eturn.^* 

"  You  think  so  ?  " 

"  There  cfiUi  be  no  doubt  of  it,"  interposed  the  aMachS, 
with  a  grand  and  positive  air ;  "  unless,  indeed,  the  Eng- 
lishman were  of  a  rank  eqmi  to  her  own." 

Mere  there  was  a  slight,  well-bred  murmur  and  bazz  at 
the  door ;  for  the  Count  di  Peschiera  himself  was  an- 
nounced ;  and  as  he  entered,  his  presence  was  so  strikitag, 
and  his  beauty  so  daazting,  that  whatetver  there  might  be 
to  the  prejudice  of  his  character,  it  seemed  instantly 
efaced  or  forgotten  in  that  irresistible  admiration  which 
It  is  the  prerogative  of  personal  attributes  alone  to  create. 

The  Prince,  wit^  a  slight  curve  of  his  lip  at  the  groups 
4hat  collected  round  the  Count,  turned  to  Randal,  and 
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said,  "  Can  you  tell  me  if  a  distinguished  countryman  of 
yours  is  in  England  —  Lord  L^Estrange?" 

"  No,  Prince  —  he  is  not.     You  know  him  ?  " 

"Well." 

"He  is  acquainted  with  the  Count's  kinsman ;  and 
perhaps  from  him  you  have  learned  to  think  so  highly  of 
that  kinsman  ?  " 

The  Prince  bowed,  and  answered  as  he  moved  away, 
"  When  one  man  of  high  honor  vouches  for  another,  he 
commands  the  belief  of  all." 

"  Certainly,"  soliloquised  Randal,  "  I  must  not  be  pre- 
cipitate. I  was  very  near  falling  into  a  terrible  trap.  If 
I  were  to  marry  the  girl,  and  only,  by  so  doing,  settle 
away  her  inheritance  on  Peschiera  1  —  How  hard  it  is  to 
be  sufficiently  cautious  in  this  world  1 " 

While  thus  meditating,  a  member  of  Parliament  tap- 
ped him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  Melancholy,  Leslie !  I  lay  a  wager  I  guess  your 
thoughts. " 

"  Guess,"  answered  Randal* 

"  You  were  thinking  of  the  place  you  are  so  soon  to 
lose." 

"Soon  to  lose!" 

"  Why,  if  ministers  go  out,  you  could  hardly  keep  it. 
I  suppose." 

This  ominous  and  horrid  member  of  Parliament,  Squire 
Hazeldean's  favorite  county  member.  Sir  John,  was  one 
of  those  legislators  especially  odious  to  officials  —  an  in- 
dependent "large-acred"  member,  who  would  no  more 
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take  office  himself  than  he  would  cut  down  the  oaks  in 
his  park,  and  who  had  no  bowels  of  human  feeling  for 
l^ose  who  had  opposite  tastes  and  less  magnificent  means. 

"  Hem  I "  said  Randal,  rather  surlily.  "  In  the  first 
place,  Sir  John,  ministers  are  not  going  out." 

"  Oh,  yes,  they  will  go.  You  know  I  vote  with  them 
generally,  and  would  willingly  keep  them  in ;  but  they 
are  men  of  honor  and  spirit;  and  if  they  can't  carry 
their  measures,  they  must  resign  ;  otherwise,  by  Jove,  I 
would  turn  round  and  vote  them  out  myself !  '* 

"  I  have  no  doubt  you  would,  Sir  John  ;  you  are  quite 
capable  of  it ;  that  rests  with  you  and  your  constituents. 
But  even  if  ministers  did  go  out,  I  am  but  a  poor 
subaltern  in  a  public  office.  I  am  no  minister  —  why 
should  I  go  out  too  ?  " 

"  Why  ?  Hang  it,  Leslie,  you  are  laughing  at  me.  A 
young  fellow  like  you  could  never  be  mean  enough  to 
stay  in,  under  the  very  men  who  drove  out  your  friend 
Egerton  I " 

"  It  is  not  usual  for  those  in  the  public  offices  to  retire 
with  every  change  of  Government." 

"  Certainly  not ;  but  always  those  who  are  the  re- 
lations of  a  retiring  minister  —  always  those  who  have 
been  regarded  a«  politicians,  and  who  mean  to  enter 
Parliament,  as  of  course  you  will  do  at  the  next  election. 
But  you  know  that  as  well  as  I  do  —  you  who  are  so 
decided  a  politician  —  the  writer  of  that  admirable  pam- 
phlet I  I  should  not  like  to  tell  my  friend  Hazeldean,  who 
das  a  sincere  interest  in  you,  that  you  ever  doubted  on  a 
question  of  honor  as  plain  as  your  A,  8^,izQt"Google 
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"Indeed,  Sir  John,"  said  Randal,  recovering  his 
suavity,  while  he  only  breathed  a  dire  anathema  on  his 
county  member,  ''  I  am  so  new  to  these  things,  that  what 
you  say  never  struck  me  before.  No  doubt  you  must  be 
right;  at  all  events  I  cannot  have  a,  better  guide  and 
adviser  than  Mr.  Egerton  himself." 

Sir  John.  —  No,  certainly  —  perfect  gentleman,  Eger- 
ton I  I  wish  we  could  make  it  up  with  him  and  Hazeldean. 

Randal  (sighing).  —  Ah,  I  wish  we  could  I 

Sir  John. — And  some  chance  of  it  now :  for  the  time 
is  coming  when  all  true  men  of  the  old  school  must  ^ick 
together. 

Randal. — Wisely,  admirably  said,  my  dear  Sir  John. 
But,  pardon  me,  I  must  pay  my  respects  to  the  ambas* 
sad  or. 

Randal  escaped,  and  passing  on,  saw  the  ambassador 
himself  in  the  next  room,  conferring  in  a  corner  with 
Audley  Egerton.  The  ambassador  seemed  very  grave — 
Egerton  calm  and  impenetrable,  as  usual.  Presently  the 
Count  passed  by,  and  the  ambassador  bowed  to  him  very 
stiffly. 

As  Randal,  some  time  later,  was  searching  for  his 
cloak  below,  Audley  Egerton  unexpectedly  joined  him. 

"Ah,  Leslie,"  said  the  minister,  with  more  kindness 
than  usual,  "  if  you  don't  think  the  night  air  too  cold  for 
you,  let  us  walk  home  together.  I  have  sent  away  the 
carriage." 

This  condescension  in  his  patron  was  so  singular,  that 
it  quite  startled  Randal,  and  gave  him  a  presentiment  of 
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some  eviL     When  they  were  in  the  street,  Egerton,  ai  ^r 
a  pause,  began  — 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Leslie,  it  was  my  hope  and  belief  that 
I  had  provided  for  you  at  least  a  competence  ;  and  th  it 
I  might  open  to  yon,  later,  a  career  yet  more  brilliant. 
Hush !  I  don't  doubt  your  gratitude ;  let  me  proceed. 
There  is  a  possible  chance,  after  certain  decisions  that 
the  Government  have  come  to,  that  we  may  be  beaten  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  and  of  course  resign.  I  tell 
you  this  beforehand,  for  I  wish  you  to  have  time  to  con- 
sider what,  in  that  case,  would  be  your  best  course.  My 
power  of  serving  you  may  then  probably  be  ovei.  It 
would,  no  doubt  (seeing  our  close  connection,  aLd  my 
views  with  regard  to  your  future  being  so  well  kncvn) — 
no  doubt,  be  expected  that  you  should  give  up  the  place 
you  hold,  and  follow  my  fortunes  for  good  or  ill.  But  aa 
I  have  no  personal  enemies  with  the  opposite  party — and 
as  I  have  sufiScient  position  in  the  world  to  uphold  and 
sanction  your  choice,  whatever  it  may  be,  if  you  think  it 
more  prudent  to  retain  your  place,  tell  rae  so  openly,  and 
I  think  I  can  contrive  that  you  may  do  it  without  loss  of 
character  and  credit.  In  that  case,  confine  your  am- 
bition merely  to  rising  gradually  in  your  office,  without 
mixing  in  politics.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  you  should 
prefer  to  take  your  chance  of  my  rekirn  to  office,  and  so 
resign  your  present  place  ;  and,  furthermore,  should  com- 
mit yourself  to  a  policy  that  may  then  be  not  only  in 
opposition,  but  unpopular,  I  will  do  my  best  to  introduce 
13* 
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jou  into  parliamentary  life.  I  cannot  say  that  I  advise 
the  latter." 

Randal  felt  as  a  man  feels  after  a  severe  fall  —  he  was 
literally  stunned.     At  length  he  faltered  out  — 

*'  Can  you  think,  sir,  that  I  should  ever  desert  your 
fortunes  —  your  party  —  your  cause  ?  " 

"My  dear  Leslie,"  replied  the  minister,  "you  are  too 
youn^  to  have  committed  yourself  to  any  men  or  to  any 
party,  except,  indeed,  in  that  unlucky  pamphlet.  This 
must  not  be  an  affair  of  sentiment,  but  of  sense  and  re- 
flection. Let  us  say  no  more  on  the  point  now  ;  but  by 
considering  the  pros  and  the  cons,  you  can  better  judge 
what  to  do,  should  the  time  for  option  suddenly  arrive." 

"But  I  hope  that  time  may  not  come." 

"  I  hope  so  too,  and  most  sincerely,"  said  the  minister, 
with  deliberate,  and  genuine  emphasis. 

"  What  could  be  so  bad  for  the  country  ?  "  ejaculated 
Randal.  "  It  does  not  seem  to  me  possible,  in  the  nature 
of  things,  that  you  and  your  party  should  ever  go  out  I  " 

"  And  when  we  are  once  out,  there  will  be  plenty  of 
wiseacres  to  say  it  is  out  of  the  nature  of  things  that  we 
should  ever  come  in  again.     Here  we  are  at  the  door." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Randal  passed  a  sleepless  night ;  but,  indeed,  he  was 
one  of  those  persons  who  neither  need,  nor  are  accustomed 
to,  much  sleep.  However,  towards  morning,  when  dreams 
are  said  to  be  prophetic,  he  fell  into  a  most  delightful 
slumber  —  a  slumber  peopled  by  visions  fitted  to  lure  on, 
through  labyrinths  of  law,  predestined  chancellors,  or 
wreck  upon  the  rocks  of  glory  the  inebriate  souls  of 
youthful  ensigns — dreams  from  which  Rood  Hall  emerged 
crowned  with  the  towers  of  Belvoir  or  Raby,  and  looking 
over  subject  lands  and  manors  wrestled  from  the  nefarious 
usurpation  of  Thornhills  and  Hazeldeans  —  dreams  in 
which  Audley  Egerton's  gold  and  power  —  rooms  in 
Downing  Street,  and  saloons  in  Grosvenor  Square  —  had 
passed  away  to  the  smiling  dreamer,  as  the  empire  of 
Chaldaea  passed  to  Darius  the  Median.  Why  visions  so 
belying  the  gloomy  and  anxious  thoughts  that  preceded 
them  should  visit  the  pillow  of  Randal  Leslie,  surpasses 
my  philosophy  to  conjecture.  He  yielded,  however, 
passively  to  their  spell,  and  was  startled  to  hear  the  clock 
strike  eleven  as  he  descended  the  stairs  to  breakfast 
He  was  vexed  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  for  he  had 
meant  to  have  taken  advantage  of  the  unwonted  softness 
of  Egerton,  and  drawn  therefrom  some  promises  or 
proffers  to  cheer  the  prospects  which  the  minister  had  so 
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chillingly  expanded  before  him  the  preceding  night :  and 
it  was  only  at  breakfast  that  he  usually  found  the  oppor 
tunity  of  private  conference  with  his  busy  patron.  But 
A.adley  Egerton  would  be  sure  to  have  sallied  forth  — 
and  so  he  had  —  only  Kandal  was  surprised  to  hear  that 
he  had  gone  out  in  his  carriage,  instead  of  on.  foot,  as 
lyas  his  habit.  Bandal  soon  despatched  his  solitary 
meal,  and  with  a  new  and  sudden  affection  lor  his  office, 
thitherwards  bent  his  way.  As  he  passed  through  Picca- 
dilly, he  beard  behind  a  voice  that  had  lately  becorae 
familiar  to  Mm,  and  turning  round,  saw  Baron  Levy 
walking  side  by  side,  though  not  arm*in^arm,  with  a 
gentleman  almost  as  smart  as  himself,  but  with  a  jauntier 
step  and  a  brisker  air  —  a  step  that,  like  Dxomed's  as  de- 
scribed by  Sh&kspeare  — 

"Rises  on  the  toe;  —  that  spirit  of  his 
la  aspiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth." 

Indeed,  one  may  judge  of  the  spirits  and  disposition  of  a 
man  by  his  ordinary  gait  and  mien  in  walking.  He  who 
habitually  pursues  abstract  thought,  looks  down  on  the 
ground.  He  who  is  accustomed  to  sudden  impulse,  or 
is  trying  to  seize  upon  some  necessary  recoUeetion,  looks 
up  with  a  kind  of  jerk.  He  who  is  a  steady,  cautious, 
merely  practical  man,  walks  on  deliberately,  his  eyes 
straight  before  him ;  and  even  in  his  most  musing  moods, 
observes  things  around  sufficiently  to  avoid  a  porter's 
knot  or  a  butcher's  tray.  But  the  man  with  strong 
ganglion^ — of  pushing,  lively  temperament,  who,  though 
practical,  is  yet  speculative — the  man  who  is  emulous 
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and  actjyc,  and  ever  trying  to  rise  in  life  —  sanguine, 
alert,  bold  —  walks  with  a  spring  —  looks  rather  above 
the  heads  of  his  fellow-passengers  —  but  with  a  quick, 
easj  turn  of  his  own,  which  is  lightly  set  on  his  shoulders ; 
h^  month  is  a  little  open  —  his  eye  is  bright,  rather  rest- 
less, but  penetrative — his  port  has  something  of  defiance 
—  his  form  is  erect,  but  without  stiffness.  Such  was  the 
i^spearanoe  of  the  Baron's  companion.  And  as  Randal 
turned  round  at  Levy's  voice,  the  Baron  said  to  his  com- 
panion, "  A  young  man  in  the  first  circles  —  you  should 
book  him  for  your  fair  lady's  parties.  How  d'ye  do, 
Mr.  Ledie  ?  Let  me  introduce  you  to  Mr.  Richard 
AveneL"  Then,  as  he  hooked  his  arm  into  Randal's,  he 
whispered,  *'Man  of  first-rate  talent  —  monstrous  rich  — 
has  two  or  three  parliamentary  seats  in  his  pocket  —  wife 
g^ves  parties — her  foible," 

"Proud  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir,"  said  Mr. 
Aven^,  lifting  his  hat.     "Fine  day." 

"Rather  cold  too,"  said   Leslie,  who,  like  all  thin 
persons  with  weak  digestions,  was  chilly  by  temperament  ;- 
besides,  he  had  enough  on  his  mind  to  chill  his  body. 

"So  much  the  healthier  —  braces  the  nerves,"  said 
Mr.  Avenel ;  "but  you  young  fellows  relax  the  system  by 
hot  rooms  and  late  hours.  Fond  of  dancing  of  course, 
sir?"  Then,  without  waiting  for  Randal's  negative, 
Mr.  Richard  continued  rapidly,  "Mrs.  Avenel  has  a 
sairie  daneante  on  Thursday  —  shall  be  very  happy  to 
see  you  in  Eaton  Square.  Stop,  I  have  a  card ;  "  and  he 
irew  out  a  doaen  large  invitation  cards,  from  which  he 
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Eelecled  u/ie,  and  presented  it  to  Randal.  The  Baron 
pressed  thut  young  gentleman's  arm,  and  Randal  replied 
courteously  that  it  would  give  him  great  pleasure  to  be 
introduced  to  Mrs.  Avenel.  Then,  as  he  was  not  desirous 
to  be  seen  under  the  wing  of  Baron  Levy,  like  a  pigeon 
under  that  of  a  hawk,  he  gently  extricated  himself,  and 
pleading  great  haste,  walked  quickly  on  towards  his  office. 
"  That  young  man  will  make  a  figure  some  day,"  said 
the  Baron.  *•  I  don't  know  any  one  of  his  age  with  so 
few  prejudices.  He  is  a  connection  by  marriage  to 
Audley  Egerton,  who " 


"Audley  Egerton  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Avenel ;  *'a 
haughty,  aristocratic,  disagreeable,  ungrateful  fellow  1 " 

"  Why,  what  do  you  know  of  him  ? " 

"  He  owed  his  first  scat  in  Parliament  to  the  votes  of 
two  near  relations  of  mine,  and  when  I  called  upon  him 
some  time  ago,  in  his  office,  he  absolutely  ordered  me 
out  of  the  room.  Hang  his  impertinence  ;  if  ever. I  can 
pay  him  off,  I  guess  I  shan't  fail  for  want  of  good  will ! " 
-  "  Ordered  you  out  of  the  room  ?  That's  not  like 
Egerton,  who  is  so  civil,  if  formal  —  at  least  to  most  men. 
You  must  have  offended  him  in  his  weak  point." 

"A  man  whom  the  public  pays  so  handsomely  should  > 
have  no  weak  point.     What  is  Egerton'sf" 

**  Oh,  he  values  himself  on  being  a  thorough  gentleman 
—  a  man  of  the  nicest  honor,"  said  Levy,  with  a  sneer 
"  You  must  have  ruffled  his  plumes  there.     How  was  it  ?  " 

"1  forget,"  answered  Mr.  Avenel,  who  was  for  too 
well  versed  in  the  London  scale  of  human  dignities  sioce 
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his  marriage,  not  to  look  back  with  a  blush  at  his  desire 
of  knighthood.  "  No  use  bothering  our  heads  now  about 
the  plumes  of  an  arroj^ant  popinjay.  To  return  to  the 
subject  we  were  discussing.  You  must  be  sure  to  let  me 
hare  this  money  next  week." 

"Rely  on  it." 

"And  you'll  not  let  my  bills  get  into  the  market ;  keep 
them  under  lock  and  key." 

"  So  we  agreed." 

"It  is  but  a  temporary  difficulty  —  royal  mourning, 
snch  nonsense  —  panic  in  trade,  lest  these  precious  minis- 
ters go  otit.     I  shall  soon  float  over  the  troubled  waters." 

"  By  the  help  of  a  paper  boat,"  said  the  Baron,  laugh- 
ing ;   and  the  two  gentlemen  shook  hands  and  parted. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Meanwhile  Audley  Egerton's  carriage  had  deposited 
him  at  the  door  of  Lord  Lansmere's  house,  at  Knights- 
bridge.  He  asked  for  the  Countess,  and  was  shown  into 
the  drawing-room,  which  was  deserted.  Egerton  was 
paler  than  usual ;  and  as  the  door  opened,  he  wiped  the 
unwonted  moisture  from  his  forehead,  and  there  was  a 
quiver  on  his  firm  lip.  The  Countess  too,  on  entering, 
showed  an  emotion  almost  equally  unusual  to  her  self- 
control.  She  pressed  Audley's  hand  in  silence,  and  seat- 
ing herself  by  his  side,  seemed  to  collect  her  thoughts. 
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"It  is  rarely  indeed  that  we  meet,  Mr.  Egerton,  in 
spite  of  your  intimacy  with  Lansmere  and  Harley.  I  go 
so  little  into  your  world,  and  you  will  not  voluntarily 
come  to  me." 

"  Madam,"  replied  Egerton,  "  I  might  evade  your  kind 
reproach  by  stating  that  my  hours  are  not  at  my  disposal ; 
but  I  answer  you  with  plain  truth,  —  it  must  be  painful 
to  both  of  us  to  meet." 

The  Countess  colored  and  sighed,  but  did  not  dispute 
the  assertion. 

Audley  resumed.  "And  therefore,  I  presume  that^  in 
sending  for  me,  you  have  something  of  moment  to  com- 
municate ?  " 

"It  relates  to  Harley,"  said  the  Countess,  as  if  la 
apology;  "and  I  would  take  your  advice." 

"To  Harley  I     Speak  on,  I  beseech  you." 

"  My  son  has  probably  told  you  that  he  has  educated 
and  reared  a  young  girl,  with  the  intention  to  make  her 
Lady  L'Estrange,  and  hereafter  Countess  of  Lansmere." 

"  Harley  has  no  secrets  from  me,"  said  Egerton,  mourn- 
fully. 

"  This  young  lady  has  arrived  in  England  —  is  here  — 
in  this  house." 

"And  Harley  too?" 

"  No,  she  came  over  with  Lady  N and  her  daugh- 
ters. Harley  was  to  follow  shortly,  and  I  expect  him 
daily.  Here  is  his  letter.  Observe,  he  has  never  yet 
communicated  his  intentions  to  this  young  person,  now  in- 
trusted to  my  care  —  never  spoken  to  her  as  the  lover  " 
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Egerton  took  the  letter  and  read  it  rapidlj,  thoagh 
with  attentioD. 

"  Ti'ue,"  said  he,  aa  he  returned  the  letter :  "  and  before 
be  does  so,  he  wishes  700  to  see  Miss  Digbj  and  to  judge 
of  her  yourself —  wishes  to  know  if  you  will  approve  and 
sanction  his  choice." 

"  It  is  OQ  this  that  I  would  consult  you  —  a  girl  with- 
out rank ;  —  the  &ther,  it  is  true,  a  gentleman,  though 
almost  equivocally  one, — but  the  mother,  I  know  not 
what.  And  Harley,  for  whom  I  hoped  an  alUance  with 
tbe  first  houses  in  England  I "  The  Countess  pressed  her 
hands  convulsively  together. 

Egerton.  —  He  is  no  more  a  boy.  His  talents  have 
been  wasted  —  his  life  a  wanderer's.  He  presents  to  you 
a  chance  of  resettling  his  mind,  of  re-arousing  his  native 
powers,  of  a  home  beside  your  own.  Lady  Lansmere, 
you  cannot  hesitate  I 

Li^DT  Lansmere.  —  I  do,  I  do !  After  aU  that  I  have 
hoped,  after  all  that  I  did  to  prevent 

Egerton  (interrupting  her).  —  You  owe  him  now  an 
atonement ;  that  is  in  your  power  —  it  is  not  in  mine. 

The  Countess  again  pressed  Audley's  hand,  and  the 
tears  gushed  from  her  eyes. 

"  It  shall  be  so.  I  consent  —  I  consent.  I  will  silence, 
I  wiil  crush  back  this  proud  heart.  Alas  I  it  well-nigh 
broke  his  own  I  I  am  glad  you  speak  thus.  I  like  to 
think  he  owes  my  consent  to  you.  In  that  there  is  atone- 
ment for  both." 

in.— 14 
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"You  are  too  generous,  madam,"  said  Bgerton,  evi- 
dently moved,  though  still,  as  ever,  striving  to  repress 
emotion.  "And  now  may  I  see  the  young  lady  1 .  This 
conference  pains  me ;  you  see  even  my  strong  nerves 
quiver ;  and  at  this  time  I  have  much  to  go  through  — 
need  all  my  strengh  and  firmness." 

"I  hear,  indeed,  that  the  Government  will  probably 
retire.  But  it  is  with  honor :  it  will  be  soon  called  back 
by  the  voice  of  the  nation." 

"  Let  me  see  the  future  wife  of  Harley  L'Estrange,'' 
said  Bgerton,  without  heed  of  this  consolatory  exclama- 
tion 

The  Countess  rose  and  left  the  room.  In  a  few  minutes 
she  returned  with  Helen  Digby. 

Helen  was  wondrously  improved  from  the  pale,  delicat<* 
child,  with  the  soft  smile  and  intelligent  eyes,  who  ha<? 
sate  by  the  side  of  Leonard  in  his  garret.  She  was  about 
the  middle  height,  still  slight,  but  beautifully  formed; 
that  exquisite  roundness  of  proportion  which  conveys  so 
well  the  idea  of  woman,  in  its  undulating  pliant  grace  — 
formed  to  embellish  life,  and  soften  away  its  rude  angles 
—  formed  to  embellish,  not  to  protect.  Her  face  might 
not  have  satisfied  the  critical  eye  of  an  artist — it  was  not 
without  defects  in  regularity ;  but  its  expression  was  emi- 
nently gentle  and  prepossessing  ;  and  there  were  few  who 
would  not  have  exclaimed,  "  What  a  lovely  countenance ! " 
The  mildness  of  her  brow  was  touched  with  melancholy — 
her  childhood  had  left  its  traces  on  her  youth.  Her  step 
was  slow,  and  her  manner  shy,  subdued,  and  timid. 
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Audley  gazed  on  her  with  earnestness  as  she  approached 
him;  and  then  coming  forward,  took  her  hand  and 
kissed  it. 

"I  am  your  guardian's  constant  friend,"  said  he,  and 
he  drew  her  gently  to  a  seat  beside  him,  in  the  recess  of 
a  window.  With  a  quick  glance  of  his  eye  towards  the 
Countess,  he  seemed  to  imply  the  wish  to  converse  with 
Helen  somewhat  apart.  So  the  Countess  interpreted  the 
glance ;  and  though  she  remained  in  the  room,  she  seated 
herself  at  a  distance,  and  bent  over  a  book. 

it  was  touching  to  see  how  the  austere  man  of  business 
lent  himself  to  draw  forth  the  mind  of  this  quiet,  shrink- 
ing girlj  and  if  you  had  listened,  you  would  have  com- 
prehended how  he  came  to  possess  such  social  influence, 
and  how  well,  some  time  or  other  in  the  course  of  his  life, 
he  had  learned  to  adapt  himself  to  women. 

He  spoke  first  of  Harley  L'Estrange  —  spoke  with  tact 
and  delicacy.  H^len  at  first  answered  by  monosyllables, 
and  then,  by  degrees,  with  grateful  and  open  affection. 
Audley 's  brow  grew  shaded.  He  then  spoke  of  Italy, 
and  though  no  man  had  less  of  the  poet  in  his  nature, 
yet,  with  the  dexterity  of  one  long  versed  iu  the  world, 
and  who  has  been  accustomed  to  extract  evidences  from 
characters  most  opposed  to  his  own,  he  suggested  such 
topics  as  might  serve  to  arouse  poetry  in  others.  Helen's 
replies  betrayed  a  cultivated  taste,  and  a  charming  wo- 
manly mind ;  but  they  betrayed,  also,  one  accustomed  to 
^ke  its  colorings  from  another's — to  appreciate,  admire, 
revere   the   Lofty  -axuf  the  Beautiful,  but  humbly  and 
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meekly.  There  was  no  vivid  enthusiasm,  no  remark  of 
striking  originality,  no  flash  of  the  self-kindling,  creative 
faculty.  Lastly,  Egerton  turned  to  England  —  to  the 
critical  nature  of  the  times  — to  the  claims  which  the 
country  possessed  upon  all  who  had  the  ability  to  serve 
and  guide  its  troubled  destinies.  He  enlarged  warmly 
on  Barley's  natural  talents,  and  rejoiced  that  he  had 
returned  to  England,  perhaps  to  cpmmence  some  gte^i 
career.  Helen  looked  surprised,  but  her  face  caught  no 
correspondent  glow  from  Audley's  eloquence.  He  rose, 
and  an  expression  of  disappointment  passed  over  bis 
grave,  handsome  features,  and  as  quickly  vanished. 

"Adieu  I  my  dear  Miss  Digby ;  I  fear  I  have  wearied 
you,  especially  with  my  politics.  Adieu,  Lady  Lalismere ; 
no  doubt  I  shall  see  Harley  as  soon  as  he  retanis." 

Then  he  hastened  from  the  room,  gained  his  carriage, 
and  ordered  the  coachman  to  drive  to  Downing  Street. 
He  drew  down  the  blinds,  and  leant  back.  A  certain 
languor  became  visible  in  his  face,  and  once  or  twice  he 
mechanically  put  his  hand  to  his  heart. 

"  She  is  good,  amiable,  docile  —  will  make  an  excellent 
wife,  no  doubt,"  said  he,  murmuringly.  "But  does  she 
love  Harley  as  he  has  dreamed  of  love  ?  No  1  Has  she 
the  power  and  energy  to  arouse  bis  faculties,  and  restore 
to  the  world  the  Harley  of  oM  ?  No  I  Meant  by  Heaven 
to  be  the  shadow  of  another's  sun  —  not  herself  the  sun 
—  this  child  is  not  the  one  who  can  atone  for  the  Paat 
and  illume  the  Future." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

That  evening  Harley  L'Estrange  arrired  at  his  father's 
house.  The  few  years  that  had  passed  since  we  saw  him 
last  had  made  no  perceptible  change  in  his  appearance. 
He  still  preserved  his  elastic  youthfulness  of  form,  and 
singular  variety  and  play  of  countenance.  He  seemed 
unaffectedly  rejoiced  to  greet  his  parents,  and  had  some- 
thing of  the  gaiety  and  the  tenderness  of  a  boy  returned 
from  school.  His  manner  to  Helen  bespoke  the  chivalry 
that  pervaded  all  liie  complexities  and  curves  of  his  cha- 
racter. It  was  affectionate,  bat  respectful  Hers  to  him, 
subdued — ^but  innocently  sweet  and  gently  cordial.  Har- 
ley was  the  chief  talker.  The  aspect  of  the  times  was  so 
critical,  that  he  could  not  avoid  questions  on  politics ; 
and,  indeed,  he  showed  an  interest  in  them  which  he  had 
never  evinced  before.     Lord  Lansmere  was  delighted. 

"  Why,  Harley,  you  love  your  country,  after  all  ? '' 

**The  moment  she  seems  in  danger  —  yes  I"  replied 
the  Patrician ;  and  the  Sybarite  seemed  to  rise  into  the 
Athenian. 

Then  he  asked  with  eagerness  about  his  old  friend, 
Audley  ;  and,  his  curiosity  satisfied  there,  he  inquired  the 
last  literary  news.  He  had  heard  much  of  a  book  latelj 
published.  He  named  the  one  ascribed  by  Parson  Dale 
to  Professor  Moss :  none  of  his  listeners  had  read  it. 
14*  II.   L  n         \ 
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Harley  pished  at  this,  and  accused  them  all  of  indo- 
lence and  stupidity,  in  his  own  quaint,  metaphorical  style. 
Then  he  said  —  "And  town  gossip  ?  " 

"We  never  hear  it,"  said  Lady  Lansmere. 

"  There  is  a  new  plough  much  talked  of  at  Boodle's," 
said  Lord  Lansmere. 

"  God  speed  it.  But  is  there  not  a  new  man  much 
talked  of  at  Whitens  ?  " 

"I  don't  belong  to  White's." 

"  Nevertheless,  you  may  have  heard  of  him — a  foreigner, 
a  Count  di  Peschiera." 

"  Yes,"  said  Lord  Lansmere  ;  "  he  was  pointed  out  to 
me  in  the  Park  —  a  handsome  man  for  a  foreigner;  wears 
his  hair  properly  cut;  looks  gentlemanlike  and  English." 

"Ah,  ah  I  He  is  here  then  I  "  And  Harley  rnbl  ed  his 
hands. 

"  Which  road  did  you  take  ?  did  you  pass  l^e  Simplon  ?  " 

"No;  I  came  straight  from  Yienna." 

Then,  relating  with  lively  vein  his  adventures  by  the 
way,  he  continued  to  delight  Lord  Lansmere  by  his  gaiety 
till  the  time  came  to  retire  to  rest.  As  soon  as  Harley 
was  in  his  own  room,  his  mother  joined  him. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "I  need  not  ask  if  you  like  Miss 
Digby  ?     Who  would  not  ?  " 

"  Harley,  my  own  son,"  said  the  mother,  bursting  into 
tears,  "be  happy  your  own  way;  only  be  happy,  that  is 
all  I  ask." 

Harley,  much  affected,  replied  gratefully  and  soothingly 
to  this  fond  injunction.     And  then  gradually  leading  liis 
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mother  on  to  converse  of  Helen,  asked  abruptly — "And 
of  the  chance  of  our  happiness  —  her  happiness  as  well  as 
mine — what  is  your  opinion?     Speak  frankly." 

'*Ofher  happiness  there  can  be  no  doubt,"  replied  the 
mother,  proudly.  "  Of  yours,  how  can  you  ask  me  ?  Have 
you  not  decided  on  that  yourself?" 

"  But  still  it  cheers  and  encourages  one  in  any  experi- 
ment, however  well  considered,  to  hear  the  approval  of 
another.     Helen  has  certainly  a  most  gentle  temper." 

"I  should  conjecture  so.     But  her  mind " 

"Is  very  well  stored." 

"She  speaks  so  little " 

"  Yes.    I  wonder  why  ?   She's  surely  a  woman  I " 

"  Pshaw,"  said  the  Countess,  smiling  in  spite  of  herself 
"But  tell  me  more  of  the  process  of  your  experiment. 
You  took  her  as  a  child,  and  resolved  to  train  her  accord- 
ing to  your  own  ideal.     Was  that  easy  ? " 

"  It  seemed  so.  I  desired  to  instil  habits  of  truth  :  she 
was  already  by  nature  truthful  as  the  day ;  a  taste  for 
nature  and  all  things  natural  —  that  seemed  inborn  ;  per- 
ceptions of  Art  as  the  interpreter  of  Nature  — those  were 
more  difficult  to  teach.  I  think  they  may  come.  You  have 
heard  her  play  and  sing  ? " 

"No." 

"  She  will  surprise  you.  She  has  less  talent  for  draw- 
ing; still,  all  that  teaching  could  do  has  been  done  —  in 
a  word,  she  is  accomplished.  Temper,  heart,  mind — these 
are  all  excellent."  Harley  stopped  and  suppressed  a  sigh 
"Certainly  I  ought  to  be  very  happy,"  said  he ;  and  ho 
began  to  wind  up  his  watch.  Digitized  by  Google 
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"  Of  course  slie  must  love  you  ? "  said  the  Countess, 
after  a  pause.     "  How  could  she  fail  ?  " 

"  Love  me  I  My  dear  mother,  that  is  the  very  question 
I  shall  have  to  ask." 

*'Ask  I  Love  is  discovered  by  a  glance ;  it  has  no  need 
)f  asking." 

*'  I  have  never  discovered  it,  then,  I  assure  you.  The 
fact  is,  that  before  her  childhood  was  passed,  I  removed 
her,  as  you  may  suppose,  from  my  roof.  She  resided  with 
an  Italian  family,  near  my  usual  abode.  I  visited  her 
often,  directed  her  studies,  watched  her  improvement " 

"And  fell  in  love  with  her  ?  " 

"  Fall  is  such  a  very  violent  word.  No  ;  I  don't  re* 
member  to  have  had  a  fall.  It  was  all  a  smooth  inclined 
plane  from  the  first  step,  until  at  last  I  said  to  myself, 
*  Harley  L'Estrange,  thy  time  has  come.  The  bud  has 
blossomed  into  flower.  Take  it  to  thy  breast.'  And 
myself  replied  to  myself,  meekly,  'So  be  it.'     Then  I 

found  that  Lady  N ,  with  her  daughters,  was  coming 

to  England.  I  asked  her  ladyship  to  take  my  ward  to 
your  house.  I  wrote  to  you,  and  prayed  your  assent; 
and,  that  granted,  I  knew  you  would  obtain  my  father's. 
I  am  here  —  you  give  me  the  approval  I  sought  for.  I 
will  speak  to  Helen  to-morrow.  Perhaps,  after  all,  she 
may  reject  me." 

*'  Strange,  strange — you  speak  thus  coldly,  thus  lightly  ; 
you,  so  capable  of  ardent  love  I " 

"  Mother,"  said  Harley,  earnestly,  "be  satisfied  I  Jam  I 
Love,  as  of  old,  I  feel,  alas  I  too  well,  can  visit  me  never 
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more.  But  geatle  companionship,  tender  friendship,  the 
relief  and  the  sunlight  of  woman's  smile  —  hereafter  the 
voices  of  children  —  music  that,  striking  on  the  hearts  of 
both  parents,  weakens  the  most  lasting  and  the  purest  of 
all  sympathies :  these  are  my  hope.  Is  the  hope  so  mean, 
my  fond  mother  ?  " 

Again  the  Countess  wept,  and  her  tears  were  not  dried 
when  she  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

Oh  I  Helen,  ftiir  Helen  —  type  of  the  quiet,  serene, 
unnoticed,  deep-felt  excellence  of  woman.  Woman,  less 
as  the  ideal  that  a  poet  conjures  from  the  air,  than  as  the 
companion  of  a  poet  on  the  earth  I  Woman,  who,  with 
her  clear  sunny  vision  of  things  actual,  and  the  exquisite 
fibre  of  her  delicate  sense,  supplies  the  deficifencies  of  him 
whose  foot  stumbles  on  the  soil,  because  his  eye  is  too  in- 
tent upon  the  stars  I  Woman,  the  provident,  the  comfort- 
ing —  angel  whose  pinions  are  folded  ixwind  the  heart, 
guarding  there  a  divine  spring  unmavred  by  the  winter 
of  the  world  I  Helen,  soft  Helen,  is  it  indeed  in  thee 
that  the  wild  and  brilliant  "lord  of  wantonness  and  ease" 
is  to  find  the  regeneration  of  his  life  —  the  re-baptisra  of 
his  soul  ?  Of  what  avail  thy  meek  prudent  household 
virtues  to  one  whom  Fortune  screens  from  rough  trial  ? 
—  whose  sorrows  lie  remote  from  thy  ken  ? — whose  spirit. 
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erratic  and  perturbed,  now  rising,  now  falling,  needs  a 
vision  more  subtle  than  thine  to  pursue,  and  a  strength 
that  can  sustain  the  reason,  when  it  droops,  on  the  wings 
of  enthusiasm  and  passion  ? 

And  thou,  thyself,  O  Nature,  shrinking  .and  humble, 
that  needest  to  be  courted  forth  from  the  shelter,  and  de- 
veloped under  the  calm  and  genial  atmosphere  of  Holy, 
happy  love  —  can  such  affection  as  Harley  L'Estrange 
may  proffer  suffice  to  thee  ?  Will  not  the  blossoms,  yet 
folded  in  the  petal,  wither  away  beneath  the  shade  that 
may  protect  them  from  the  storm,  and  yet  shut  them  from 
the  sun  ?  Thou  who,  where  thou  givest  love,  seekest, 
though  meekly,  for  love  in  return,  to  be  the  souPs  sweet 
necessity  ;  the  life's  household  partner  to  him  who  receives 
all  thy  faith  and  devotion  —  canst  thou  influence  the 
sources  of  joy  and  of  sorrow  in  the  heart  that  does  not 
heave  at  thy  name  ?  Hast  thou  the  charm  and  the  force 
of  the  moon,  that  the  tides  of  that  wayward  sea  shall  ebb 
and  flow  at  thy  will  ?  Yet  who  shall  say  —  who  conjec- 
ture how  near  two  hearts  can  become,  when  no  guilt  lies 
between  them,  and  time  brings  the  ties  all  its  own  ? 
Rarest  of  all  things  on  earth  is  the  union  in  which  both, 
by  their  contrasts,  make  harmonious  their  blending  ;  each 
supplying  the  defects  of  the  helpmate,  and  completing, 
by  fusion,  one  strong  human  soul !  Happiness  enough, 
where  even  Peace  does  but  seldom  preside,  when  each 
can  bring  to  the  altar,  if  not  the  flame,  still  the  incense. 
Where  man's  thoughts  are  all  noble  and  generous,  wo* 
man's  feelings  all  gentle  and  pure,  love  may  follow,  if  it 
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does  not  precede ;  —  and  if  not,  — if  the  roses  be  missed 
from  the  garland,  one  may  sigh  for  the  rose,  but  one  is 
safe  from  the  thorn. 

The  morning  was  mild,  yet  somewhat  overcast  by  the 
mist  which  announces  coming  winter  in  London,  and 
Helen  walked  musingly  beneath  the  trees  that  surrounded 
the  garden  of  Lord  Lansmere's  house.  Many  leaves 
were  yet  left  on  the  boughs;  but  they  were  sere  and 
withered.  And  the  birds  chirped  at  times;  but  their 
note  was  mournful  and  complaining.  All  within  this 
house,  until  Harley's  arrival,  had  been  strange  and  sad- 
dening to  Helen's  timid  and  subdued  spirits.  Lady 
Lansmere  had  received  her  kindly,  but  with  a  certain 
restraint;  and  the  loftiness  of  manner,  common  to  the 
Countess  with  all  but  Harley,  had  awed  and  chilled  the 
diffident  orphan.  Lady  Lansmere's  very  interest  in 
Harley 's  choice  —  her  attempts  to  draw  Helen  out  of  her 
reserve  —  her  watchful  eyes  whenever  Helen  shyly  spoke, 
or  shyly  moved,  frightened  the  poor  child,  and  made  her 
unjust  to  herself. 

The  very  servants,  though  staid,  grave,  and  respectful, 
as  suited  a  dignified,  old-fashioned  household,  painfully 
contrasted  the  bright  welcoming  smiles  and  free  talk  of 
Italian  domestics.  Her  recollections  of  the  happy  warm 
Continental  manner,  which  so  sets  the  bashful  at  their 
ease,  made  the  stately  and  cold  precision  of  all  around 
her  doubly  awful  and  dispiriting.  Lord  Lansmere  him- 
self, who  did  not  as  yet  know  the  views  of  Harley,  and 
little  dreamed  that  he  was  to  anticipate  a  daughter-in-law 
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ill  the  ward,  whom  he  understood  Harley,  in  a  freak  of 
generous  romance,  had  adopted,  was  familiar  and  courte- 
ous, as  became  a  host.  But  he  looked  upon  Helen  as  a 
mere  child,  and  naturally  left  her  to  the  Countess.  The 
dim  sense  of  her  equivocal  position  —  of  her  comparative 
humbleness  of  birth  and  fortunes,  oppressed  and  pained 
her ;  and  even  her  gratitude  to  Harley  was  made  burthen- 
some  by  a  sentiment  of  helplessness.  The  grateful  long 
to  requite.     And  what  could  she  ever  do  for  him  ? 

Thus  musing,  she  wandered  alone  through  the  curving 
walks  ;  and  this  sort  of  mock  country  landscape  —  Lon- 
don loud,  and  even  visible,  beyond  the  high  gloomy  walls, 
and  no  escape  from  the  windows  of  the  square  formal 
house  —  seemed  a  type  of  the  prison  bounds  of  Rank  to 
one  whose  soul  yearns  for  simple  loving  Nature. 

Helen's  reverie  was  interrupted  by  Nero's  joyous  bark. 
He  had  caught  sight  of  her,  and  came  bounding  up,  and 
thrust  his  large  head  into  her  hand.  As  she  stooped  to 
caress  the  dog,  happy  at  his  honest  greeting,  and  tears 
that  had  been  long  gathering  to  the  lids  fell  silently  on 
his  face,  (for  I  know  nothing  that  more  moves  us  to  tears 
than  the  hearty  kindness  of  a  dog,  when  something  in 
human  beings  has  pained  or  chilled  us,)  she  heard  behind 
the  musical  voice  of  Harley.  Hastily  she  dried  or  re- 
pressed her  tears,  as  her  guardian  came  up,  and  drew  her 
arm  within  his  own. 

"  I  had  so  little  of  your  conversation  last  evening,  my 
dear  ward,  that  I  may  well  moaopolise  you  now,  even  to 
the  privation  of  Nero.  And  so  you  are  once  more  \l 
your  native  land  ?  "  ,^^,^^,  by  Google 
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Helen  sighed  softly. 

"  May  I  not  hope  that  you  return  under  fairer  auspice* 
than  those  which  your  childhood  knew  ?  " 

Helen  turned  her  eyes  with  ingenuous  thankfulness  to 
her  guardian,  and  the  memory  of  all  she  owed  to  him 
rushed  upon  her  heart. 

Harley  renewed,  and  with  earnest,  though  melancholy 
sweetness  —  "Helen,  your  eyes  thank  me;  but  hear  me 
before  your  words  do.  I  deserve  no  thanks.  I  am  about 
to  make  to  you  a  strange  confession  of  egotism  and 
selfishness." 

"  You  !  —  oh,  impossible  1 " 

"Judge  yourself,  and  then  decide  which  of  us  shall 
have  cause  to  be  grateful.  Helen,  when  I  was  scarcely 
your  age  —  a  boy  in  years,  but  more,  methinks,  a  man  at 
heart,  with  man's  strong  energies  and  sublime  aspirings, 
than  I  have  ever  since  been  —  I  loved,  and  deeply " 

He  paused  a  moment,  in  evident  struggle.  Helen 
listened  in  mute  surprise,  but  his  emotion  awakened  her 
own  ;  her  tender  woman's  heart  yearned  to  console.  Un- 
consciously her  arm  rested  on  his  less  lightly. 

"  Deeply  and  for  sorrow.  It  is  a  long  tale,  that  may 
be  told  hereafter.  The  worldly  would  call  ray  love  a 
madness.  I  did  not  reason  on  it  then  —  I  cannot  reason 
on  it  now.  Enough  :  death  smote  suddenly,  terribly,  and 
to  me  mysteriously,  her  whom  I  loved.  The  love  lived 
on. ,  Fortunately,  perhaps  for  me,  I  had  quick  distraction, 
not  to  grief,  but  to  its  inert  indulgence.  I  was  a  soldier ; 
I  joined  our  armies.     Men  called  me  brave.     Flattery  I 
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I  was  a  coward  before  the  thought  of  life.  1  sought 
death  :  like  sleep  it  does  not  come  at  our  call.  Peace 
ensued.  As  when  the  winds  fall,  the  sails  droop  —  so 
when  excitement  ceased,  all  seemed  to  me  flat  and  object- 
less. Heavy,  heavy  was  my  heart.  Perhaps  grief  had 
been  less  obstinate,  but  that  I  feared  I  had  cause  for 
self-reproach.  Since  then  I  have  been  a  wanderer  —  a 
self-made  exile.  My  boyhood  had  been  ambitious  —  all 
ambition  ceased.  Flames,  when  they  reach  the  core  of 
the  heart,  spread,  and  leave  all  in  ashes.  Let  me  be 
brief:  I  did  not  mean  thus  weakly  to  complain  —  I  to 
whom  Heaven  has  given  so  many  blessings  I  I  felt,  as  it 
were,  separated  from  the  common  objects  and  joys  of 
men.  I  grew  startled  to  see  how,  year  by  year,  wayward 
humors  possessed  me.  I  resolved  again  to  attach  myself 
to  some  living  heart  —  it  was  my  sole  chance  to  rekindle 
my  own.  But  the  one  I  had  loved  remained  as  my  type 
of  woman,  and  she  was  different  frc^m  all  I  saw.  There- 
fore I  said  to  myself,  '  I  will  rear  from  childhood  some 
young  fresh  life,  to  grow  up  into  my  ideal.'  As  this 
thought  began  to  haunt  me,  I  chanced  to  discover  you. 
Struck  with  the  romance  of  your  early  life,  touched  by 
your  courage,  charmed  by  your  affectionate  nature,  I  said 
to  myself,  *  Here  is  what  I  seek.'  Helen,  in  assuming  the 
guardianship  of  your  life,  in  all  the  culture  which  I  have 
sought  to  bestow  on  your  docile  childhood,  I  repeat,  that 
I  have  been  but  the  egotist.  And  now,  when  you  Jiave 
reached  that  age,  when  it  becomes  me  to  speak,  and  you 
to  listen  —  now,  when  you  are  under  the  sacred  roof  of 
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my  own  mother  —  dow  I  ask  you,  can  you  accept  thia 
heart,  such  as  wasted  years,  and  griefs  too  fondly  nursed, 
have  left  it  ?  Can  you  be,  at  least,  my  comforter  ?  Can 
you  aid  me  to  regard  life  as  a  duty,  and  recover  those 
aspirations  which  once  soared  from  the  paltry  and  misera- 
ble confines  of  our  frivolous  daily  being  ?  Helen,  here  I 
ask  you,  can  you  be  all  this,  and  under  the  name  of — 
Wife  ?  " 

It  would  be  in  vain  to  describe  the  rapid,  varying,  in- 
definable emotions  that  passed  through  the  inexperienced 
heart  of  the  youthful  listener,  as  Hariey  thus  spoke.  He 
80  moved  all  the  springs  of  amaze,  compassion,  tender 
respect,  sympathy,  child-like  gratitude,  that  when  he 
paused  and  gently  took  her  hand,  she  remained  bewil- 
dered, speechless,  overpowered.  Hariey  smiled  as  he 
gazed  upon  her  blushing,  downcast,  expressive  face.  He 
conjectured  at  once  that  the  idea  of  such  proposals  had 
never  crossed  her  mind  ;  that  she  had  never  contemplated 
him  in  the  character  of  wooer ;  never  even  sounded  her 
heart  as  to  the  nature  of  such  feelings  as  his  image  had 
aroused. 

"My  Helen,"  he  resumed  with  a  calm  pathos  of  voice, 
"there  is  some  disparity  of  years  between  us,  and  perhaps 
I  may  not  hope  henceforth  for  that  love  which  youth 
gives  to  the  young.  Permit  me  simply  to  ask,  what  you 
will  frankly  answer  —  '  Can  you  have  seen  in  our  quiet 
life  abroad,  or  under  the  roof  of  your  Italian  friends,  any 
one  you  prefer  to  me  ? ' " 

"No,  indeed,  no!"  murmured  Helen.      'How  could 
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I? — who  is  like  you?"  Then,  with  a  sudden  effort  — 
for  her  innate  truthfulness  took  alarm,  and  her  very  affec- 
tion for  Harley,  child-like  and  reverent,  made  her  tremble 
lest  she  should  deceive  him  —  she  drew  a  little  aside,  and 
spoke  thus : — 

''  Oh  my  dear  guardian,  noblest  of  all  human  beings, 
at  least  in  my  eyes,  forgive,  forgive  me,  if  I  seem  un- 
grateful, hesitating  ;  but  I  cannot,  cannot  think  of  myself 
as  worthy  of  you.  I  never  so  lifted  my  eyes.  Your 
rank,  your  position " 

"  Why  should  they  be  eternally  my  curse  ?  Forget 
them,  and  go  on." 

''It  is  not  only  they,"  said  Helen,  almost  sobbing, 
"  though  they  are  mu(;h  ;  but  I  your  type,  your  ideal !  — 
I  ?  —  impossible  I  Oh,  how  can  I  ever  be  anything  even 
of  use,  of  aid,  of  comfort,  to  one  like  you  I  " 

''You  can,  Helen  —  you  can,"  cried  Harley  charmed 
by  such  ingenuous  modesty.  "May  I  not  keep  this 
hand  ? " 

And  Helen  left  her  hand  in  Harley^s,  and  turned  away 
her  fftce,  fairly  weeping.  A  stately  step  passed  under  the 
wintry  trees. 

"My  mother,"  said  Harley  L'Bstrange,  looking  up, 
"I  present  to  you  my  future  wife." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

With  a  slow  step  and  an  abstracted  air,  Harley  L Es- 
trange bent  his  way  towards  Egerton's  house,  after  his 
eventful  interview  with  Helen.  He  had  just  entered  one 
of  the  streets  leading  into  Grosvenor  Square,  when  a 
young  man,  walking  quickly  from  the  opposite  direction, 
came  full  against  him,  and  drawing  back  with  a  brief 
apology,  recognised  him,  and  exclaimed,  "Whatl  you 
in  England,  Lord  L'Estrange  1  Accept  my  congratula- 
tions on  your  return.  But  you  seem  scarcely  to  remem- 
ber me." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr,  Leslie.  I  remember  you 
now  by  your  smile  ;  but  you  are  of  an  age  in  which  it  is 
permitted  me  to  say  that  you  look  older  than  when  I  saw 
you  last." 

"  And  yet.  Lord  L'Bstrange,  it  seems  to  me  that  you 
look  younger." 

Indeed,  this  reply  was  so  far  true  that  there  appeared 
less  difference  of  years  than  before  between  Leslie  and 
L'Estrange ;  for  the  wrinkles  in  the  schemer's  mind  were 
visible  in  his  visage,  while  Harley's  dreamy  worship  of 
Truth  and  Beauty  seemed  to  have  preserved  to  the  votary 
the  enduring  youth  of  the  divinities. 

Harley  received  the  compliment  with  a  supreme  indiffer- 
^ce,  which  might  have  been  suitable  to  a  Stoic,  but  which 
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seemed  uearcely  natural  to  a  gentleman  who  had  just  pro- 
posed to  a  lady  many  years  younger  than  himself. 

Leslie  renewed  —  *'  Perhaps  you  are  on  your  way  to 
Mr.  Egerton's.  If  so,  you  will  not  find  him  at  home  ;  he 
is  at  his  office." 

"  Thank  you.  Then  to  his  office  I  must  re-direct  my 
steps." 

"  I  am  going  to  him  myself,"  said  Randal,  hesitatingly. 

L'Estrange  had  no  prepossessions  in  favor  of  Leslie, 
from  the  little  he  had  seen  of  that  young  gentleman ;  but 
RandaPs  remark  was  an  appeal  to  his  habitual  urbanity, 
and  he  replied,  with  well-bred  readiness,  "  Let  us  be  com- 
panions so  far." 

Randal  accepted  the  arm  proffered  to  him ;  and  Lord 
L'Estrange,  as  is  usual  with  one  long  absent  from  his  na- 
tive land,  bore  part  as  a  questioner  in  the  dialogue  that 
ensued. 

"Egerton  is  always  the  same  man,  I  suppose  —  too 
busy  for  illness,  and  too  firm  for  sorrow  ?  " 

*'  If  he  ever  feel  either,  he  will  never  stoop  to  complain. 
But,  indeed,  my  dear  lord,  I  should  like  much  to  know 
what  you  think  of  his  health." 

'^  How  ?     You  alarm  me  I  " 

'* Nay,  I  did  not  mean  to  do  that;  and  pray  do  not  let 
him  kuow  that  I  went  so  far.  But  I  have  fancied  that  he 
looks  a  little  worn  and  suffering." 

"  Poor  Dudley  I  "  said  L'Estrange,  in  a  tone  of  deep 
affection.  "  I  will  sound  him,  and,  be  assured,  without 
naming  you ;  for  I  know  well  how  little  he  likes  to  be 
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snpposed  capable  of  human  infinnity.  I  am  obliged  to 
you  for  your  hint — obliged  to  you  for  your  interest  in 
one  so  dear  to  me." 

And  Harley^s  voice  was  more  cordial  to  Randal  than 
it  had  ever  been  before.  He  then  began  to  inquire  what 
Randal  thought  of  the  rumors  that  had  reached  himself 
as  to  the  probable  defeat  of  the  Government,  and  how  far 
Audley's  spirits  were  affected  by  such  risks.  But  Randal 
here,  seeing  that  Harley  could  communicate  nothing,  was 
reserved  and  guarded. 

"Loss  of  office  could  not,  I  think,  affect  a  man  like 
Audley,"  observed  Lord  L^Estrange.  "  He  would  be  as 
great  in  opposition  —  perhaps  greater ;  and  as  to  emolu- 
ments   " 

"  The  emoluments  are  good,"  interposed  Randal,  with 
a  half-sigh. 

"  Good  enough,  I  suppose,  to  pay  him  back  about  a 
tenth  of  what  his  place  costs  our  magnificent  friend  —  No, 
I  will  say  one  thing  for  English  statesmen,  no  man  amongst 
them  ever  yet  was  the  richer  for  place." 

"And  Mr.  Egerton^s  private  fortune  must  be  large,  I 
take  for  granted,"  said  Randal,  carelessly. 

"It  ought  to  be,  if  he  has  time  to  look  to  it." 

Here  they  passed  by  the  hotel  in  which  lodged  the 
Count  di  Peschiera. 

Randal  stopped.  "  Will  you  excuse  me  for  an  instant  ? 
As  we  are  passing  this  hotel,  I  will  just  leave  my  card 
here."  So  saying  he  gave  his  card  to  a  waiter  lounging 
by  the  door.  "For  the  Count  di  Peschiera,"  said  he 
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L'Bstrauge  started ;  and  as  Randal  again  took  his  arm, 
gaid — *'  So  that  Italian  lodges  here  ?  and  you  know  him  ?  " 

*'  I  know  him  but  slightly,  as  one  knows  any  foreigner 
who  makes  a  sensation." 

''He  makes  a  sensation?'' 

"  Naturally :  for  he  is  handsome,  witty,  and  said  to  be 
very  rich  —  that  is,  as  long  as  he  receives  the  revenues  of 
his  exiled  kinsman." 

''I  see  you  are  well  informed,  Mr.  Leslie.  And  what 
is  supposed  to  bring  hither  the  Count  di  Peschiera  ?  " 

"  I  did  hear  something,  which  I  did  not  quite  under- 
stand, about  a  bet  of  his  that  he  would  marry  his  kinsman's 
daughter;  and  so,  I  conclude,  secure  to  himself  all  the 
inheritance  ;  and  that  he  is  therefore  here  to  discover  the 
kinsman  and  win  the  heiress.  But  probably  you  know 
the  rights  of  the  story,  and  can  tell  me  what  credit  to  ^ye 
to  such  gossip." 

''  I  know  this  at  least,  that  if  he  did  lay  such  a  wager, 
I  would  advise  you  to  take  any  odds  against  him  that  his 
backers  may  give,"  said  L'Estrange,  drily ;  and  while  his 
lip  quivered  with  anger,  his  eye  gleamed  with  arch  iron- 
ical humor. 

"  You  think,  then,  that  this  poor  kinsman  will  not  need 
such  an  alliance  in  order  to  regain  his  estates  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  for  I  never  yet  knew  a  rogue  whom  I  eould  not 
bet  against,  when  he  backed  his  own  luck  as  a  rogue 
against  Justice  and  Providence." 

Randal  winced,  and  felt  as  if  an  arrow  had  grazed  hia 
heart;  but  he  soon  recovered. 
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"And  indeed  there  is  another  vague  rumor  that  the 
young  lady  in  question  is  noiarried  already  —  to  some 
Englishman." 

This  time  it  was  Harley  who  winced.  "  Good  Heavens  I 
that  cannot  be  true  —  that  would  undo  all !  An  English- 
man just  at  this  moment  I  But  some  Englishman  of  cor- 
respondent rank,  I  trust,  or  at  least  one  known  for  opin- 
ions opposed  to  what  an  Austrian  would  call  Revolution- 
ary doctrines  ?  " 

"I  know  nothing.  But  it  was  supposed,  merely  a 
pnvate  gentleman  of  good  family.  Would  not  that  suffice  ? 
Can  the  Austrian  Court  dictate  a  marriage  to  the  daughter 
as  a  condition  for  grace  to  the  father  ?  " 

"  No  —  not  that  1 "  said  Harley,  greatly  disturbed. 
!'  But  put  yourself  in  the  position  of  any  minister  to  one 
of  the  great  European  monarchies.  Suppose  a  political 
msurgeut,  formidable  for  station  and  wealth,  had  been 
proscribed,  much  interest  made  on  his  behalf,  a  powerful 
party  striving  against  it,  and  just  when  the  minister  is 
disposed  to  relent,  he  hears  that  the  heiress  to  this  wealth 
and  this  station  is  married  to  the  native  of  a  country  in 
which  sentiments  friendly  to  the  very  opinions  for  which 
the  insurgent  was  proscribed  arc  popularly  entertained, 
and  thus  that  the  fortune  to  be  restored  may  be  so  em- 
ployed as  to  disturb  the  national  security  —  the  existing 
order  of  things; — this,  too,  at  the  very  time  when  a 
popular  revolution  has  just  occurred  in  France,*  and  its 

*  As  there  have  been  so  many  Revolutions  in  France,  it  niay  be 
eonvenient  to  suggest  that,  according  to  the  dates  of  this  story, 
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effects  are  felt  most  in  the  very  land  of  the  exile  ;  —  sup- 
pose all  this,  and  then  say  if  anything  could  be  more  un- 
toward for  the  hopes  of  the  banished  man,  or  furnish  hia 
adversaries  with  stronger  arguments  against  the  restora- 
tion of  his  fortune  ?  But  pshaw  —  this  must  be  a  chimera  I 
If  true,  I  should  have  known  of  it." 

"I  quite  agree  with  your  lordship  —  there  can  be  no 
truth  in  such  a  rumor.  Some  Englishmen,  hearing,  per- 
haps, of  the  probable  pardon  of  the  exile,  may  have 
counted  on  an  heiress,  and  spread  the  report  in  order  to 
keep  off  other  candidates.  By  your  account,  if  successful 
in  his  suit,  he  might  fail  to  find  an  heiress  in  the  bride." 

"  No  doubt  of  that.  Whatever  might  be  arranged,  I 
ean*t  conceive  that  he  would  be  allowed  to  get  at  the  for- 
tune, though  it  might  be  held  in  suspense  for  his  children. 
But  indeed  it  so  rarely  happens  \hat  an  Italian  girl  of 
high  name  marries  a  foreigner,  that  we  must  dismiss  this 
notion  witb  a  smile  at  the  long  face  of  the  hypothetical 
fortune-hunter.     Heaven  help  him,  if  he  exist ! " 

"Amen,"  echoed  Randal,  devoutly. 

"  I  hear  that  Peschiera's  sister  is  returned  to  England. 
Do  you  know  her  too  ? " 

"A  little." 

"  My  dear  Mr,  Leslie,  pardon  me  if  I  take  a  liberty 
not  warranted  by  our  acquaintance.  Against  the  lady  I 
say  nothing.  Indeed,  I  have  heard  some  things  which 
appear  to  entitle  her  to  compassion  and  respect.  But  as 
to  Peschiera,  all  who  prize  honor  suspect  him  to  be  a 
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knaye  —  T  kno^  him  to  be  one.  Now,  I  think  that  .ae 
longer  we  preserve  that  abhorrence  for  knavery  which  is 
the  generous  instinct  of  yonth,  why,  the  fairer  will  be  our 
manhood,  and  the  more  reverend  our  age.  You  agree 
with  me  ?  "  And  Harley  suddenly  turning,  his  eyes  fell 
like  a  flood  of  light  upon  RandaPs  pale  and  secret  coun- 
tenance. 

"To  be  sure,"  murmured  the  schemer. 

Harley,  surveying  him,  mechanically  recoiled,  and  with- 
drew his  arm. 

Fortunately  for  Randal,  who  somehow  or  other  felt 
himself  slipped  into  a  false  position,  he  scarce  knew  how 
or  why,  he  was  here  seized  by  the  arm  ;  and  a  clear,  open, 
manly  voice  cried,  "  My  dear  fellow,  how  are  you  ?  I  see 
you  are  engaged  now ;  but  look  into  my  rooms  when  you 
can,  in  the  course  of  the  day." 

And  with  a  bow  of  excuse  for  his  interruption,  to  Lord 
L'Estrange,  the  speaker  was  then  turning  away,  when 
Harley  said  — 

"  No,  don't  let  me  take  you  from  your  friend,  Mr.  Les- 
lie. And  you  need  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  see  Egerton  ;  for 
I  shall  claim  the  privilege  of  older  friendship  for  the  first 
interview." 

"  It  is  Mr.  Egerton's  nephew,  Frank  Hazeldean." 

"  Pray,  call  him  back,  and  present  me  to  him.  He  has 
a  face  that  would  have  gone  far  to  reconcile  Timon  to 
Athens. " 

Randal  obeyed,  and  after  a  few  kindly  words  to  Frank, 
Harley  insisted  on  leaving  the  two  young  men  together, 
i8d  walked  on  to  Downing-street  with  a  brisker  step.^ 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  That  Lord  L'Estrange  seems  a  very  good  fellow." 

"  So-so  ;  —  an  eflfemiuate  humorist  —  says  the  most  ab- 
surd things,  and  fancies  them  wise.  Never  mind  him. 
You  wanted  to  speak  to  me,  Frank?" 

''  Yes  ;  I  am  so  obliged  to  you  for  introducing  me  to 
Levy.    I  must  tell  you  how  handsomely  he  has  behaved." 

"  Stop  ;  allow  me  to  remind  you  that  I  did  not  intro- 
duce you  to  Levy ;  you  had  met  him  before  at  BorrowelPs, 
if  I  recollect  right,  and  he  dined  with  us  at  the  Claren- 
don —  that  is  all  I  had  to  do  with  bringing  you  together. 
Indeed  I  rather  cautioned  you  against  him  than  not. 
Pray  don't  think  I  introduced  you  to  a  man  who,  how- 
ever pleasant  and  perhaps  honest,  is  still  a  money-lender. 
Your  father  would  be  justly  angry  with  me  if  I  had 
done  so." 

"  Oh,  pooh  I  you  are  prejudiced  against  poor  Levy. 
But  just  hear :  I  was  sitting  very  ruefully,  thinking  over 
those  cursed  bills,  and  how  the  deuce  I  should  renew 
them,  when  Levy  walked  into  my  rooms ;  and,  after  tell- 
ing me  of  his  long  friendship  for  my  uncle  Egerton  and 
his  admiration  for  yourself,  and  (give  me  your  hand,  Ran- 
dal) saying  how  touched  he  felt  by  your  kind  sympathy  iu 
my  troubles,  he  opened  his  pocket-book,  and  showed  me 
the  bills  safe  and  sound  in  his  own  possession  " 
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"How?" 

"  He  had  bought  them  up.  '  It  must  be  so  disagreeable 
to  me,'  he  said,  'to  have  them  flying  about  the  London 
money-market,  and  those  Jews  would  be  sure  sooner  or 
later  to  apply  to  my  father.  And  now,'  added  Levy,  '  I 
am  in  no  immediate  hurry  for  the  money,  and  we  must 
put  the  interest  upon  fairer  terms.'  In  short,  nothing 
could  be  more  liberal  than  his  tone.  And  he  says,  '  he  is 
Ihinking  of  a  way  to  relieve  me  altogether,  and  will  call 
about  it  in  a  few  days,  when  his  plan  is  matured. '  After 
all,  I  must  owe  this  to  you,  Randal  *  I  dare  swear  you 
put  it  into  his  head." 

"  0  no,  indeed  I  On  the  contrary,  I  still  say,  '  Be  cau- 
tious in  all  your  dealings  with  Levy.'  I  don't  know,  I'm 
sure,  what  he  means  to  propose.  Have  you  heard  from 
the  Hall  lately  ?  " 

"Yes  —  to-day.  Only  think  —  the  Riccaboccas  have 
disappeared.  My  mother  writes  me  word  of  it  —  a  very 
odd  letter.  She  seems  to  suspect  that  I  know  where  they 
are,  and  reproaches  me  for  *  mystery '  —  quite  enigmatical. 
But  there  is  one  sentence  in  her  letter  —  see,  here  it  is  in 
the  postscript  —  which  seems  to  refer  to  Beatrice:  'I 
don't  ask  you  to  tell  me  your  secrets,  Frank,  but  Randal 
will  no  doubt  have  assured  you  that  my  first  consideration 
will  be  for  your  own  happiness,  in  any  matter  in  which 
your  heart  is  really  engaged.'" 

"  Yes,"  said  Randal,  slowly  ;  "no  doubt  this  refers  to 
Beatrice ;  but,  as  I  told  you,  your  mother  will  not  inter- 
fere  one  way  or  the  other  —  such   interference  would 
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weaken  hei  influence  with  the  Squire.  Besides,  as  she 
said,  she  can't  witsh  you  to  marry  a  foreigner ;  though 

once  married,  she  would Bat  how  do  you  stand 

now  with  the  Marchesa  ?  Has  she  consented  to  accept 
you  ?  " 

"Not  quite;  indeed,  I  have  not  actually  proposed. 
Her  manner,  though  much  softened,  has  not  so  far  em- 
boldened me  ;  and,  besides,  before  a  positive  declaration, 
I  certainly  must  go  down  to  the  Hall  and  apeak  at  least 
to  my  mother." 

''  You  must  judge  for  yourself,  but  don't  do  anything 
rash  :  talk  first  to  me.  Here  we  are  at  my  office.  Good- 
bye ;  and  —  and  pray  believe  that,  in  whatever  you  do 
with  Levy,  I  have  no  hand  in  it." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Towards  the  evening,  Randal  was  riding  fast  on  the 
road  to  Norwood.  The  arrival  of  Harley,  and  the  con- 
versation that  had  passed  between  that  nobleman  and 
Randal,  made  the  latter  anxious  to  ascertain  how  far 
Riccabocca  was  likely  to  learn  L'Estrange's  return  to 
England,  and  to  meet  with  him.  For  he  felt  that,  should 
the  latter  come  to  know  that  Riccabocca,  in  his  move- 
ments, had  gone  by  RandaPs  advice,  Harley  would  find 
that  Randal  had  spoken  to  him  disingenuously ;  and  on 
the  other  hand,  Riccabocca,  placed  under  the  friendly 
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protection  of  Lord  L'Estrange,  would  no  longer  need 
Randal  Leslie  to  defend  him  from  the  machinations  of 
Peschiera.  To  a  reader  happily  unaccustomed  to  dive 
into  the  deep  and  mazy  recesses  of  a  schemer's  mind,  it 
might  seem  that  RandaPs  interest  in  retaining  a  hold 
over  the  exile's  confidence  would  terminate  with  the  as- 
surances that  had  reached  him,  from  more  than  one 
quarter,  that  Yiolante  might  cease  to  be  an  heiress  if  she 
married  himself.  "But  perhaps,"  suggests  some  candid 
and  youthful  conjecturer  —  "perhaps  Randal  Leslie  is  in 
love  with  this  fair  creature  ?"  Randal  in  love  ! — no  !  He 
was  too  absorbed  by  harder  passions  for  that  blissful 
folly.  Nor,  if  he  could  have  fallen  in  love,  was  Violante 
the  one  to  attract  that  sullen  secret  heart ;  her  instinctive 
nobleness,  the  very  stateliness  of  her  beauty,  womanlike 
though  it  was,  awed  him.  Men  of  that  kind  may  love 
some  soft  slave  —  they  cannot  lift  their  eyes  to  a  queen. 
They  may  look  down — they  cannot  look  up.  But,  on  the 
one  hand,  Randal  could  not  resign  altogether  the  chance 
of  securing  a  fortune  that  would  realise  his  most  dazzling 
dreams,  upon  the  mere  assurance,  however  probable, 
which  had  so  dismayed  him ;  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
should  he  be  compelled  to  relinquish  all  idea  of  such 
alliance,  though  he  did  not  contemplate  the  base  perfidy 
of  actually  assisting  Peschiera's  avowed  designs,  still,  if 
Frank's  marriage  with  Beatrice  should  absolutely  depend 
upon  her  brother's  obtaining  the  knowledge  of  Yiolante's 
retreat,  and  that  marriage  should  be  as  conducive  to  his 
interests  as  he  thought  he  could  make  it,  why  —  he  did 
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not  tlien  push  his  deductions  farther,  even  to  himself, 
they  seemed  too  black  ;  but  he  sighed  heavily,  and  that 
sigh  foreboded  how  weak  would  be  honor  and  virtue 
against  avarice  and  ambition.  Therefore,  on  all  accounts, 
Riccabocca  was  one  of  those  cards  in  a  sequence,  which 
so  calculating  a  player  would  not  throw  out  of  his  hand : 
it  might  serve  for  repique,  —  at  the  worst,  it  might  score 
well  in  the  game.  Intimacy  with  the  Italian  was  still 
part  and  parcel  in  that  knowledge  which  was  the  synonym 
of  power. 

While  the  young  man  was  thus  meditating,  on  his  road 
to  Norwood,  Riccabocca  and  his  Jemima  were  close  con- 
ferring in  their  drawing-room.  And  if  you  could  have 
there  seen  them,  reader,  you  would  have  been  seized  with 
equal  surprise  and  curiosity ;  for  some  extraordinary 
communication  had  certainly  passed  between  them.  Ricca- 
bocca was  evidently  much  agitated,  and  with  emotions 
not  familiar  to  him.  The  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  at  the 
same  time  that  a  smile,  the  reverse  of  cynical  or  sardonic, 
curved  his  lips ;  while  his  wife  was  leaning  her  head  on 
his  shoulder,  her  hand  clasped  in  his,  and,  by  the  expres- 
sion of  her  face,  you  might  guess  that  he  had  paid  her 
some  very  gratifying  compliment,  of  a  nature  more 
genuine  and  sincere  than  those  which  characterised  his 
habitual  hollow  and  dissimulating  gallantry.  But  just  at 
this  moment  Giacomo  entered,  and  Jemima,  with  her 
native  English  modesty,  withdrew  in  haste  from  Ricca- 
bocca's  sheltering  side. 

**  Padrone,"  said  Giacomo,  who,  whatever  his  astonish- 
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Dient  at  the  connubial  position  he  had  disturbed,  was 
much  too  discreet  to  betray  it  — "  Padrone,  I  sec  the 
young  Englishman  riding  towards  the  house,  and  I  hope, 
when  he  arriyes,  you  will  not  forget  the  alarming  infor- 
mation I  gave  to  you  this  morning." 

"Ah  —  ahl"  said  Riccabocca,  his  face  falling. 

"  If  the.  Signorina  were  but  married  ! " 

**  My  very  thought — my  constant  thought ! "  exclaimed 
Riccabocca.  "And  you  really  believe  the  young  Eng- 
lishman loves  her?" 

'*  Why  else  should  he  come,  Excellency  f  "  asked  Gia- 
como,  with  great  naivete. 

"  Very  true  ;  why,  indeed  ?  "  said  Riccabocca.  "  Je- 
mima, I  cannot  endure  the  terrors  I  suffer  on  that  poor 
child's  account.  I  will  open  myself  frankly  to  Randal 
Lieslie.  And  now,  too,  that  which  might  have  been  a 
serious  consideration,  in  case  I  return  to  Italy,  will  no 
longer  stand  in  our  way,  Jemima." 

Jeraima  smiled  faintly,  and  whispered  something  to 
Riccabocca,  to  which  he  replied, — 

"  Nonsense,  anima  mia.  I  know  it  tvill  be — ^have  not 
a  doubt  of  it,  I  tell  you  it  is  as  nine  to  four,  according 
to  the  nicest  calculations.  I  will  speak  at  once  to  Randal. 
He  is  too  young  —  too  timid  to  speak  himself." 

**  Certainly,"  interposed  Giacomo  ;  "  how  could  he 
dare  to  speak,  let  him  love  ever  so  well  ? " 

Jemima  shook  her  head. 

"  Oh,  never  fear,"  said  Riccabocca,  observing  this  ges- 
ture ;   "  I  will  give  him  the  trial.     If  he  entertain  but 
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mercenary  views,  I  shall  soon  detect  them.  I  know  human 
nature  pretty  well,  I  think,  my  love ;  and,  Giacomo, — just 
get  me  my  Machiavelli ;  — that!s  right.  Now  leave  me, 
my  dear  ;  I  must  reflect,  and  prepare  myself." 

When  Randal  entered  the  house,  Giacomo,  mih  a  smile 
of  peculiar  suavity,  ushered  him  into  the  drawing-room. 
He  found  Riccabocca  alone,  and  seated  before  the  fire- 
place, leaning  his  face  on  his  hand,  with  the  great  folio 
of  Machiavelli  lying  open  on  the  table. 

The  Italian  received  him  as  courteously  as  usual ;  but 
there  was  in  his  manner  a  certain  serious  and  thoughtful 
dignity,  which  was  perhaps  the  more  imposing,  because 
but  rarely  assumed.  After  a  few  preliminary  observations, 
Randal  remarked  that  Frank  Hazeldean  had  informed 
him  of  the  curiosity  which  the  disappearance  of  the  Ric- 
caboccas  had  excited  at  the  Hall,  and  inquired  carelessly 
if  the  Doctor  had  left  instructions  as  to  the  forwarding 
of  any  letters  that  might  be  directed  to  him  at  the  CasinjO. 

"  Letters,"  said  Riccabocca,  simply ;  "  I  never  receive 
any ;  or,  at  least,  so  rarely,  that  it  was  not  worth  while 
to  take  an  event  so  little  to  be  expected  into  considera- 
tion. No ;  if  any  letters  do  reach  the  Casino,  there 
they  will  wait." 

**  Then  I  can  see  no  possibility  of  indiscretion,  —  no 
chance  of  a  clue  to  your  address." 

"  Nor  I  either." 

Satiofied  so  far,  and  knowing  that  it  was  not  in  Ricca- 
bocca's  habits  to  read  the  newspapers,  by  which  he  might 
otherwise  have  learnt  of  L'Estrange's  arrival  in  London, 
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Randal  then  proceeded  to  inquire,  with  much  Beeming  m- 
torest.  into  the  health  of  Violante  —  hoped  it  did  not 
suffer  by  confinement,  &c.  Biccaboeca  eyed  him  gravely 
while  he  spoke,  and  then  suddenly  rising,  that  air  of  dig- 
ftity  to  which  I  hare  before  referred  became  yet  more 
striking. 

*'  My  young  friend,"  said  he,  "  hear  me  attentively,  and 
answer  me  frankly.  I  know  human  nature — "  Here  a 
dight  smile  of  proud  complacency  passed  the  sage's  lips, 
and  his  eye  glanced  toward  his  Machiavelli.  "  I  know 
human  nature  —  at  least  I  have  studied  it,"  he  renewed 
more  ^imestly,  and  with  less  evident  self-conceit ;  "  and 
I  believe  that  when  a  perfect  stranger  to  me  exhibits  an 
interest  in  my  affairs,  which  occasions  him  no  small  trou- 
ble— an  interest  (continued  the  wise  man,  laying  his  hand 
on  Randal's  shoulder)  which  scarcely  a  son  could  ex- 
ceed, he  must  be  under  the  influence  of  some  strong  per- 
sonal motive." 

"  Oh,  sir  I "  cried  Randal,  turning  a  shade  more  pale, 
and  with  a  faltering  tone.  Riccabocca  surveyed  him  with 
the  tenderness  of  a  superior  being,  and  pursued  his  de- 
ductive theories. 

"  In  your  case,  what  is  that  motive  ?  Not  political ; 
for  I  conclude  you  share  the  opinions  of  your  govern- 
ment, and  those  opinions  have  not  favored  mine.  Not 
that  of  pecuniary  or  ambitious  calculations  ;  for  how  can 
stieh  calculations  enlist  you  on  behalf  of  a  ruined  exile  ? 
What  remans  ?  Why,  the  motive  which  at  your  age  is 
ever  the  most  natural  and  the  strongest.     I  don't  blame 
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you.  Machiavelli  himself  allows  that  such  a  motive  haB 
swayed  the  wisest  minds,  and  overturned  the  most  solid 
states.  In  a  word,  young  man,  you  are  in  love,  and  with 
my  daughter  Violante." 

Randal  was  so  startled  by  this  direct  and  unexpected 
charge  upon  his  own  masked  batteries,  that  he  did  not 
even  attempt  his  defence.  His  head  drooped  on  his 
breast,  and  he  remained  speechless. 

"I  do  not  doubt,"  resumed  the  penetrating  judge  of 
human  nature,  "  that  you  would  have  been  withheld  by 
the  laudable  and  generous  scruples  which  characterise 
your  happy  age,  from  voluntarily  disclosing  to  me  the 
state  of  your  heart.  You  might  suppose  that,  proud  of 
the  position  I  once  held,  or  sanguine  in  the  hope  of  re- 
gaining my  inheritance,  I  might  be  over-ambitious  in  my 
matrimonial  views  for  Volante  ;  or  that  you,  anticipating 
my  restoration  to  honors  and  fortune,  might  seem  actuated 
by  the  last  motives  which  influence  love  and  youth ;  and, 
therefore,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  have  departed  from 
the  ordinary  custom  in  England,  and  adopted  a  very  com- 
mon one  in  my  own  country.  With  us,  a  suitor  seldom 
presents  himself  till  he  is  assured  of  the  consent  of  a 
father.  I  have  only  to  say  this  —  If  I  am  right,  and  you 
love  my  daughter,  my  first  object  in  life  is  to  see  her  safe 
and  secure;  and,  in  a  word  —  you  understand  me." 

Now,  mightily  may  it  comfort  and  console  us  ordinary 
mortals,  who  advance  no  pretence  to  superior  wisdom 
and  ability,  to  see  the  huc^e  mistakes  made  by  both  these 
very   sagacious   personages  —  Dr.    Riccabocca,    valuing 
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himself  on  his  profound  acquaintance  with  character,  and 
Randal  Leslie,  accustomed  to  grope  into  every  hole  and 
comer  of  thought  and  action,  wherefrom  to  extract  tbtwt 
knowledge  which  is  power  I  For  whereas  the  sage,  judg- 
ing not  only  by  his  own  heart  in  youth,  but  by  the  general 
influence  of  the  master-passion  on  the  young,  had  ascribed 
to  Randal  sentiments  wholly  foreign  to  that  able  diplo- 
matist's nature ;  so  no  sooner  had  Riccabocca  brought 
his  speech  to  a  close,  than  Randal,  judging  also  by  his 
own  heart,  and  by  the  general  laws  which  influence  men 
of  the  mature  age  and  boasted  worldly  wisdom  of  the 
pupil  of  Machiavelli,  instantly  decided  that  Riccabocca 
presumed  upon  his  youth  and  inexperience,  and  meant 
most  nefariously  to  take  him  in. 

"  The  poor  youth  I "  thought  Riccabocca,  "  how  unpre- 
pared he  is  for  the  happiness  I  give  him  I  " 

"  The  cunning  old  Jesuit ! "  thought  Randal ;  "he  has 
certainly  learned,  since  we  met  last,  that  he  has  no  chance 
of  regaining  his  patrimony,  and  so  he  wants  to  impose  on 
me  the  hand  of  a  girl  without  a  shilling.  What  other 
motive  can  he  possibly  have  ?  Had  his  daughter  the  re- 
motest probability  of  becoming  the  greatest  heiress  in 
Italy,  would  he  dream  of  bestowing  her  on  me  in  this  off- 
hand  way?     The  thing  stands  to  reason." 

Actuated  by  his  resentment  at  the  trap  thus  laid  for 
him,  Randal  was  about  to  disclaim  altogether  the  disin- 
terested and  absurd  affection  laid  to  his  charge,  when  it 
occurred  to  him  that,  by  so  doing,  he  might  mortally 
offend  the*  Italian  —  since  the  cunning  never  forgive  those 
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who  refuse  to  be  duped  by  them  —  and  it  might  still  be 
conducive  to  his  interest  to  preserve  intimate  and  faniillar 
terms  with  Riccabocca ;  therefore,  subduing  his  first  im- 
pulse, he  exclaimed  — 

"  0  too  generous  man !  pardon  me  if  I  have  «o  long 
been  unable  to  express  my  amaze,  my  gratitude ;  but  I 
cannot  —  no,  I  cannot,  while  your  prospects  remain  thus 
uncertain,  avail  myself  of  your  —  of  your  inconsiderate 
magnanimity.  Y  our  rare  conduct  can  only  redouble  my 
own  scruples,  if  you,  as  I  firmly  hope  and  believe,  are  re- 
stored to  your  great  possessions  —  you  would  naturally 
look  so  much  higher  than  me.  Should  these  hopes  fail, 
then,  indeed,  it  may  be  dififerent;  yet  even  then,  what 
position,  what  fortune,  have  I  to  offer  to  your  daughter 
worthy  of  her?" 

*'  You  are  well-born  !  all  gentlemen  are  equals,"  said 
Riccabocca,  with  a  sort  of  easy  nobleness.  "  You  have 
youth,  information,  talent  —  sources  of  certain  wealth  in 
this  happy  country  —  poweriul  connections ;  and,  in  fine, 
if  you  are  satisfied  with  marrying  for  love,  I  shall  be  con- 
tented ;  —  if  not,  speak  openly.  As  to  the  restoration  to 
my  possessions,  3  can  scarcely  think  that  probable  while 
my  enemy  lives.  And  even  in  that  case,  since  I  saw  yoa 
.last,  something  has  occurred  (added  Riccabocca,  with  a 
strange  smile,  which  seemed  to  Randal  singularly  sinister 
and  malignant)  that  may  remove  all  difficulties.  Meau- 
while  do  not  think  me  so  extravagantly  magnanimous  — 
do  not  underrate  the  satisfaction  I  must  feel  at  knowing 
Violante  safe  from  the  designs  of  Peschiera — safe,  and 
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for  ever,  raider  a  husband's  roof.  I  will  tell  yon  an  Ital- 
ian proverb  —  it  contains  a  truth  full  of  wisdom  and  ter- 
ror:— 

*  *  Hal  cinquanta  amici  T  —  non  basta.  —  Hal  un  nemico  ?  —  h 

troppo.* "  * 

"  Something  has  occurred  I "  echoed  Randal,  not  heed- 
ing the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  and  scarcely  hearing  the 
proverb  which  the  sage  delivered  in  his  most  emphatic 
and  tragic  tone.  "  Something  has  occurred  1  My  dear 
friend,  be  plainer.  What  has  occurred  ?  "  Riccabocca 
remained  silent.  *'  Something  that  induces  you  to  bestow 
your  daughter  on  me  ?  " 

Riccabocca  nodded,  and  emitted  a  low  chuckle. 

"  The  very  laugh  of  a  fiend,"  muttered  Randal.  '*  Some- 
thing that  makes  her  not  worth  bestowing.  He  betrays 
himself.     Cunning  people  always  do." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  Italian  at  last,  "if  I  don't  an- 
swer your  question ;  you  will  know  later ;  but,  at  present, 
this  is  a  family  secret.  And  now  I  must  turn  to  another 
and  more  alarming  cause  for  my  frankness  to  you."  Here 
Riccabocca's  face  changed,  and  assumed  an  expression  of 
mingled  rage  and  fear.  "  You  must  know,"  he  added, 
sinking  his  voice,  "  that  Giacomo  has  seen  a  strange  per- 
son loitering  about  the  house,  and  looking  up  at  the  win- 
dows ;  and  he  has  no  doubt  —  nor  have  I  —  that  this  ia 
some  spy  or  emissary  of  Peschiera's. " 

"  Impossible  ;  how  could  he  discover  you  ?  " 

*  Have  you  fifty  friends  ?  —  it  is  not  enough.  —  Have  you  one 
enemy?  —  it  is  too  much. 
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"  I  know  not ;  but  no  one  else  has  any  interest  in  doing 
30.  The  man  kept  at  a  distance,  and  Giacomo  could  not 
Bee  his  face." 

"It  may  be  but  a  mere  idler.     Is  this  all?" 

*'  No  ;  the  old  woman  who  serves  us  said  that  she  was 
asked  at  a  shop  'if  we  were  not  Italians?'" 

*'And  she  answered  ?  " 

** '  No ; '  but  owned  that  '  we  had  a  foreign  senrant^ 
Giacomo.'" 

"  I  will  see  to  this.  Rely  on  it  that  if  Peschiera  has 
discovered  you,  I  will  learn  it.  Nay,  I  will  hasten  from 
you  in  order  to  commence  inquiry." 

"  I  cannot  detain  you.  May  I  think  that  we  have  now 
an  interest  in  common  ?  " 

"  0  indeed,  yes  ;  but  —  but  —  your  daughter  1  how  can 
I  dream  that  one  so  beautiful,  so  peerless,  will  confirm  the 
hope  you  have  extended  to  me  ? " 

"  The  daughter  of  an  Italian  is  brought  up  to  consider 
that  it  is  a  father's  right  to  dispose  of  her  hand." 

"But  the  heart?" 

"  Cospeltof  "  said  the  Italian,  true  to  his  infamous  no- 
tions as  to  the  sex,  "  the  heart  of  a  girl  is  like  a  convent 
—  the  holier  the  cloister  the  more  charitable  the  door  '• 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Randal  had  scarcely  left  the  house  before  Mrs.  Ricca- 
boeca,  who  was  affectionately  anxious  in  all  that  concerned 
Violante,  rejoined  her  husband. 

''I  like  the  young  man  very  well,"  said  the  sage  — 
"  very  well,  indeed.  I  find  him  just  what  I  expected,  from 
my  general  knowledge  of  human  nature ;  for  as  love  or- 
dinarily goes  with  youth,  so  modesty  usually  accompanies 
talent.  He  is  young,  ergo  he  is  in  love  ;  he  has  talent, 
ergo  he  is  modest — modest  and  ingenuous." 

"And  you  think  not  in  any  way  swayed  by  interest  in 
his  affections  ?  " 

"Quite  the  contrary;  and  to  prove  him  the  more,  I 
have  not  said  a  word  as  to  the  worldly  advantages  which, 
in  any  case,  would  accrue  to  him  from  an  alliance  with 
my  daughter.  In  any  case ;  for  if  I  regain  my  country, 
her  fortune  is  assured ;  and  if  not,  I  trust  (said  the  poor 
exile,  lifting  his  brow  with  stately  and  becoming  pride) 
that  I  am  too  well  aware  of  my  child's  dignity,  as  well  as 
my  own,  to  ask  any  one  to  marry  her  to  his  own  worldly 
iDJury. " 

"Eh  I  I  don't  quite  understand  you,  Alphonso.  To  be 
sure,  your  dear  life  is  insured  for  her  marriage-portion ; 
but " 

*'Pazzie  —  stuff  I  "  said  RiccabDcca,  petulantly;  "her 
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marriage-porlion  would  be  as  nothing  to  a  young  man  of 
Randal's  birth  and  prospects.  I  think  not  of  that.  But 
listen :  I  have  never  consented  to  profit  by  Harley  L^Es- 
trange's  friendship  for  me  ;  my  scruples  would  not  extend 
to  my  son-in-law.  This  noble  friend  has  not  only  high 
rank,  but  considerable  influence  —  influence  with  the  Gov- 
ernment—  influence  with  RandaPs  patron — who,  between 
ourselves,  does  not  seem  .to  push  the  young  man  as  he 
might  do  ;  I  judge  by  what  Randal  says.  I  should  write, 
therefore,  before  anything  was  settled,  to  L'Estrange,  and 
I  should  say  to  him  simply,  '  I  never  asked  you  to  save 
me  from  penury,  but  I  do  ask  you  to  save  a  daughter  of 
my  house  from  humiliation.  I  can  give  to  her  no  dowry  ; 
can  her  husband  owe  to  my  friend  that  advance  in  an 
honorable  career  —  that  opening  to  energy  and  talent  — 
which  is  more  than  a  dowTy  to  generous  ambition  ? ' " 

"  Oh,  it  is  in  vain  you  would  disguise  your  rank,''  cried 
Jemima,  with  enthusiasm ;  '*  it  speaks  in  all  you  utter, 
when  your  passions  are  moved." 

The  Italian  did  not  seem  flattered  by  that  eulogy. 
"Pish,"  said  he,  "there  yon  are  I  rank  again!" 

But  Jemima  was  right.  There  was  something  about 
her  husband  that  was  grandiose  and  princely,  whenever 
he  escaped  from  his  accursed  Machiavelli,  and  gave  fair 
play  to  his  heart. 

And  he  spent  the  next  hour  or  so  in  thinking-^  over  all 
that  he  could  do  for  Randal,  and  devising  for  his  intended 
son-in-law  the  agreeable  surprises,  which  Randal  was  at 
that  very  time  racking  his  yet  cleverer  brains  to '  dis- 
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These  plans  conned  sufficiently,  Riccabocca  shut  up 
his  Machiavelli,  and  hunted  out  of  his  scanty  collection 
of  books  Buffon  on  Man^  and  various  other  psychological 
Tolumes,  in  which  he  soon  became  deeply  absorbed. 
Why  were  these  works  the  object  of  the  sage's  study  ? 
Perhaps  he  will  let  us  know  soon,  for  it  is  clearly  a  secret 
known  to  his  wife ;  and  though  she  has  hitherto  kept  one 
secret,  that  is  precisely  the  reason  why  Riccabocca  would 
not  wisb  long  to  overburthen  her  discretion  with  another. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

Randal  reached  home  in  time  to  dress  for  a  late 
dinner  at  Baron  Levy's. 

The  Baron's  style  of  living  was  of  that  character 
especially  affected  both  by  the  most  acknowledged  ex- 
quisites of  that  day,  and,  it  must  be  owned,  also  by  the 
most  egregious  parvenus.  For  it  is  noticeable  that  it  is 
your  parvenu  who  always  comes  nearest  in  fashion  (so 
far  as  externals  are  concerned)  to  your  genuine  exquisite. 
It  is  your  parvenu  who  is  most  particular  as  to  the  cut 
of  his  coat,  and  the  precision  of  his  equipage,  and  the 
minutiae  of  his  menage.  Those  between  the  parvenu  and 
the  exquisite,  who  know  their  own  consequence,  and  have 
something  solid  to  rest  upon,  are  slow  in  following  all  the 
saprices  of  fashion,  and  obtuse  in  observation  as  to  those 
lOeeties  which  neither  give   them  another  ancestor,  no'' 
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add  another  thousand  to  the  account  at  their  banker's  j 

—  as  to  the  last,  rather,  indeed,  the  contrary  !  There 
was  a  decided  elegance  about  the  Baron's  house  and  his 
dinner.  If  he  had  been  one  of  the  lawful  kings  of  the 
dandies,  you  would  have  cried,  "  What  perfect  taste  1 '' — 
but  such  is  human  nature,  that  the  dandies  who  dined 
with  him  said  to  each  other,   "He  pretend  to  imitate 

D !  vulgar  dog  I "     There  was  little  affectation  of 

your  more' showy  opulence.  The  furniture  in  the  rooms 
was  apparently  simple,  but,  in  truth,  costly,  from  its 
luxurious  comfort  —  the  ornaments  and  china  scattered 
about  the  commodes  were  of  curious  rarity  and  great 
value ;  and  the  pictures  on  the  walls  were  gems.  At 
dinner,  no  plate  was  admitted  on  the  table.  The  Russian 
fashion,  then  uncommon,  now  more  prevalent,  was  adopted 

—  fruit  and  flowers  in  old  Sevres  dishes  of  priceless  vertUj 
and  in  sparkling  glass  of  Bohemian  fabric.  No  livery 
servant  was  permitted  to  wait ;  behind  each  guest  stood 
a  gentleman  dressed  so  like  the  guest  himself,  in  fine 
linen  and  simple  black,  that  guest  and  lacquey  seemed 
stereotypes  from  one  plate. 

The  viands  were  exquisite  j  the  wine  came  from  the 
cellars  of  deceased  archbishops  and  ambassadors.  The 
company  was  select;  the  party  did  not  exceed  eight. 
Four  were  the  eldest  sons  of  peers  (from  %  baron  to  a 
duke  ;)  one  was  a  professed  wit,  never  to  be  got  without 
a  month's  notice,  and  where  a  parvenu  was  host,  a 
certainty  of  green  peas  and  peaches  —  out  of  season  ;  the 
sixth,  to  Randal's  astonishment,  was  Mr.  Richard  Avpnel: 
himself  and  the  Baron  made  up  tl^.e.j.^c^c^n(rgjemeRT. 
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The  eldest  sons  recognised  each  other  with  a  meaning 
Bmile  J  the  most  juvenile  of  them,  indeed  (it  was  his  first 
year  in  London,)  had  the  grace  to  blush  and  look 
sheepish.  The  others  were  more  hardened  ;  but  they  all 
united  in  regarding  with  surprise  both  Randal  and  Dick 
Avenel.  The  former  was  known  to  most  of  them  person- 
ally, and  to  all,  by  repute,  as  a  grave,  clever,  promising 
young  man,  rather  prudent  than  lavish,  and  never  sus- 
pected to  have  got  into  a  scrape.  What  the  deuce  did 
he  do  there  ?  Mr.  Avenel  puzzled  them  yet  more.  A 
middle-aged  man,  said  to  be  in  business,  whom  they  had 
observed  "  about  town"  (for  he  had  a  noticeable  face  and 
figure)  —  that  is,  seen  riding  in  the  Park,  or  lounging  in 
the  pit  at  the  opera,  but  never  set  eyes  on  at  a  recognised 
club,  or  in  the  coteries  of  their  "set  j"  a  man  whovse 
wife  gave  horrid  third-rate  parties,  that  took  up  half  a 
column  in  the  Morning  Fast  with  a  list  of  "  The  Company 
Present,"  in  which  a  sprinkling  of  dowagers  fading  out 
of  fashion,  and  a  foreign  title  or  two,  made  the  darkness 
of  the  obscurer  names  doubly  dark.  Why  this  man 
should  be  asked  to  meet  them^  by  Baron  Levy,  too  —  a 
decided  tuft-hunter  and  would-be  exclusive  —  called  all 
their  faculties  into  exercise.  The  wit,  who,  being  the 
son  of  a  small  tradesman,  but  in  the  very  best  society, 
gave  himself  far  greater  airs  than  the  young  lords,  im- 
pertinently solved  the  mystery.  —  "  Depend  on  it,"  whis- 
pered he  to  Spendquick  —  "  depend  on  it  the  man  is  the 
X.  Y.  of  the  Times,  who  offers  to  lend  any  sum  of  money 

n* 
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from  £10  to  half  a  million.  He's  the  man  who  has  all 
your  bills  ;  Levy  is  only  his  jackal. " 

'*  Ton  my  soul,"  said  Spendquick,  rather  alarmed,  "if 
that's  the  case,  one  may  as  well  be  civil  to  him." 

"  You,  certainly,"  said  the  wit.  "But  I  never  have 
found  an  X  Y.  who  would  advance  me  the  L.  a  ;  and 
therefore,  I  shall  not  be  more  respectful  to  X.  Y.  than  to 
any  other  unknown  quantity." 

By  degrees,  as  the  wine  circulated,  the  party  grew  gay 
and  sociable.  Levy  was  really  an  entertaining  fellow; 
had  all  the  gossip  of  the  town  at  his  fingers'  ends ;  and 
possessed,  moreover,  that  pleasant  art  of  saying  ill- 
natured  things  of  the  absent,  which  those  present  always 
enjoy.  By  degrees,  too,  Mr.  Richard  Avenel  came  oat ; 
and,  as  the  whisper  had  circulated  round  the  table  that 
he  was  X  Y.,  he  was  listened  to  with  a  profound  respect, 
which  greatly  elevated  his  spirits.  Nay,  when  the  wit 
tried  once  to  show  him  up  or  mystify  him,  Dick  answered 
with  a  bluff  spirit,  that,  though  very  coarse,  was  found  so 
humorous  by  Lord  Spendquick  and  other  gentlemen 
similary  situated  in  the  money-market,  that  they  turned 
the  laugh  against  the  wit,  and  silenced  him  for  the  rest 
of  the  night  —  a  circumstance  which  made  the  party  go 
off  much  more  pleasantly.  After  dinner,  the  conversa- 
tion, quite  that  of  single  men,  easy  and  debonnaire, 
glanced  from  the  turf,  and  the  ballet,  and  the  last  scandal, 
towards  politics;  for  the  times  were  such  that  politics 
were  discussed  everywhere,  and  three  of  the  young  lords 
were  county  members. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  199 

Kaiidal  said  little,  but,  as  was  his  wont,  listened  atten 
tirelj ;  and  he  was  aghast  to  find  how  general  was  the 
belief  that  the  Government  was  doomed.  Out  of  regard 
to  him,  and  with  that  delicacy  of  breeding  which  belongs 
to  a  certain  society,  nothing  personal  to  Egerton  was 
said,  except  by  Avenel,  who,  however,  on  blurting  out 
some  rude  expressions  respecting  that  minister,  was  in- 
stantly checked  by  the  Baron. 

"  Spare  my  friend,  and  Mr.  Leslie's  near  connection," 
said  he,  with  a  polite  but  grave  smile. 

"  Oh,"  said  Avenel,  "  public  men,  whom  we  pay,  are 
public  property  —  aren't  they,  my  lord  ?  "  appealing  to 
Spendquick. 

"Certainly,"  said  Spendquick,  with  great  spirit  — 
"  public  property,  or  why  should  we  pay  them  ?  There 
must  be  a  very  strong  motive  to  induce  us  to  do  that !  I 
hate  paying  people.  In  fact,"  he  subjoined  in  an  aside, 
"I  never  do." 

"However,"  resumed  Mr.  Avenel,  graciously,  "  I  don't 
want  to  hurt  your  feelings,  Mr.  Leslie.  As  to  the  feel- 
ings of  our  host,  the  Baron,  I  calculate  that  they  have 
got  tolerably  tough  by  the  exercise  they  have  gone 
through. " 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  the  Baron,  joining  in  the  laugh 
which  any  lively  saying  by  the  supposed  X  Y.  was  sure 
to  excite  —  "nevertheless,  *love  me,  love  my  dog,' love 
me,  love  my  Egerton." 

Randal  started,  for  his  quick  ear  and  subtle  inteDigence 
caught  something  sinister  and  hostile  in  the  tone  with 
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which  Levy  uttered  this  equivocal  comparison,  and  his 
eye  darted  towards  the  Baron.  But  the  Baron  had  bent 
down  his  face,  and  was  regaling  himself  upon  an  olive. 

By-and-by  the  party  rose  from  table.  The  four  young 
noblemen  had  their  engagements  elsewhere,  and  proposed 
to  separate  without  re-entering  the  drawing-room.  As, 
in  Goethe's  theory,  monads  which  have  aflBnities  with 
each  other  are  irresistibly  drawn  together,  so  these  gay 
children  of  pleasure  had,  by  a  common  impulse,  on  rising 
from  table,  moved  each  to  each,  and  formed  a  group 
round  the  fire-place.  Randal  stood  a  little  apart,  musing  ; 
the  wit  examined  the  pictures  through  his  eye-glass ;  and 
Mr.  Avenel  drew  the  Baron  towards  the  sideboard,  and 
there  held  him  in  whispered  conference.  This  colloquy 
did  not  escape  the  young  gentlemen  round  the  fire-place  ; 
they  glanced  towards  each  other. 

"  Settling  the  per-centage  on  renewal,"  said  one,  sotto 
voce. 

"  X.  Y.  does  not  seem  such  a  very  bad  fellow,"  said 
another 

"He  looks  rich,  and  talks  rich,"  said  a  third. 

"A  decided  independent  way  of  expressing  his  senti- 
ments; those  moneyed  men  generally  have." 

"  Good  heavens  I  "  ejaculated  Spendquick,  who  had 
been  keeping  his  eye  anxiously  fixed  on  the  pair,  "  do 
look  ;  X.  Y.  is  actually  taking  out  his  pocket-book  ;  he 
is  coming  this  way.  Depend  on  it  he  has  got  our  bills — 
mine  is  due  to-morrow  !  " 

"And  mine  too,"  said  another,  edging  off.  "  Why,  it 
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Meanwhile,  breaking  away  from  the  Baron,  who  ap- 
peared anxious  to  detain  him,  and  failing  in  that  attempt, 
turned  aside,  as  if  not  to  see  Dick's  movements  —  a  cir- 
cnmstance  which  did  not  escape  the  notice  of  the  group, 
and  confirmed  all  their  suspicions,  Mr.  Avenel,  with  a 
serious,  thoughtful  face,  and  a  slow  step,  approached  the 
group.  Nor  did  the  great  Roman  general  more  nervously 
"flutter  the  dove-cots  in  Corioli,"  than  did  the  advance 
of  the  supposed  X.  Y.  agitate  the  bosoms  of  Lord  Spend- 
quick  and  his  sympathising  friends.  Pocket-book  in 
hand,  and  apparently  feeling  for  something  formidable 
within  its  mystic  recesses,  step  by  step  came  Dick  Avenel 
towards  the  fire-place.  The  group  stood  still,  fascinated 
by  horror. 

"Hum,"  said  Mr.  Avenel,  clearing  his  throat. 

"  I  don't  like  that  hum  at  all,"  muttered  Spendquick. 

"  Proud  to  have  made  your  acquaintance,  gentlemen," 
said  Dick,  bowingf. 

The  gentlemen,  thus  addressed,  bowed  low  in  return. 

"My  friend  the  Baron  thought  this  not  exactly  the 
time  to  — "  Dick  stopped  a  moment;  you  might  have 
knocked  down  those  four  young  gentlemen,  though  four 
finer  specimens  of  humanity  no  aristocracy  in  Europe 
could  produce — you  might  have  knocked  them  down  with 
a  feather!  "But,"  renewed  Avenel,  not  finishing  his 
sentence,  "  I  have  made  it  a  rule  in  life  never  to  lose 
securing  a  good  opportunity ;  in  short,  to  make  the  most 
of  the  present  moment.  And,"  added  he,  with  a  smilo 
which  froze  the  blood  in  Lord  Spendquick's  veins,  "the 
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rule  has  made  me  a  very  warm  man  1  Therefore,  gentle- 
men, allow  me  to  present  you  each  with  one  of  these" — 
every  hand  retreated  behind  the  back  of  its  well-born 
owner — when,  to  the  inexpressible  relief  of  all,  Dick  con- 
cluded with  —  '*  a  little  soiree  dansante,^^  and  extended 
four  cards  of  invitation. 

"  Most  happy  I "   exclaimed    Spendquick.     "  I   don't 

dance  in  general ;  but  to  oblige  X I  mean  to  have 

a  better  acquaintance,  sir,  with  you  —  I  would  dance  on 
the  tight-rope." 

There  was  a  good-humored,  pleasant  laugh  at  Spend- 
quick 's  enthusiasm,  and  a  general  shaking  of  hands  and 
pocketing  of  the  invitation  cards. 

"  You  don't  look  like  a  dancing  man,"  said  Avenel, 
turning  to  the  wit,  who  was  plump  and  somewhat  gouty 
—  as  wits  who  dine  out  five  days  in  the  week  generally 
are ;  "but  we  shall  have  supper  at  one  o'clock." 

Infinitely  offended  and  disgusted,  thfi  wit  replied,  drily, 
**  that  every  hour  of  his  time  was  engaged  for  the  rest  of 
the  season,"  and,  with  a  stiff  salutation  to  the  Baron,  took 
his  departure.  The  rest,  in  good  spirits,  hurried  away  to 
their  respective  cabriolets  ;  and  Leslie  was  following  them 
into  the  hall,  when  the  Baron,  catching  hold  of  him,  said, 
"Stay,  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  Baron  turned  into  his  drawing-room,  and  Leslie 
followed. 

"Pleasant  young  men,  those,"  said  Levy,  with  a  slight 
sneer,  as  he  threw  himself  into  an  easy-chair  and  stirred 
the  fire.  "And  not  at  all  proud ;  but,  to  be  sure,  they 
are  —  under  great  obligations  to  me.  Yes ;  they  owe  me 
a  great  deal.  Apropos^  I  have  had  a  long  talk  with 
Frank  Hazeldean  —  fine  young  man  —  remarkable  capa- 
cities for  business.  I  can  arrange  his  affairs  for  him.  I 
find,  on  reference  to  the  Will  Office,  that  you  were  quite 
right;  the  Casino  property  is  entailed  on  Frank.  He 
will  have  the  fee-simple.  He  can  dispose  of  the  reversion 
entirely.  So  that  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  our  arrange- 
ments." 

"  But  I  told  you  also  that  Frank  had  scruples  about 
borrowing  on  the  event  of  his  father's  death." 

"Ay  —  you  did  so.  Filial  affection  I  I  never  take  that 
into  account  in  matters  of  business.  Such  Httle  scruples, 
though  they  are  highly  honorable  to  human  nature,  soon 
vanish  before  the  prospect  of  the  King's  Bench.  And, 
too,  as  you  so  judiciously  remarked,  our  clever  young 
friend  is  in  love  with  Madame  di  Negra." 

"Did  he  tell  you  that?" 

"  No  ;  but  Madame  di  Negra  did  I " 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


204  MY    NOVEL;    OR, 

*'  You  know  her  ?  " 

"  I  know  most  people  in  good  society,  who  now  and 
then  require  a  friend  in  the  management  of  their  affairs. 
And  having  made  sure  of  the  fact  you  stated,  as  to 
Hazeldean's  contingent  property  (excuse  my  prudence), 
I  have  accommodated  Madame  di  Negra,  and  bought  up 
her  debts." 

'*  You  have  ?     You  surprise  me ! " 

"The  surprise  will  vanish  on  reflection.  But  you  are 
very  new  to  the  world  yet,  my  dear  Leslie.  By  the  way, 
I  have  had  an  interview  with  Peschiera — — " 

''About  his  sister's  debts  ?  " 

"  Partly.    A  man  of  the  nicest  honor  is  Peschiera." 

Aware  of  Levy's  habit  of  praising  people  for  the 
qualities  in  which,  according  to  the  judgement  of  less 
penetrating  mortals,  they  were  most  deficient,  Randal  only 
smiled  at  this  eulogy,  and  waited  for  Levy  to  resume. 
But  the  Baron  sat  silent  and  thoughtful  for  a  minute  or 
two,  and  then  wholly  changed  the  subject. 

"  I  think  your  father  has  some  property  in shire, 

and  you  probably  can  give  me  a  little  information  as  to 
certain  estates  of  a  Mr.  Thornhill,  estates  which,  on  ex- 
amination of  •the  title-deeds,  I  find  once,  indeed,  belonged 
to  your  family."  The  Baron  glanced  at  a  very  elegant 
memorandum-book.  —  "  The  manors  of  Rood  and  Dul- 
mansberry,  with  sundry  farms  thereon.  Mr.  Thornhill 
wants  to  sell  them  —  an  old  client  of  mine,  Thornhill.  He 
has  applied  to  me  on  the  matter.  Do  you  think  it  an 
improvable  property?" 
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Randal  listened  with  a  livid  cheek  and  a  throbbing 
heart.  We  have  seen  that,  if  there  was  one  ambitions 
scheme  in  his  calculation  which,  thongh  not  absolutely 
generous  and  heroic,  still  might  win  its  way  to  a  certain 
sympathy  in  the  nndebased  human  mind,  it  .was  the  hope 
to  restore  the  fallen  fortnnes  of  his  ancient  house,  and 
repossess  himself  of  the  long-alienated  lands  that  sur- 
rounded the  dismal  wastes  of  the  mouldering  hall.  And 
now  to  hear  that  those  lands  were  getting  into  the  inex- 
orable gripe  of  Levy — tears  of  bitterness  stood  in  his  eyes. 

"  Thomhill,"  continued  Levy,  who  watched  the  young 
man's  countenance  —  "  Thomhill  tells  me  that  that  part 
of  his  property — .the  old  Leslie  lands  —  produces  £2000 
a-year,  and  that  the  rental  could  be  raised.  He  would 
take  £50,000  for  it— £20,000  down,  and  suffer  the  remain- 
ing £30,000  to  lie  on  mortgage  at  four  per  cent.  It  seems 
a  very  good  purchase.     What  do  you  say  ? " 

"  Don't  ask  me,"  said  Kandal,  stung  into  rare  honesty ; 
"  for  I  had  hoped  I  might  live  to  repossess  myself  of  that 
property. " 

"Ah  I  indeed.  It  would  be  a  very  great  addition  to 
your  consequence  in  the  world  —  not  from  the  mere  size 
of  the  estate,  but  from  its  hereditary  associations.  And 
if  you  have  any  idea  of  the  purchase  —  believe  me,  I'll 
not  stand  in  your  way." 

"How  can  I  have  any  idea  of  it?" 

"But  I  thought  you  said  you  had." 

"  I  understood  that  these  lands  could  not  be  sold  till 
IIL— 18 
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Mr.  Thornhiil's  son  came  of  age,  and  joined  in  getting 
rid  of  the  entail." 

"  Yes,  so  Thornhill  himself  supposed,  till,  on  examining 
the  title-deeds,  I  found  he  was  uader  a  mistake.  These 
lands  are  not  comprised  in  the  settlement  made  by  old 
Jasper  Thornhill,  which  ties  np  the  rest  of  the  property. 
The  title  will  be  perfect.  Thornhill  wants  to  settle  the 
matter  at  once  —  losses  on  the  turf,  yon  understand  ;  an 
immediate  purchaser  would  get  still  better  terms.  A  Sir 
John  Spratt  would  give  the  money — but  the  aMition  of 
these  lands  would  make  the  Spratt  property  of  more  con- 
sequence in  the  count/  than  the  ThomhilL  So  my  client 
would  rather  take  a  few  thousands  less  from  a  man  who 
don't  set  up  to  be  his  rival.  Balance  of  power  in  counti^ 
as  well  as  nations." 

Randal  was  silent. 

"  Well,"  said  Levy,  with  great  kindness  of  manner,  "  1 
see  I  pain  you ;  and  though  I  am  what  my  very  pleasant 
guests  would  call  a  parvenu^  I  comprehend  your  natural 
feelings  as  a  gentleman  of  ancient  birth.  Parvenu!  Ah  I 
is  it  not  strange,  Leslie,  that  no  wealth,  no  fashion,  no 
fame,  can  wipe  out  that  blot  ?  They  call  me  a  pctrvenu, 
and  borrow  my  money.  They  call  our  friend  the  wit  a 
parvenu,  and  submit  to  all  his  insolence  —  if  they  conde- 
scend to  regard  his  birth  at  all  —  provided  they  can  bat 
get  him  to  dinner.  They  call  the  best  debater  in  the 
Parliament  of  England  a  parvenu,  and  will  eatreat  him, 
some  day  or  other,  to  be  prime  minister,  and  ask  him  for 
stars  and  garters.  A  droll  world,  and  no  wonder  the 
parvenus  want  to  upset  it."        ^ig.zed  by  Google 
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Randal  had  hitheno  supposed  that  this  notorious  tuft- 
hnnter  —  this  dandy  capitalist  —  this  money-lender,  whose 
whole  fortune  had  been  wrun^  from  the  wants  and  follies 
of  an  aristocracy,  was  naturally  a  firm  supporter  of  things 
as  they  are  —  hDw  could  things  be  better  for  men  like 
Baron  Levy  ?  But  the  usurer's  burst  of  democratic 
spleen  did  not  surprise  his  precocious  and  acute  faculty 
of  observation.  He  had  before  remarked,  that  it  is  the 
persons  who  fawn  most  upon  an  aristocracy,  and  profit 
the  most  by  the  fawning,  who  are  ever  at  heart  its  bitter- 
est disparagers.  Why  is  this  ?  Because  one  full  half 
of  democratic  opinion  is  made  up  of  envy ;  and  we  can 
only  envy  what  is  brought  before  our  eyes,  and  what, 
while  very  near  to  us,  is  still  unattainable.  No  man  en- 
Ties  an  archangel. 

"  But,"  said  Levy,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
**  a  new  order  of  things  is  commencing ;  we  shall  see. 
Leslie,  it  is  lucky  for  you  that  you  did  not  enter  parlia- 
ment  under  the  government ;  it  would  be  your  political 
rain  for  life." 

"  You  think,  then,  that  the  ministry  really  cannot  last  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do ;  and  what  is  more,  I  think  that  a 
ministry  of  the  same  principles  cannot  be  restored.  You 
are  a  young  man  of  talent  and  spirit ;  your  birth  is  no- 
thing compared  to  the  rank  of  the  reigning  party ;  it  would 
tell,  to  a  certain  degree,  m  a  democratic  one.  I  say,  you 
should  be  more  civil  to  Avenel ;  he  could  return  you  to 
parliament  at  the  next  election." 

"  The  next  election  I  In  six  years  I  We  have  just 
had  a  general  election."  Digitized  by  Google 
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"  There  will  be  another  before  this  year,  or  half  of  it, 
or  perhaps  a  quarter  of  it,  is  out." 

"  What  makes  you  think  so  ?  " 

"  Leshe,  let  there  be  confidence  between  us ;  we  can 
help  each  other.     Shall  we  be  friends f" 

"  With  all  my  heart.  But  though  you  may  help  me, 
how  can  I  help  you  ?  " 

"  You  have  helped  me  already  to  Frank  Hazeldean  and 
the  Casino  estate.  All  clever  men  can  help  me.  Come, 
then,  we  are  friends  ;  and  what  I  say  is  secret.  You  ask 
me  why  I  think  there  will  be  a  general  election  so  soon  ? 
I  will  answer  you  frankly.  Of  all  the  public  men  I  ever 
met  with,  there  is  no  one  who  has  so  clear  a  vision  of 
things  immediately  before  him  as  Audley  Egerton." 

"  He  has  that  character.  Not  /ar-seeing,  but  clear- 
sighted to  a  certain  limit." 

"  Exactly  so.  No  one  better,  therefore,  knows  public 
opinion,  and  its  immediate  ebb  and  flow." 

''Granted." 

"Egerton,  then,  counts  on  a  general  election  within 
three  months ;  and  I  have  lent  him  the  money  for  it." 

"  Lent  him  the  money  I  Egerton  borrow  money  of 
you  —  the  rich  Audley  Egerton  I " 

"  Rich  1 "  repeated  Levy  in  a  tone  impossible  to  de- 
scribe, and  accompanying  the  word  with  that  movement 
of  the  middle  finger  and  thumb,  commonly  called  a  "snap," 
which  indicates  profound  contempt. 

He  said  no  more.  Randal  sat  stupefied.  At  length 
the  latter  muttered,  "  But  if  Egerton  is  really  not  rich  -  - 
if  he  lose  office,  and  without  the  hope  of  Return  to  it    ■.  V 
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"  If  SO,  he  is  ruined  I "  said  Levy,  coldly  ;  "  and  there- 
fore, from  regard  to  you,  and  feeling  an  interest  in  your 
future  fate,  I  say  —  Rest  no  hopes  of  fortune  or  career 
npon  Audley  Egerton.  Keep  your  place  for  the  present, 
but  be  prepared  at  the  next  election  to  stand  upon 
popular  principles.  Avenel  shall  return  you  to  parlia- 
ment ;  and  the  rest  is  with  luck  and  energy.  And  now, 
I'll  not  detain  you  longer,"  said  Levy,  rising  and  ringing 
the  bell.     The  servant  entered. 

"  Is  my  carriage  here  ?  " 

"Yes,  Baron." 

"Can  I  set  you  down  anywhere?" 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  prefer  walking." 

"Adieu,  then.  And  mind  you  remember  the  aoir^ 
dansante  at  Mrs.  AvenePs."  Randal  mechanically  shook 
the  hand  extended  to  him,  and  went  down  the  stairs. 

The  fresh  frosty  air  aroused  his  intellectual  faculties, 
which  Levy's  ominous  words  had  almost  paralysed. 

And  the  first  thing  the  clever  schemer  said  to  himself 
was  this  —  "  But  what  can  be  the  man's  motives  in  what 
ne  said  to  me  ?  " 

The  next  was—''  Egerton  ruined  1  What  am  I,  then  ?  '' 

And  the  third  was  —  "And  that  fair  remnant  of  the 
old  Leslie  property  I  £20,000  down  —  how  to  get  the 
sum  ?     Why  should  Levy  have  spoken  to  me  of  this  ?  " 

And  lastly,  the  soliloquy  rounded  back  —  "  The  man's 
motives  I     His  motives  I " 

Meanwhile,  the  Baron  threw  himself  into  his  chariot  — 
Uie  most  comfortable  easy  chariot  you  can  possibly  con- 
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ceive  — single  man's  chariot  —  perfect  taste  —  no  married 
man  ever  had  such  a  chariot ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  he 

was  at 's  hotel,  and  in  the  presence  of  Giulio  Fran- 

zini,  Count  di  Peschiera. 

"  Mon  chevy^^  said  the  Baron,  in  very  good  French,  and 
in  a  tone  of  the  most  familiar  equality  with  the  descendant 
of  the  princes  and  heroes  of  grand  mediaeval  Italy  — 
"Mon  cher,  give  me  one  of  your  excellent  cigars.  I 
think  I  have  put  all  matters  in  train." 

"  You  have  found  out  — " 

*'  No ;  not  so  fast  yet,'^  said  the  Baron,  lighting  the 
cigar  extended  to  him.  "  But  you  said  that  you  should 
be  perfectly  contented  if  it  only  cost  you  £20,000  to 
marry  off  your  sister  (to  whom  that  sum  is  legally  due), 
and  to  marry  yourself  to  the  heiress." 

"I  did,  indeed." 

'*  Then  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  manage  both  objects 
for  that  sum,  if  Randal  Leslie  really  knows  where  the 
young  lady  is,  and  can  assist  you.  Most  promising  able 
man  is  Randal  Leslie  —  but  innocent  as  a  babe  just  bom.'* 

•'Ha,  ha  I     Innocent?     Que  diable/^^ 

**  Innocent  as  this  cigar,  mon  cher  —  strong  certainly, 
but  smoked  very  easily.     Soyez  tranquille  I " 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Who  has  not  seen,  who  not  admired,  that  noble  picture 
by  Daniel  Maclise,  which  refreshes  the  immortal  name  of 
my  ancestor  Caxton  I  For  myself,  while  with  national 
pride  I  heard  the  admiring  murmurs  of  the  foreigners 
who  grouped  around  it  (nothing,  indeed,  of  which  our 
nation  may  be  more  proud  had  they  seen  in  the  Crystal 
Palace)  —  heard,  with  no  less  a  pride  in  the  generous 
nature  of  fellow-artists,  the  warm  applause  of  living  and 
deathless  masters,  sanctioning  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
popular  crowd  ;  —  what  struck  me  more  than  the  preci- 
sion of  drawing,  for  which  the  artist  has  been  always 
renowned,  and  the  just,  though  gorgeous  affluence  of  color 
which  he  has  more  recently  acquired,  was  the  profound 
depth  of  conception,  out  of  which  this  great  work  had 
so  elaborately  arisen.  That  monk,  with  his  scowl  towards 
the  printer  and  his  back  on  the  Bible  over  which  his  form 
easts  a  shadow  —  the  whole  transition  between  the  me- 
diaeval Christianity  of  cell  and  cloister,  and  the  modern 
Christianity  that  rejoices  in  the  daylight,  is  depicted 
there,  in  the  shadow  that  obscures  the  Book  —  in  the 
scowl  that  is  fixed  upon  the  Book-diffuser ;  —  that  sombre, 
musing  face  of  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester,  with  the 
beauty  of  Napoleon,  darkened  to  the  expression  of  a 
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Fiend^  looking  far  and  anxiously  into  futurity,  as  if  fore- 
seeing there  what  antagonism  was  about  to  be  created  to 
the  schemes  of  secret  crime  and  unrelenting  force  ;  —  the 
chivalrous  head  of  the  accomplished  Rivers,  seen  but  in 
profile  under  his  helmet,  as  if  the  age  when  Chivalry  must 
defend  its  noble  attributes,  in  steel,  was  already  half 
passed  away :  and,  not  least  grand  of  all,  the  rude  thews 
and  sinews  of  the  artisan  forced  into  service  on  the  type, 
and  the  ray  of  intellect,  fierce  and  menacing  revolutions 
yet  to  be,  struggling  through  his  rugged  features,  and 
across  his  low  knitted  brow; — all  this,  which  showed 
how  deeply  the  idea  of  the  discovery,  in  its  good  and  in 
its  evil,  its  saving  light  and  its  perilous  storms,  had  sunk 
into  the  artist's  soul,  charmed  me  as  effecting  the  exact 
union  between  sentiment  and  execution,  which  is  the  true 
and  rare  consummation  of  the  ideal  in  Art.  But  observe, 
while  in  these  personages  of  the  group  are  depicted  the 
deeper  and  graver  agencies  implicated  in  the  bright  but 
terrible  invention  —  observe  how  little  the  light  epicures 
of  the  hour  heed  the  scowl  of  the  monk,  or  the  restless 
gesture  of  Richard,  or  the  troubled  gleam  in  the  eyes  of 
the  artisan  —  King  Edward,  handsome  Poco  curante, 
delighted  in  the  surprise  of  a  child,  with  a  new  toy ;  and 
Clarence,  with  his  curious,  yet  careless,  glance  —  all  the 
while  Caxton  himself,  calm,  serene,  untroubled,  intent 
solely  upon  the  manifestation  of  his  discovery,  and  no 
doubt  supremely  indifferent  whether  the  first  proofs  of  it 
shall  be  dedicated  to  a  Rivers  or  an  Edward,  a  Richard 
or  a  Henry,  Plantagenet  or  Tudor  — 'tis  all  the  same  to 
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that  coraely,  gentle-looking  man.  So  is  it  ever  with  your 
Abstract  Science  I  —  not  a  jot  cares  its  passionless  logic 
for  the  woe  or  weal  of  a  generation  or  two.  The  stream, 
once  emerged  from  its  source,  passes  on  into  the  great 
Intellectual  Sea,  smiling  over  the  wretch  that  it  drowns, 
or  under  the  keel  of  the  ship  which  it  serves  as  a  slave. 

Now,  when  about  to  commence  the  present  chapter  on 
the  Varieties  of  Life,  this  masterpiece  of  thoughtful  art 
forced  itself  on  my  recollection,  and  illustrated  what  I 
designed  to  convey.  In  the  surface  of  every  age,  it  is 
often  that  which  but  amuses,  for  the  moment,  the  ordinary 
children  of  pleasant  existence,  the  Edwards  and  the 
Clarences  (be  they  kings  and  dukes,  or  simplest  of  simple 
subjects),  which  afterwards  towers  out  as  the  great  serious 
epoch  of  the  time.  When  we  look  back  upon  human 
records,  how  the  eye  settles  upon  Writers  as  the  main 
land-marks  of  the  past  I  We  talk  of  the  age  of  Augustus, 
of  Elizabeth,  of  Louis  XIV.,  of  Anne,  as  the  notable  eras 
of  the  world.  Why  ?  Because  it  is  their  writers  who 
have  made  them  so.  Intervals  between  one  age  of  authors 
and  another  lie  unnoticed,  as  the  flats  and  common  lands 
of  uncultured  history.  And  yet,  strange  to  say,  when 
these  authors  are  living  amongst  us,  they  occupy  a  very 
small  portion  of  our  thoughts,  and  fill  up  but  desultory 
interstices  in  the  bitumen  and  tufo  wherefrom  we  build 
up  the  Babylon  of  our  lives  !  So  it  is,  and  perhaps  so  it 
should  be,  whether  it  pleases  the  conceit  of  penmen  or 
not.  Life  is  meant  to  be  active ;  and  books,  though  they 
give  the  action  to  future  generations,  administer  but  to 
the  holiday  of  the  present.  Digitized  by  Google 
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And  so,  with  this  long  preface,  I  turn  suddenly  from 
the  Randals  and  the  Egertons,  and  the  Levys,  Avenels, 
and  Peschieras — from  the  plots  and  passions  of  practical 
life,  and  drop  the  reader  suddenly  into  one  of  those  ob- 
scure retreats  wherein  Thought  weaves,  from  unnoticed 
moments,  a  new  link  to  the  chain  that  unites  the  ages. 

Within  a  small  room,  the  single  window  of  which  opened 
on  a  fanciful  and  fairy-like  garden,  that  has  been  before 
described,  sat  a  young  man  alone.  He  had  been  writing, 
the  ink  was  not  dry  on  his  manuscript,  but  his  thoughts 
had  been  suddenly  interrupted  from  his  work,  and  his 
eyes,  now  lifted  from  the  letter  which  had  occasioned  that 
interruption,  sparkled  with  delight.  *'  He  will  come," 
exclaimed  the  young  man  1  "come  here  —  to  the  home 
which  I  owe  to  him.  I  have  not  been  unworthy  of  his 
friendship.  And  she  "  —  his  breast  heaved,  but  the  joy 
faded  from  his  face.  ''  Oh,  strange,  strange,  that  I  feel 
sad  at  the  thought  to  see  her  again.  See  her  —  Ah  no  I 
my  own  comforting  Helen  —  my  own  Child-angel  I  Her 
I  can  never  see  again  I  The  grown  woman  —  that  is  not 
my  Helen.  And  yet — and  yet  (he  resumed  after  a  pause), 
if  ever  she  read  the  pages  in  which  thought  flowed  and 
trembled  under  her  distant  starry  light  —  if  ever  she  see 
how  her  image  has  rested  with  me,  and  feel  that,  while 
others  believe  that  I  invent,  I  have  but  remembered  — 
will  she  not,  for  a  moment,  be  my  own  Helen  again  ! 
Again,  in  heart  and  in  fancy,  stand  by  my  side  on  the 
desolate  bridge  —  hand  in  hand  —  orphans  both,  as  we 
stood  in  the  days  so  sorrowful;  yet,  as  I  recall  them,  a*- 
sweet.  —Helen  in  England,  it  is  a^^tevCloogle 
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He  rose,  half-consciously,  and  went  to  the  window. 
The  fountain  played  merrily  before  his  eyes,  and  the  birds 
in  the  aviary  carolled  loud  to  his  ear.  *'  And  in  this 
house,"  he  murmured,  *'  I  saw  her  last  I  And  there,  where 
the  fountain  now  throws  its  spray  on  high  —  there  her 
beuefactor  and  mine  told  me  that  I  was  to  lose  hevj  that 
I  might  win  fame.     Alas  I " 

At  this  time  a  woman,  whose  dress  was  somewhat  above 
her  mien  and  air,  which,  though  not  without  a  certain  re- 
spectability, were  very  homely,  entered  the  room ;  and, 
seeing  the  young  man  standing  thus  thoughtful  by  the 
window,  paused.  She  was  used  to  his  habits ;  and  since 
his  success  in  life,  had  learned  to  respect  them.  So  she 
did  not  disturb  his  reverie,  but  began  softly  to  arrange 
the  room  —  dusting,  with  the  corner  of  her  apron,  the 
various  articles  of  furniture,  putting  a  stray  chair  or  two 
in  its  right  place,  but  not  touching  a  single  paper. 
Virtuous  woman,  and  rare  as  virtuous  I 

The  young  man  turned  at  last,  with  a  deep,  yet  not 
altogether  painful,  sigh  — 

"  My  dear  mother,  good  day  to  you.  Ah,  you  do  well 
to  make  the  room  look  its  best.  Happy  news  I  I  ex- 
pect a  visitor  I " 

"  Dear  me,  Leonard,  will  he  want  lunch  —  or  what  ?  " 

"  Nay,  I  think  not,  mother.  It  is  he  to  whom  we  owe 
all  —  *  ffcec  otia  fecit, '  Pardon  my  Latin  ;  it  is  Lord 
L'Estrange." 

The  face  of  Mrs.  Fairfield  (the  reader  has  long  since 
trifled  the  aame)  changed   instantlv,  and   betrayed  » 
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nervous  twitch  of  all  the  muscles,  which  gave  her  a  family 
likeness  to  old  Mrs.  Avenel. 

"  Do  not  be  alarmed,  mother.     He  is  the  kindest " 

"Don^t  talk  so  ;  I  can't  bear  it  I "  cried  Mrs.  Fairfield. 

"  No  wonder  you  are  affected  by  the  recollection  of  all 
his  benefits.  But  when  once  you  have  seen  him,  you  will 
find  yourself  ever  after  at  your  ease.  And  so,  pray  smile 
and  look  as  good  as  you  are ;  for  I  am  proud  of  your 
open,  honest  look  when  you  are  pleased,  mother.  And 
he  must  see  your  heart  in  your  face,  as  I  do." 

With  this,  Leonard  put  his  arm  round  the  widow's 
neck,  and  kissed  her.  She  clung  to  him  fondly  for  a 
moment,  and  he  felt  her  tremble  from  head  to  foot.  Then 
she  broke  from  his  embrace,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 
Leonard  thought  perhaps  she  had  gone  to  improve  her 
dress,  or  to  carry  her  housewife  energies  to  the  decoration 
of  the  other  rooms  ;  for  "  the  house"  was  Mrs.  Fairfield's 
hobby  and  passion  ;  and  now  that  she  worked  no  more, 
save  for  her  amusement,  it  was  her  main  occupation. 
The  hours  she  contrived  to  spend  daily  in  bustling  about 
those  little  rooms,  and  leaving  everything  therein  to  all 
appearance  precisely  the  same,  were  among  the  marvels 
in  life  which  the  genius  of  Leonard  had  never  compre- 
hended. But  she  was  always  so  delighted  when  Mr. 
Norreys  or  some  rare  visitor  came ;  and  said  (Mr.  Nor- 
reys  never  failed  to  do  so),  "  How  neatly  all  is  kept 
here  I  What  could  Leonard  do  without  you,  Mrs.  Fair- 
field ?  " 

*'And,  to  Norreys'  infinite  amusement.  Mrs.  Fairfield 
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always  returned  the  same  answer.  "  Deed,  sir,  and  thank 
you  kindly,  but  'tis  my  belief  that  the  drawing-room  would 
be  awful  dusty." 

Once  more  left  alone,  Leonard's  mind  returned  to  the 
state  of  reverie,  and  his  face  assumed  the  expression  that 
had  now  become  to  it  habitual.  Thus  seeii,  he  waa 
changed  much  since  we  last  beheld  him.  His  cheek  wa3 
more  pale  and  thin,  his  lips  more  firmly  compressed,  his 
eye  more  fixed  and  abstract.  You  could  detect,  if  I  may 
borrow  a  touching  French  expression,  that  "sorrow  had 
passed  by  there."  But  the  melancholy  on  his  countenance 
was  inefiFably  sweet  and  serene,  and  on  his  ample  forehead 
there  was  that  power,  so  rarely  seen  in  early  youth  —  the 
power  that  has  conquered,  and  betrays  its  conquests  but 
in  calm.  The  period  of  doubt,  of  struggle,  of  defiance, 
was  gone  perhaps  for  ever ;  genius  and  soul  were  recon- 
ciled to  human  life.  It  was  a  face  most  loveable ;  so 
g^entle  and  peaceful  in  its  character.  No  want  of  fire : 
on  the  contrary,  the  fire  was  so  clear  and  so  steadfast, 
that  it  conveyed  but  the  impression  of  light.  The  can- 
dor of  boyhood,  the  simplicity  of  the  villager,  were  still 
there — refined  by  intelligence,  but  intelligence  that  seemed 
to  have  traversed  through  knowledge  —  not  with  the 
footstep,  but  the  wing  —  unsullied  by  the  mire  —  tending 
towards  the  star  —  seeking  through  the  various  grades 
of  Being  but  the  lovelier  forms  of  truth  and  goodness  ;  at 
home,  as  should  be  the  Art  that  consummates  the  Beauti- 
ful— 

III.  — 19 
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"  In  den  heitern  Regionen 
Wo  die  reinen  Formen  wohnen."* 

From  this  reverie  Leonard  did  not  seek  to  rouse  bim- 
self,  till  the  bell  at  the  garden-gate  rang  loud  and  shrill ; 
and  then  starting  up  and  hurrying  into  the  hall  his  baud 
was  grasped  in  Harley's. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A  FULL  and  happy  hour  passed  away  in  Barley's  ques- 
tions and  Leonard's  answers  ;  the  dialogue  that  naturally 
ensued  between  the  two,  on  the  first  interview  after  an 
absence  of  years  so  eventful  to  the  younger  man. 

The  history  of  Leonard  during  this  interval  was  almost 
solely  internal,  the  struggle  of  intellect  with  its  own  diffi- 
culties, the  wanderings  of  imagination  through  its  own 
adventurous  worlds. 

The  first  aim  of  Norreys,  in  preparing  the  mind  of  bis 
pupil  for  its  vocation,  had  been  to  establish  the  equilibrium 
of  its  powers,  to  calm  into  harmony  the  elements  rudely 
shaken  by  the  trials  and  passions  of  the  old,  hard,  outer 
life. 

The  theory  of  Norreys  was  briefly  this.  The  educa- 
tion of  a  superior  human  being  is  but  the  development 
of  ideas  in  one  for  the  benefit  of  others.     To  this  end, 

*  At  home  —  **  In  the  serene  regions 

Where  dwell  the  pure  forms." 
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attention  should  be  directed  —  1st,  To  the  value  of  the 
ideas  collected  ;  2nd]y,  To  their  discipline  ;  3rdly,  to  their 
expression.  For  the  first,  acquirement  is  necessary  ;  for 
the  second,  discipline  ;  for  the  third,  art.  The  first  com- 
prehends knowledge,  purely  intellectual,  whether  derived 
from  observation,  memory,  reflection,  books  or  men, 
Aristotle  or  Fleet  Street.  The  second  demands  training^ 
not  only  intellectual,  but  moral ;  the  purifying  and  ex- 
altation of  motives ;  the  formation  of  habits :  in  which 
method  is  but  a  part  of  a  divine  and  harmonious  sym- 
metry —  an  union  of  intellect  and  conscience.  Ideas  of 
value,  stored  by  the  first  process ;  marshalled  into  force, 
and  placed  under  guidance,  by  the  second ;  it  is  the  result 
of  the  third,  to  place  them  before  the  world  in  the  most 
attractive  or  commanding  form.  This  may  be  done  by 
actions  no  less  than  words ;  but  the  adaptation  of  means 
to  end,  the  passage  of  ideas  from  the  brain  of  one  man 
into  the  lives  and  souls  of  all,  no  less  in  action  than  in 
books,  requires  study.  Action  has  its  art  aa  well  as 
literature.  Here  Norreys  had  but  to  deal  with  the  call- 
ing of  the  scholar,  the  formation  of  the  writer,  and  so  to 
guide  the  perceptions  towards  those  varieties  in  the 
sublime  and  beautiful,  the  just  combination  of  which  is  at 
once  CBEATiON.  Man  himself  is  but  a  combination  of 
elements.     He  who  combines  in  nature,  creates  in  art. 

Such,  very  succinctJy  and  inadequately  expressed,  was 
the  system  upon  which  Norreys  proceeded  to  regulate 
and  perfect  the  great  native  powers  of  bis  pupil ;  and 
though  the  reader  may  perhaps  say  that  no  system  laid 
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down  by  another  can  either  form  genius  or  dictate  to  its 
results,  yet  probably  nine-tenths  at  least  of  those  in  whom 
we  recognise  the  luminaries  of  our  race,  have  passed,  un- 
consciously to  themselves  (for  self-education  is  rarely 
conscious  of  its  phases,)  through  each  of  these  processes. 
And  no  one  who  pauses  to  reflect  will  deny,  that,  accord- 
ing to  this  theory,  illustrated  by  a  man  of  vast  experience, 
profound  knowledge,  and  exquisite  taste,  the  struggles  of 
genius  would  be  infinitely  lessened ;  its  vision  cleared  and 
strengthened,  and  the  distance  between  effort  and  success 
notably  abridged. 

Norreys,  however  was  far  too  deep  a  reasoner  to  fall 
into  the  error  of  modem  teachers,  who  suppose  that 
education  can  dispense  with  labor.  No  mind  becomes 
muscular  without  rude  and  early  exercise.  Labor  should 
be  strenuous,  but  in  right  directions.  All  that  we  can 
do  for  it  is  to  save  the  waste  of  time  in  blundering  into 
needless  toils. 

The  master  had  thus  first  employed  his  neophyte  in 
arranging  and  compiling  materials  for  a  great  critical 
work  in  which  Norreys  himself  was  engaged.  In  this 
stage  of  scholastic  preparation,  Leonard  was  necessarily 
led  to  the  acquisition  of  languages,  for  which  he  had 
great  aptitude — the  foundations  of  a  large  and  com- 
prehensive erudition  were  solidly  constructed.  He  traced 
by  the  ploughshare  the  walls  of  the  destined  city.  Habits 
of  accuracy  and  of  generalisation  became  formed  in- 
sensibly ;  and  that  precious  faculty  which  seizes,  amidst 
accumulated  materials,  those  that  serve  the  o)>iect  for 
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which  they  are  explored,  —  (that  faculty  which  quadru- 
ples all  force,  by  concentrating  it  on  one  point)  —  once 
roused  into  action,  gave  purpose  to  every  toil  and  quick- 
ness to  each  perception.  But  Norreys  did  not  confine 
his  pupil  solely  to  the  mute  world  of  a  library ;  he  in- 
troduced him  to  some  of  the  first  minds  in  arts,  science, 
and  letters  —  and  active  life.  "These,"  said  he,  "are 
the  living  ideas  of  the  present,  out  of  which  books  for  the 
future  will  be  written  :  study  them ;  and  here,  as  in  the 
volumes  of  the  past,  diligently  amass  and  deliberately 
compile." 

By  degrees  Norreys  led  on  that  young,  ardent  mind 
from  the  selection  of  ideas  to  their  aesthetic  analysis  — 
from  compilation  to  criticism  :  but  criticism  severe,  close, 
and  logical  —  a  reason  for  each  word  of  praise  or  of 
blame.  Led  in  this  stage  of  his  career  to  examine  into 
the  laws  of  beauty,  a  new  light  broke  upon  his  mind  ; 
from  amidst  the  masses  of  marble  he  had  piled  around 
him,  rose  the  vision  of  the  statue. 

And  so,  suddenly  one  day  Norreys  said  to  him,  "I 
need  a  compiler  no  longer  —  maintain  yourself  by  your 
own  creations. "  And  Leonard  wrote,  and  a  work  flowered 
up  from  the  seed  deep  buried,  and  the  soil  well  cleared 
to  the  rays  of  the  sun  and  the  healthful  influence  of  ex- 
panded air. 

That  first  work  did  not  penetrate  to  a  very  wide  circle 
of  readers,  not  from  any  perceptible  fault  of  its  own  — 
there  is  luck  in  these  things ;  the  first  anonymous  work 
of  an  original  genius  is  rarely  at  once  eminently  succesp 
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ful  But  the  more  experienced  recognised  the  promise 
of  the  book.  Publishers,  who  have  an  instinct  in  the  dis- 
covery of  available  talent,  which  often  forestalls  the 
appreciation  of  the  public,  volunteered  liberal  ofifers. 
''  Be  fully  successful  this  time,"  said  Norreys  ;  "  think  not 
of  models  nor  of  style.  Strike  at  once  at  the  common 
human  heart  —  throw  away  the  corks  —  swim  out  boldly. 
One  word  more  —  never  write  a  page  till  you  have 
walked  from  your  room  to  Temple  Bar,  and,  mingling 
with  men,  and  reading  the  human  face,  learn  why  great 
poets  have  mostly  passed  their  lives  in  cities." 

Thus  Leonard  wrote  again,  and  woke  one  morning  to 
find  himself  famous.  So  far  as  the  chances  of  all  pro- 
fessions dependent  on  health  will  permit,  present  in- 
dependence,  and,  with  foresight  and  economy,  the  pros- 
pects of  futui'e  competence,  were  secured. 

"And,  indeed,"  said  Leonard,  concluding  a  longer  but 
a  simpler  narrative  than  is  here  told  •—  "  indeed,  there  ia 
some  chance  that  I  may  obtain  at  once  a  sum  that  will 
leave  me  free  for  the  rest  of  ray  life  to  select  my  own 
subjects  and  write  without  care  for  remuneration.  This 
is  what  I  call  the  true  (and,  perhaps,  alas  I  the  rare)  in- 
dependence of  him  who  devotes  himself  to  letters.  Nor- 
reys, having  seen  my  boyish  plan  for  the  improvement  of 
certain  machinery  in  the  steam-engine,  insisted  on  my 
giving  much  time  to  mechanics.  The  study  that  once 
pleased  me  so  greatly,  now  seemed  dull ;  but  I  went  into 
it  with  good  heart ;  and  the  result  is,  that  I  have  improved 
80  far  on  my  original  idea,  that  my  scheme  has  met  the 
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approbation  of  one  of  our  most  scientific  engineers  ;  and 
I  am  assured  that  the  patent  for  it  will  be  purchased  of 
me  upon  terms  which  I  am  ashamed  to  name  to  you,  so 
disproportioned  do  they  seem  to  the  value  of  so  simple  a 
discovery.  Meanwhile,  I  am  already  rich  enough  to  have 
realised  the  two  dreams  of  my  heart  —  to  make  a  home 
in  the  cottage  where  I  had  last  seen  you  and  Helen  —  I 
naean  Miss  Digby ;  and  to  invite  to  that  home  her  who 
bad  sheltered  my  infancy." 

"  Your  mother,  where  is  she  ?     Let  me  see  her. " 

Leonard  ran  out  to  call  the  widow,  but,  to  his  surprise 
and  vexation,  learned  that  she  had  quitted  the  house 
before  L'Estrange  arrived. 

He  came  back  perplexed  how  to  explain  what  seemed 
nngracious  and  ungrateful,  and  spoke  with  hesitating  lip 
and  flushed  cheek  of  the  widow's  natural  timidity  and 
sense  of  her  own  homely  station.  "And  so  overpowered 
is  she,"  added  Leonard,  "  by  the  recollection  of  all  that 
we  owe  to  you,  that  she  never  hears  your  name  without 
agitation  or  tears,  and  trembled  like  a  leaf  at  the  thought 
of  seeing  you." 

"Hal"  said  Harley,  with  visible  emotion.  "Is  it 
so?"  And  he  bent  down,  shading  his  face  with  his 
hand.  "And,"  he  renewed,  after  a  pause,  but  not  look- 
ing up —  "and  you  ascribe  this  fear  of  seeing  me,  this 
agitation  at  my  name,  solely  to  an  exaggerated  sense  of 
—  of  the  circumstances  attending  my  acquaintance  with 
yourself  ?  " 

"And,  perhaps,  to  a  sort  of  shame  that  the  mother  of 
one  you  have  made  her  proud  of  is  but  a  peasan^  "  [^ 
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•'  That  is  all,"  said  Harley,  earnestly,  now  looking  up 
and  fixing  his  eyes,  in  which  stood  tears,  upon  Leonard's 
ingenuous  brow. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  lord,  what  else  can  it  be  ?  Do  not  judge 
her  harshly." 

L'Estrange  arose  abruptly,  pressed  Leonard's  hand, 
muttered  something  not  audible,  and  then  drawing  his 
young  friend's  arm  in  his,  led  him  into  the  garden,  and 
turned  the  conversation  back  to  its  former  topics. 

Leonard's  heart  yearned  to  ask  after  Helen,  and  yet 
something  withheld  him  from  doing  so,  till,  seeing  Harley 
did  not  volunteer  to  speak  of  her,  he  could  not  resist  his 
impulse.  "And  Helen  —  Miss  Digby  —  is  she  much 
changed  ?  " 

"Changed,  no  —  yes;  very  much." 
"  Yery  much  1 "  Leonard  sighed. 
"  I  shall  see  her  again  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Harley,  in  a  tone  of  surprise.  "  How 
can  you  doubt  it  ?  And  I  reserve  to  you  the  pleasure 
of  saying  that  you  are  renowned.  You  blush;  well,  I 
will  say  that  for  you.  But  you  shall  give  her  your  books. " 
"She  has  not  yet  read  them,  then?  — not  the  last? 
The  first  was  not  worthy  of  her  attention,"  said  Leonard, 
disappointed. 

"  She  has  only  just  arrived  in  England ;  and,  though 
your  books  reached  me  in  Germany,  she  was  not  then 
with  me.  When  I  have  settled  some  business  that  will 
take  me  from  town,  I  shall  present  you  to  her  and  my 
mother."  There  was  a  certain  embarrassment  in  Harley'a 

_  Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  225 

voice  as  he  spoke ;  and,  turning  round  abruptly,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  But  you  have  shown  poetry  even  here.  I  could 
not  have  conceived  that  so  much  beauty  could  be  drawn 
from  what  appeared  to  me  the  most  common-place  of  all 
suburban  gardens.  Why,  surely,  where  that  charming 
fountain  now  plays  stood  the  rude  bench  in  which  I  read 
your  verses." 

"  It  is  true  ;  I  wished  to  unite  all  together  my  happiest 
associations.  I  think  I  told  you,  my  lord,  in  one  of  my 
letters,  that  I  had  owed  a  very  happy,  yet  very  struggling 
time  in  my  boyhood  to  the  singular  kindness  and  gene- 
rous instructions  of  a  foreigner  whom  I  served.  This 
fountain  is  copied  from  one  that  I  made  in  his  garden, 
and  by  the  margin  of  which  many  a  summer  day  I  have 
sat  and  dreamt  of  fame  and  knowledge." 

"  True,  you  told  me  of  that ;  and  your  foreigner  will 
be  pleased  to  hear  of  your  success,  and  no  less  so  of  your 
grateful  recollections.  By  the  way,  you  did  not  mention 
Ms  name." 

"Riccabocca."  »   )« 

"Riecabocca  I  My  own  dear  and  noble  friend  I — is  it 
possible  ?  One  of  my  reasons  for  returning  to  England 
is  connected  with  him.  You  shall  go  down  with  me  and 
see  him.     I  meant  to  start  this  evening." 

"  My  dear  lord,"  said  Leonard,  ''  I  think  that  you  may 
spare  yourself  so  long  a  journey.  I  have  reason  to  sus- 
pect that  Signor  Riccabocca  is  my  nearest  neighbor. 
Two  days  ago  I  was  in  the  garden,  when  suddenly  lifting 
my  eyes  to  yon  hillock  I  perceived  the  form  of  a  man 
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seated  amongst  the  brushwood ;  and,  thoo^h  I  could  no* 
see  his  features,  there  was  something  in  the  very  outline 
of  his  figure  and  his  peculiar  posture,  that  irresistiblj 
reminded  me  of  Riccabooca.  I  hastened  out  of  the 
garden  and  ascended  the  hill,  but  he  was  gone.  My  sus- 
picions were  so  strong,  that  I  caused  inquiry  to  be  made 
at  the  different  shops  scattered  about,  and  learned  that  a 
family,  consisting  of  a  gentleman,  his  wife,  and  daughter, 
bad  lately  come  to  live  in  a  house  that  you  must  have 
passed  in  your  way  hither,  standing  a  little  back  from  the 
road,  surrounded  by  high  walls ;  and  though  they  were 
said  to  be  English,  yet  from  the  description  given  to  me 
of  the  gentleman's  person  by  one  who  had  noticed  it,  by 
the  fact  of  a  foreign  servant  in  their  employ,  and  by  the 
very  name  *  Richmouth,'  assigned  to  the  new  comers,  I 
can  scarcely  doubt  that  it  is  the  family  you  seek." 
"  And  you  have  not  called  to  ascertain  ? " 
"  Pardon  me,  but  the  family  so  evidently  shunning 
observation  (no  one  but  the  master  himself  ever  seen 
without  the  walls),  the  adoption  of  another  name  too  — 
led  me  to  infer  that  Signer  Riccaboc^a  has  some  strong 
motive  for  concealment;  and  now,  with  my  improved 
knowledge  of  life,  and  recalling  all  the  past,  I  cannot 
but  suppose  that  Riccabocca  was  not  what  he  appeared. 
Hence,  I  have  hesitated  on  formally  obtruding  myself 
upon  his  secrets,  whatever  they  be,  and  have  rather 
watched  for  some  chance  occasion  to  meet  him  in  his 
walks. " 

"  You  did  right,  my  dear  Leonard ;  but  my  rea.sons 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  227 

for  seeing  my  old  friend  forbid  all  scruples  of  delicacy^ 
and  I  will  go  at  once  to  his  house.  ^' 

"You  will  tell  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  am  right." 

"  I  hope  to  be  allowed  to  do  so.  Pray,  stay  at  home 
till  I  return.  And  now,  ere  I  go,  one  question  more : 
You  indulge  conjecture  as  to  Riccabo(»ca,  because  he 
has  changed  his  name  —  why  have  you  dropped  your 
own  ?" 

"  I  wished  to  have  no  name,"  said  Leonard,  coloring 
deeply,  "but  that  which  I  could  make  myself" 

"Proud  poet,  this  I  can  comprehend.  But  from  what 
reason  did  you  assume  the  strange  and  fantastic  name  of 
Oran?" 

The  flush  on  Leonard's  face  became  deeper.  "  My 
Lord,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice,  "it  is  a  childish  fancy  of 
mine ;  it  is  an  anagram," 

"Ahl" 

''At  a  time  when  my  cravings  after  knowledge  were 
likely  much  to  mislead,  and  perhaps  to  undo  me,  I  chanced 
on  some  poems  that  suddenly  aflfected  my  whole  mind,  and 
led  me  up  into  purer  air  ;  and  I  was  told  that  these  poems 
were  written  in  youth,  by  one  who  had  beauty  and  genius 
—  one  who  was  in  her  grave  —  a  relation  of  my  own,  and 
her  familiar  name  was  Nora  — " 

"  Ah  !  "  again  ejaculated  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  his  arm 
preyed  heavily  upon  Leonard's. 

"  So,  somehow  or  other,"  continued  the  young  author, 
falteringly,  "1  wished  that  if  ever  I  won  a  poet's  fame,  it 
might  be  to  my  own  heart,  at  least,  associated  with  this 
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name  of  Nora  —  with  her  whom  death  had  robbed  of  the 
fame  that  she  might  otherwise  have  won  —  with  her 
who  —  " 

He  paused,  greatly  agitated. 

Harley  was  no  less  so.  But,  as  if  by  a  sudden  impulse, 
the  soldier  bent  down  his  manly  head  and  kissed  the  poet's 
brow ;  then  he  hastened  to  the  gate,  flung  himself  on  his 
horse,  and  rode  away. 


CHAPTER  XYII. 

Lo:.D  L'EsTRANGE  did  not  proceed  at  once  to  Ricca- 
bocca's  house.  He  was  under  the  influence  of  a  remem- 
brance too  deep  and  too  strong  to  yield  easily  to  the  luke- 
warm claim  of  friendship.  He  rode  fast  and  far;  and 
impossible  it  would  be  to  define  the  feelings  that  passed 
through  a  mind  so  acutely  sensible  and  so  rootedly  tena- 
cious of  all  affections.  When  recalling  his  duty  to  the 
Italian,  he  once  more  struck  into  the  road  to  Norwood, 
the  slow  pace  of  his  horse  was  significant  of  his  own  ex- 
hausted spirits  ;  a  deep  dejection  had  succeeded  to  feverish 
excitement.  *' Yain  task,"  he  murmured,  "to  wean  my- 
self from  the  dead  I    Yet  I  am  now  betrothed  to  another  ; 

and  she,  with  all  her  virtues,  is  not  the  one  to "    He 

stopped  short  in  generous  self-rebuke.  *'  Too  late  to  think 
of  that  I  Now,  all  that  should  remain  to  me  is  to  insure 
the  happiness  of  the  life  to  which  I  have  pledged  my  own. 
But "    He  sighed  as  he  so  murmured.     On  reaching 
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the  Ticinity  of  Riccabocca's  house,  he  put  up  his  horse  at 
a  little  inn,  and  proceeded  on  foot  across  the  hcath^iaud 
towards  the  dull  square  building,  which  Leonard's  descrip- 
tion had  sufficed  to  indicate  as  the  exile's  new  home.  It 
was  long  before  any  one  answered  his  summons  at  the 
gate.  Not  till  he  had  thrice  rung  did  he  hear  a  heavy 
step  on  the  gravel-walk  within ;  then  the  wicket  within 
the  gate  was  partially  drawn  aside,  a  dark  eye  gleamed 
out,  and  a  voice  in  imperfect  English  asked  who  was  there. 

"  Lord  L'Estrange  ;  and  if  I  am  right  as  to  the  person 
I  seek,  that  name  will  at  once  admit  me." 

The  door  flew  open  as  did  that  of  the  mystic  cavern  at 
the  sound  -  of  *'  Open,  Sesame  ;  "  and  Giacomo,  almost 
weeping  with  joyous  emotion,  exclaimed,  in  Italian,  *'  The 
good  Lord  I  Holy  San  Giacomo !  thou  hast  heard  me  at 
last !  We  are  safe  now. "  And  dropping  the  blunderbuss 
with  which  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  arm  himself, 
he  lifted  Harley's  hand  to  his  lips,  in  the  affectionate 
greeting  peculiar  to  his  countrymen. 

"And  the  Padrone  ?  "  asked  Harley,  as  he  entered  the 
jealous  precincts. 

"  Oh,  he  is  just  gone  out ;  but  he  will  not  be  long.  You 
wOl  wait  for  him  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  What  lady  is  that  I  see  at  the  far  end  of 
the  garden  ?  " 

"  Bless  her,  it  is  our  Siprnorina.  I  will  run  and  tell  her 
you  are  come." 

'*  That  I  am  come ;  but  she  cannot  know  me  even  bv 
name." 
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"Ah,  Excellency,  can  you  think  so  ?  Many  and  many 
u  time  has  she  talked  to  me  of  yoa,  and  I  have  heard  her 
pray  to  the  holy  Madonna  to  bless  you,  and  in  a  voice  so 
sweet " 

"  Stay,  I  will  present  myself  to  her.  Go  into  the  house, 
and  we  will  wait  without  for  the  Padrone.  Nay,  I  need 
the  air,  my  friend. "  Harley,  as  he  said  this,  broke  from 
Giacomo,  and  approached  Violante. 

The  poor  child,  in  her  solitary  walk  in  the  obscurer 
parts  of  the  dull  garden,  had  escaped  the  eye  of  Giacomo 
when  he  had  gone  forth  to  answer  the  bell ;  and  she,  un- 
conscious of  the  fears  of  which  she  was  the  object,  had  felt 
something  of  youthful  curiosity  at  the  summons  at  the 
gate,  and  the  sight  of  a  stranger  in  close  and  Mendly  con- 
fidence with  the  unsocial  Giacomo. 

Harley  now  neared  her  with  that  singular  grace  of 
movement  which  belonged  to  him,  a  thrill  shot  through 
her  heart-— she  knew  not  why.  She  did  not  recognise 
his  likeness  to  the  sketch  taken  by  her  father  from  his  re- 
collections of  Harley's  early  youth.  She  did  not  guess 
who  he  was ;  and  yet  she  felt'  herself  color,  and,  naturally 
fearless  though  she  was,  turned  away  with  a  vague  alarm. 

*' Pardon  my  want  of  ceremony,  Signorina,"  said  Har- 
ley, in  Italian  ;  "but  I  am  so  old  a  friend  of  your  father's 
tliat  I  cannot  feel  as  a  stranger  to  yourself" 

Thfin  Violaute  lifted  to  him  her  dark  eyes,  so  intelligent 
and  so  innocent  —  eyes  full  of  surprise,  but  not  displeased 
surprise.  And  Harley  himself  stood  amazed  and  almost 
abashed,  by  the  rich  and  almost  marvellous  beauty  that 
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beamed  upon  him.     "  My  father's  friend,"  she  said,  hesi 
tatinglj,  *'  and  I  never  to  have  seen  you  1 " 

"Ah,  Signorina,"  said  Harley  (and  something  of  its 
aative  humor,  half  arch,  half  sad,  played  round  his  lip), 
"you  are  mistaken  there ;  yon  have  seen  me  before,  and 
you  received  me  much  more  kindly  then " 

"  Signor  I "  said  Violante,  more  and  more  surprised, 
and  with  a  yet  richer  color  on  her  cheeks. 

Harley,  who  had  now  recovered  from  the  first  effect  of 
her  beauty,  and  who  regarded  her  as  men  of  his  years 
and  character  are  apt  to  regard  ladies  in  tlieir  teens,  as 
more  child  than  woman,  suffered  himself  to  be  amused  by 
her  perplexity  ;  for  it  was  in  his  nature,  that  the  graver 
and  more  mournful  he  felt  at  heart,  the  more  he  sought  to 
give  play  and  whim  to  his  spirits. 

"Indeed,  Signorina,"  said  he,  demurely,  "you  insisted 
then  on  placing  one  of  those  fair  hands  in  mine  ;  the  other 
(forgive  me  the  fidelity  of  my  recollections)  was  affec- 
tionately thrown  around  my  neck." 

"  Signor  ! "  again  exclaimed  Violante  ;  but  this  time 
there  was  anger  in  her  voice,  as  well  as  surprise,  and  no- 
thing could  be  more  charming  than  her  look  of  pride  and 
resentment. 

Harley  smiled  again,  but  with  so  much  kindly  sweet- 
ness, that  the  anger  vanished  at  once,  or  rather  Yiolante 
felt  angry  with  herself  that  she  was  no  longer  angry  with 
him.  But  she  had  looked  so  beautiful  in  her  anger,  that 
Harley  wished,  perhaps,  to  see  her  angry  again.  So, 
composing  his  lips  from  their  propitiatory  smile,  he  re 
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"  Your  flatterers  will  tell  you,  Signorina,  that  you  are 
much  improved  since  then,  bat  I  liked  you  better  as  you 
were  ;  not  but  what  I  hope  to  return  some  day  what  you 
then  so  generously  pressed  upon  me. 

"  Pressed  upon  you  I  —  I  ?  Signor,  you  are  under  some 
strange  mistake." 

"  Alas  I  no ;  but  the  female  heart  is  so  capricious  and 
fickle  I  You  pressed  it  upon  me,  I  assure  you.  I  own 
that  I  was  not  loath  to  accept  it." 

''Pressed  it!     Pressed  what?" 

"Your  kiss,  my  ch'ild,"  said  Harley ;  and  then  added, 
with  a  serious  tenderness,  "And  I  again  say  that  I  hope 
to  return  it  some  day  —  when  I  see  you,  by  the  side  of 
father  and  of  husband,  in  your  native  land  —  the  fairest 
bride  on  whom  the  skies  of  Italy  ever  smiled  I  And  now, 
pardon  a  hermit  and  a  soldier  for  his  rude  jests,  and 
give  your  hand,  in  token  of  that  pardon,  —  to  Harley 
L'Estrange." 

Yiolante,  who,  at  the  first  words  of  his  address  had 
recoiled,  with  a  vague  belief  that  the  stranger  was, out 
of  his  mind,  sprang  forward  as  it  closed,  and,  in  all  the 
vivid  enthusiasm  of  her  nature,  pressed  the  hand  held  out 
to  her,  with  both  her  own.  "Harley  L'Estrange  —  the 
preserver  of  my  father's  life  I "  she  cried  ;  and  her  eyes 
were  fixed  on  his  with  such  evident  gratitude  and  rever- 
ence, that  Harley  felt  at  once  confused  and  delighted. 
She  did  not  think  at  that  instant  of  the  hero  of  her 
dreams  —  she  thought  but  of  him  who  had  saved  her 
father.     But,  as  his  eyes  sank  before  her  own,  and  his 
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head  nncovered,  bowed  over  the  hand  he  held,  she  recog- 
nised the  likeness  to  the  features  on  which  she  had  so 
often  gazed.  The  first  bloom  of  youth  was  gone,  but 
enough  of  youth  still  remained  to  soften  the  lapse  of 
years,  and  to  leave  to  manhood  the  attractions  which 
charm  the  eye.  Instinctively  she  withdrew  her  hands 
from  his  clasp,  and,  in  her  turn,  looked  down. 

In  this  pause  of  embarrassment  to  both,  Riccabocca 
let  himself  into  the  garden  by  his  own  latch-key,  and, 
startled  to  see  a  man  by  the  side  of  Violante,  sprang  for- 
ward with  an  abrupt  and  angry  cry.  Harley  heard,  and 
turned. 

As  if  restored  to  courage  and  self-possession  by  the 
sense  of  her  father's  presence,  Yiolante  again  took  the 
hand  of  the  visitor.  ** Father,"  she  said,  simply,  ''it  is 
he  —  he  is  come  at  last."  And  then,  retiring  a  few  steps, 
she  contemplated  them  both ;  and  her  face  was  radiant 
with  happiness  —  as  if  something,  long  silently  missed 
and  looked  for,  was  as  silently  found,  and  life  had  no  more 
a  want,  nor  the  heart  a  void. 


20'' 
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INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

UPON  THIS  PACT  —  THAT  THE  WORLD  IS  STILIi  MUCH  THE 
SAME   AS  IT  ALWAYS   HAS   BEEN. 

It  is  observed  by  a  very  pleasant  writer — read  now-a- 
days  only  by  the  brave  pertinacious  few  who  still  struggle 
hard  to  rescue  from  the  House  of  Pluto  the  souls  of  de- 
parted authors,  jostled  and  chased  as  those  souls  are  by 
the  noisy  footsteps  of  the  living  —  it  is  observed  by  the 
admirable  Charron,  that  ''judgment  and  wisdom  is  not 
only  the  best,  but  the  happiest  portion  God  Almighty 
hath  distributed  amongst  men  ;  for  though  this  distribu- 
tion be  made  with  a  very  uneven  hand,  yet  nobody  thinks 
himself  stinted  or  ill-dealt  with,  but  he  that  hath  never  so 
little  is  contented  in  this  respect."* 


*  Translation  of  Charron  on  Wisdoi^.     By  G.  Stanhope,  D.  D. 
late  Dean  of  Canterbury  (1729).     A  translation  remarkable  for 
ease,  vigor,  and  (despite  that  contempt  for  the  strict  rules  of  gram- 
mar, which  was  common  enough  amongst  writers  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  last  century)  for  the  idiomatic  raoiness  of  its  English. 
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And,  certainly,  tb6  present  narrative  may  serve  m  nota- 
ble illustration  of  the  remark  so  drily  made  by  the  witty 
and  wise  preacher.  For  whether  our  friend  Riccabocca 
deduce  theories  for  daily  life  from  the  great  folio  of  Ma- 
chiavelli,  or  that  promising  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Randal 
Leslie,  interpret  the  power  of  knowledge  into  the  art  of 
being  too  knowing  for  dull  honest  folks  to  cope  with  him  ; 
or  acute  Dick  Avenel  push  his  way  up  the  social  ascent 
with  a  blow  for  those  before,  and  a  kick  for  those  behind 
Mm,  after  the  approved  ftishion  of  your  strong  New  Man ; 
or  Baron  Levy — that  cynical  impersonation  of  (Gfold  — 
compare  himself  to  the  Magnetic  Rock  in  the  Arabian 
tale,  to  which  the  nails  in  every  ship  that  approaches  the 
mfluence  of  the  loadstone  fly  from  the  planks,  and  a  ship- 
wreck per  day  adds  its  waife  to  the  Rock  :  questionless  at 
least  it  is,  that  each  of  those  personages  believes  that 
Providence  has  bestowed  on  him  an  elder  son's  inheritance 
of  wisdom.  Nor,  were  we  to  glance  towards  the  obscurer 
paths  of  life,  should  we  find  good  Parson  Dale  deem  him- 
self worse  off  than  the  rest  of  the  world  in  this  precious 
commodity  —  as,  indeed,  he  has  signally  evinced  of  late 
in  that  shrewd  guess  of  his  touching  Professor  Moss  ;  — 
even  plain  Squire  Hazeldean  takes  it  for  granted  that  he 
could  teach  Audley  Egerton  a  thing  or  two  worth  know- 
ing in  politics  ;  Mr.  Stirn  thinks  that  there  is  no  branch 
of  useful  lore  on  which  he  could  not  instruct  the  Squire  ; 
Tbile  Sprott,  the  tinker,  with  his  bag  full  of  tracts,  and 
lucifer-matches,  regards  the  whole  framework  of  modern 
society,  from  a  rick  to  a  constitution,  with  the  profound 
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disdain  of  a  revolutionary  philosopher.  Considering  thai 
every  individual  thus  brings  into  the  stock  of  the  world 
so  vast  a  share -of  intelligence,  it  cannot  but  excite  our 
wonder  to  find  that  Oxenstiern  is  popularly  held  to  be 
right  when  he  said,  ''  See,  my  son,  how  little  wisdom  it 
requires  to  govern  States;"  —  that  is,  Men!  That  so 
many  millions  of  persons,  each  with  a  profound  assurance 
that  he  is  possessed  of  an  exalted  sagacity,  should  concur 
in  the  ascendency  of  a  few  inferior  intellects,  according  to 
a  few  stupid,  prosy,  matter-of-fact  rules  as  old  as  the  hills, 
is  a  phenomenon  very  discreditable  to  the  spirit  and  energy 
of  the  aggregate  human  species  I  It  creates  no  surprise 
that  one  sensible  watch-dog  should  control  the  movements 
of  a  flock  of  silly  grass-eating  sheep ;  but  that  two  or 
three  silly  grass-eating  sheep  should  give  the  law  to  whole 
flocks  of  such  mighty  sensible  watch-dogs  —  Diavolo  t 
'^r.  Riccabocca,  explain  that  if  you  can  1  And  wonder- 
fully strange  it  is,  that  notwithstanding  all  the  march  of 
enlightenment,  notwithstanding  our  progressive  disco- 
veries in  the  laws  of  nature  —  our  railways,  steam-engines, 
animal  magnetism,  and  electro-biology  —  we  have  never 
made  any  improvement  that  is  generally  acknowledged, 
since  Men  ceased  to  be  troglodytes  and  nomads,  in  the 
old-fashioned  gamut  of  flats  and  sharps,  which  attunes 
into  irregular  social  jog-trot  all  the  generations  that  pass 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  ;  still,  ''the  desire  for  some-- 
thing  we  have  nof''  impels  all  the  energies  that  keep  us 
in  movement,  for  good  or  for  ill,  according  to  the  checks 
01  the  directions  of  each  favorite  desire. 
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A  friend  of  mine  once  said  to  a  millionnaire,  whom  he 
mw  for  ever  engaged  in  making  money  which  he  never 

seemed  to  have  any  pleasure  in  spending,  *'  Pray,  Mr. , 

will  you  answer  me  one  question  :  You  are  said  to  have 
two  millions,  and  you  spend  £600  a-year.  In  order  to 
rest  and  enjoy,  what  will  content  you  ? " 

'*A  little  more,"  answered  the  rnillionnaire,  **  That 
"  little  more  "  is  the  main-spring  of  civilisation.  Nobody 
ever  gets  it! 

" Philus,"  saith  a  Latin  writer,  "was  not  so  rich  as 
Lselius ;  LsbHus  was  not  so  rich  as  Scipio ;  Scipio  was 
not  so  rich  as  Crassus;  and  Crassus  was  not  so  rich  as  he 
wished  to  be  I "  If  John  Bull  were  once  contented,  Man- 
chester might  shut  up  its  mills.  It  is  the  "  little  more  " 
that  makes  a  mere  trifle  of  the  National  Debt  I  — Long 
life  to  it! 

Still,  mend  our  law-books  as  we  will,  one  is  forced  to 
confess  that  knaves  are  often  seen  irf-fine  linen,  and  honest 
men  in  the  most  shabby  old  rags ;  and  still,  notwithstand- 
ing the  exceptions,  knavery  is  a  very  hazardous  game ; 
and  honesty,  on  the  whole,  by  far  the  best  policy.  Still, 
most  of  the  Ten  Commandments  remain  at  the  core  of 
all  the  Pandects  and  Institutes  that  keep  our  hands  off 
our  neighbors'  throats,  wives,  and  pockets ;  still,  every 
year  shows  that  the  Parson's  maxim  —  non  quieta  movere 
—  is  as  prudent  for  the  health  of  communities  as  when 
Apollo  recommended  his  votaries  not  to  rake  up  a  fever 
by  stirriug  the  Lake  Camarina ;  still  people,  thank  Heaven, 
dodine  lo  reside  in  parallelograms ;  and  the  surest  token 
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that  we  live  under  a  free  government  is,  when  we  are 
governed  by  persons  whom  we  have  a  full  right  to  imply, 
by  our  censure  and  ridicule,  are  blockheads  compared  to 
ourselves  1  Stop  that  delightful  privilege,  and,  by  Jov€  I 
sir,  there  is  neither  pleasure  nor  honor  in  being  governed 
at  all  1     Yon  might  as  well  be  —  a  Frenchman  I 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  Italian  and  his  friend  are  closeted  together. 

"And  why  have  you  left  your  home  in shire  ?  and 

why  this  new  change  of  name  ?  " 

''Peschiera  is  in  England." 

"I  know  it." 

''And  bent  on  discovering  me ;  and,  it  is  said,  of  steal- 
ing from  me  my  child." 

"  He  has  had  the  assurance  to  lay  wagers  that  he  will 
win  the  hand  of  your  heiress.  I  know  that  too ;  and 
therefore  I  have  come  to  England  —  first  to  baffle  his 
design  —  for  I  do  not  think  your  fears  altogether  exag- 
gerated—  and  next  to  learn  from  you  how  to  follow  up 
a  clue  which,  unless  I  am  too  sanguine,  may  lead  to  his 
ruin,  and  your  unconditional  restoration.  Listen  to  me. 
You  are  aware  that,  after  the  skirmish  with  Peschiera^s 
armed  hirelings  sent  in  search  of  you,  I  received  a  polite 
message  from  the  Austrian  government,  requesting  me  to 
leave  its  Italian  domains.     Now,  as  I  hold  it  the  obvious 
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dnty  of  any  foreigner,  admitted  to  the  hospitality  of  a 
state,  to  refrain  from  all  participation  in  its  civil  disturb- 
ances, so  I  thought  my  honor  assailed  at  this  intimation, 
and  went  at  once  to  Vienna  to  explain  to  the  Minister 
there  (to  whom  I  was  personally  known),  that  though  I 
had,  as  became  man  to  man,  aided  to  protect  a  refugee, 
who  had  taken  shelter  under  my  roof,  from  the  infuriated 
soldiers  at  the  command  of  his  private  foe,  I  had  not  only 
not  shared  in  any  attempt  at  revolt,  but  dissuaded,  as  far 
as  I  could,  my  Italian  friends  from  their  enterprise  ;  and 
that  because,  without  discussing  its  merits,  I  believed,  as 
a  military  man  and  a  cool  spectator,  the  enterprise  could 
only  terminate  in  fruitless  bloodshed.  I  was  enabled  to 
establish  my  explanation  by  satisfactory  proof ;  and  my 
acquaintance  with  the  Minister  assumed  something  of  the 
character  of  friendship.  I  was  then  in  a  position  to 
advocate  your  cause,  and  to  state  your  original  reluctance 
to  enter  into  the  plots  of  the  insurgents.  I  admitted 
freely  that  you  had  such  natural  desire  for  the  independ- 
ence of  your  native  land,  that,  had  the  standard  of  Italy 
been  boldly  hoisted  by  its  legitimate  chiefs,  or  at  the 
common  uprising  of  its  whole  people,  you  would  have 
been  found  in  the  van,  amidst  the  ranks  of  your  country- 
men ;  but  I  maintained  that  you  would  never  have  shared 
in  a  conspiracy  frantic  in  itself,  and  defiled  by  the  lawless 
schemes  and  sordid  ambition  of  its  main  projectors,  had 
you  not  been  betrayed  and  decoyed  into  it  by  the  mis- 
representations and  domestic  treachery  of  your  kinsman 
—  the  very  man  who  denounced  you.     Unfortunately,  of 
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this  staiement  I  had  no  proof  but  your  own  word.  I 
made,  however,  so  far  an  impression  in  your  favor,  and, 
it  may  be,  against  the  traitor,  that  your  property  was  not 
confiscated  to  the  State,  nor  handed  over,  upon  the  plea 
of  your  civil  death,  to  your  kinsman." 

"Howl — I  do  not  understand,  Peschiera  has  the 
property  ?  " 

"  He  holds  the  revenues  but  of  one-half  upon  pleasure, 
and  they  would  be  withdrawn,  could  I  succeed  in  estab- 
lishing the  case  that  exists  against  him.  I  was  forbidden 
before  to  mention  this  to  you  ;  the  Minister,  not  inexcusa- 
bly, submitted  you  to  the  probation  of  unconditional 
exile.  Your  grace  might  depend  upon  your  own  forbear- 
ance from  future  conspiracies  —  forgive  the  word.  I  need 
not  say  I  was^permitted  to  return  to  Lombardy.  I  found, 
on  my  arrival,  that  —  that  your  unhappy  v/ife  had  been 
to  my  house,  and  exhibited  great  despair  at  hearing  of 
ray  departure." 

Riccabocca  knit  his  dark  brows,  and  breathed  hard. 

"  I  did  not  judge  it  necessary  to  acquaint  you  with  this 
circumstance,  nor  did  it  much  affect  me.  I  believed  in 
her  guilt  —  and  what  could  now  avail  her  remorse,  if 
remorse  she  felt  ?  Shortly  afterwards,  I  heard  that  she 
was  no  more." 

**  Yes,"  muttered  Riccabocca,  she  died  in  the  same 
year  that  I  left  Italy.  It  must  be  a  strong  reason  that 
can  excuse  a  friend  for  reminding  me  even  that  she  onco 
Uved  1 " 

*'I  come   at   once  to  that  reason,"  said  L'Estrangc. 
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gently.  "  This  aatamn  I  was  roaming  through  Switzer- 
land, and,  in  one  of  my  pedestrian  excursions  amidst  the 
mountains,  I  met  with  an  accident,  which  confined  me  for 
some  days  to  a  sofa  at  a  little  inn  in  an  obscure  village. 
My  hostess  was  an  Italian  ;  and,  as  I  had  left  my  servant 
at  a  town  at  some  distance,  I  required  her  Attention  till  I 
could  write  to  him  to  come  to  me.  I  was  thankful  for  her 
cares,  and  amused  by  her  Italian  babble.  We  became 
very  good  friends.  She  told  me  she  had  been  servant  to 
a  lady  of  great  rank,  who  had  died  in  Switzerland ;  and 
that,  being  enriched  by  the  generosity  of  her  mistress,  she 
had  married  a  Swiss  innkeeper,  and  his  people  had  become 
hers.  My  servant  arrived,  and  my  hostess  learned  my 
nane,  which  she  did  not  know  before.  She  came  into 
my  loom  greatly  agitated.  In  brief,  this  woman  h«»a 
be<  n  servant  to  your  wife.  She  had  accompanied  her  to 
my  Tilla,  and  known  of  her  anxiety  to  see  me,  as  your 
frier;  d.  The  government  had  assigned  to  your  wife  your 
palpice  at  Milan,  with  a  cjompetent  income.  She  had 
refused  to  accept  of  either.  Failing  to  see  me,  she  had 
set  off  towards  England,  resolved  upon  seeing  yourself ;  for 
the  journals  had  stated  that  to  England  you  had  escaped." 

"  She  dared  I  —  shameless  I  And  see,  but  a  moment 
before,  I  had  forgotten  all  but  her  grave  in  a  foreign  soil 
—  and  these  tears  had  forgiven  her,"  murmured  the  Italian. 

"Let  them  forgive  her  still,"  said  Harley,  with  all  his 
exquisite  sweetness  of  look  and  tone.  "  I  resume.  On 
entering  Switzerland,  your  wife's  health,  which  you  know 
iras  always  delicate,  gave  way.     To  fatigue  and  anxiety 
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Bucceeded  fever,  and  delirium  ensued.  She  had  taken 
with  her  but  this  one  female  attendant  —  the  sole  one  she 
could  trust  —  on  leaving  home.  She  suspected  Peschiera 
to  have  bribed  her  household.  In  the  presence  of  this 
woman  she  raved  of  her  innocence  —  in  accents  of  terror 
and  aversion,'  denounced  your  kinsman  —  and  called  on 
you  to  vindicate  her  name  and  your  own." 

"  Ravings  indeed  !  Poor  Paulina  ! "  groaned  Ricea- 
bocca,  covering  his  face  with  both  hands. 

"  But  in  her  delirium  there  were  lucid  intervals.  In 
one  of  these  she  rose,  in  spite  of  all  her  servant  could  do 
to  restrain  her,  took  from  her  desk  several  letters,  and 
reading  them  over,  exclaimed  piteously,  *  But  how  to  get 
them  to  him  ?  —  whom  to  trust  ?  And  his  friend  is 
gone  I'  Then  an  idea  seemed  suddenly  to  flash  upon 
her,  for  she  uttered  a  joyous  exclamation,  sat  down,  and 
wrote  long  and  rapidly  ;  enclosed  what  she  wrote  with  all 
the  letters,  in  one  packet,  which  she  sealed  carefully,  and 
bade  her  servant  carry  to  the* post,  with  many  injunctions 
to  take  it  with  her  own  hand,  and  pay  the  charge  on  it. 
*  For  oh  1 '  said  she  (I  repeat  the  words  as  my  informant 
told  them  to  me)  — '  for,  oh  !  this  is  my  sole  chance  to 
prove  to  my  husband  that,  though  I  have  erred,  I  am 
not  the  guilty  thing  he  believes  me  ',  the  sole  chance,  too. 
to  redeem  my  error,  and  restore,  perhaps  to  my  husband 
his  country,  to  my  child  her  heritage.'  The  servant  took 
the  letter  to  the  post ;  and  when  she  returned,  her  lady 
was  asleep,  with  a  smile  upon  her  face.  But  from  that 
sleep,  she  woke   again  delirious,  and  before  the   nctt 
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morning  her  soul  had  fled."  Here  Riccabocca  lifted  one 
hand  from  his  face  and  grasped  Harley^s  arm,  as  if  mutely 
beseeching  him  to  pause.  The  heart  of  the  man  strugglea 
hard  with  his  pride  and  his  philosophy ,  and  it  was  long 
before  Harley  could  lead  him  to  regard  the  worldly  pros- 
pects which  this  last  communication  from  his  wife  might 
open  to  his  ruined  fortunes.  Not,  indeed,  till  Riccabocca 
had  persuaded  himself,  and  half-persuaded  Harley  (for 
strong,  indeed,  was  all  presumption  of  guilt  against  the 
dead)  that  his  wife's  protestations  of  innocence  from  all 
but  error  had  been  but  ravings. 

"  Be  this  as  it  may,"  said  Harley,  "  there  seems  every 
reason  to  suppose  that  the  letters  enclosed  were  Peschi- 
era's  correspondence,  and  that,  if  so,  these  would  establish 
the  proof  of  his  influence  over  your  wife,  and  of  his  per- 
fidious machinations  against  yourself.  I  resolved,  before 
coming  hither,  to  go  round  by  Vienna.  There  I  heard, 
with  dismay,  that  Peschiera  had  not  only  obtained  the 
imperial  sanction  to  demand  your  daughter's  hand,  but 
had  boasted  to  his  profligate  circle  that  he  should  suc- 
ceed J  and  he  was  actually  on  his  road  to  England.  I 
saw  at  once  that  could  this  design,  by  any  fraud  or  artifice, 
)>e  successful  with  Violante,  (for  of  your  consent,  I  need 
not  say,  I  did  not  dream),  the  discovery  of  the  packet, 
whatever  its  contents,  would  be  useless  :  Peschiera's  end 
^ould  be  secured.  I  saw  also  that  his  success  would 
suffice  for  ever  to  clear  his  name  —  for  his  success  must 
imply  your  consent  (it  would  be  to  disgrace  your  daughter, 
*^  assert  that  she  had  married  without  it),  and  your  con- 
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sent  would  be  his  acquittal.  I  saw,  too,  with  alarm,  that 
to  all  means  for  the  accomplishment  of  his  project  he 
would  be  urged  by  despair  ;  for  his  debts  are  great,  and 
his  character  nothing  but  new  wealth  can  support.  I 
knew  that  he  was  able,  bold,  determined,  and  that  he  had 
taken  with  him  a  large  supply  of  money  borrowed  upon 
usury ;  —  in  a  word,  I  trembled  for  you  both.  I  have 
now  seen  your  daughter,  and  I  tremble  no  more.  Ac- 
complished seducer  as  Peschiera  boasts  himself,  the  first 
look  upon  her  face,  so  sweet  yet  so  noble,  convinced  me 
that  she  is  proof  against  a  legion  of  Peschieras.  Now, 
then,  return  we  to  tbis  all-important  subject  —  to  this 
packet.  It  never  reached  you.  Long  years  have  passed 
since  then.  Does  it  exist  still  ?  Into  whose  hands  would 
it  have  fallen  ?  Try  to  summon  up  all  your  recollections. 
The  servant  could  not  remember  the  name  of  the  person 
to  whom  it  was  addressed;  she  only  insisted  that  the 
name. began  with  a  B,  that  it  was  directed  to  England, 
and  that  to  England  she  accordingly  paid  the  postage. 
Whom  then,  with  a  name  that  begins  with  B,  or  (in  case 
the  servant's  memory  here  misled  her)  whom  did  you  or 
your  wife  know,  during  your  visit  to  England,  with  suffi- 
cient intimacy  to  make  it  probable  that  she  would  select 
such  a  person  for  her  confidant  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  conceive,"  said .  Riccabocca,  shaking  his 
head.  **  We  came  to  England  shortly  after  our  marriage. 
Paulina  was  affected  by  the  climate.  She  spoke  not  a 
word  of  English,  and  indeed  not  even  French,  as  might 
have  been  expected  from  her  birth,  for  her  father  was 
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poor,  and  thoroughly  Italian.  She  refused  all  society.  I 
went,  it  is  true,  somewhat  into  the  London  tv  orld  — 
enough  to  induce  me  to  shrink  from  the  contrast  that  my 
second  visit  as  a  beggared  refugee  would  have  made  to 
the  reception  I  met  with  on  my  first ;  but  I  formed  no  in- 
timate friendships.  I  recall  no  one  whom  she  could  have 
written  to  as  intimate  with  me." 

"But,"  persisted  Harley,  "think  again.  Was  there 
no  lady  well  acquainted  with  Italian,  and  with  whom, 
perhaps,  for  that  very  reason,  your  wife  became  familiar  ?" 

"  Ah,  it  is  true.  There  was  one  old  lady  of  retired 
habits,  but  who  had  been  much  in  Italy.  Lady  —  Lady 
—  I  remember  —  Lady  Jane  Horton." 

"  Horton  —  Lady  Jane  ! "  exclaimed  Harley ;  "  again  ! 
thrice  in  one  day  —  is  this  wound  never  to  scar  over  ?  " 
Then,  noting  Riccabocca's  look  of  surprise,  he  said, 
"Excuse  me,  my  friend ;  I  listen  to  you  with  renewed  in- 
terest. Lady  Jane  was  a  distant  relation  of  my  own ; 
she  judged  me,  perhaps,  harshly  —  and  I  have  some  pain- 
ful associations  with  her  name  ;  but  she  was  a  woman  of 
many  virtues.     Your  wife  knew  her  ? " 

"  Not,  however,  intimately  —  still,  better  than  any  one 
else  in  London.  But  Paulina  would  not  have  written  to 
her ;  she  knew  that  Lady  Jane  had  died  shortly  after  her 
own  departure  from  England.  I  myself  was  summoned 
back  to  Italy  on  pressing  business  ;  she  was  too  unwell  to 
journey  with  me  as  rapidly  as  I  was  obliged  to  travel ; 
indeed,  illness  detained  her  several  weeks  in  England.    In 
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this  interval  she  might  have  made  acquaintances.  Ah, 
now  I  see ;  I  guess.  You  say  the  name  began  with  B. 
Paulina,  in  my  absence,  engaged  a  companion -:— a  Mrs 
Bertram.  This  lady  accompanied  her  abroad.  Paulina 
became  excessively  attached  to  her,  she  knew  Italian  so 
well.  Mrs.  Bertram  left  her  on  the  road,  and  returned  to 
England,  for  some  private  affairs  of  her  own.  I  forget 
why  or  wherefore;  if,  indeed,  I  ever  asked  or  learned. 
Paulina  missed  her  sadly,  often  talked  of  her,  wondered 
why  she  never  heard  from  her.  No  doubt  it  was  to  this 
Mrs.  Bertram  that  she  wrote  ! " 

"And  you  don't  know  the  lady's  friends,  or  address  ? '' 

''  No." 

"  Nor  who  recommended  her  to  your  wife  f  " 

''No." 

"  Probably  Lady  Jane  Horton  ?  " 

"It  may  be  so.     Very  likely." 

"  I  will  follow  up  this  track,  slight  as  it  is." 

''But  if  Mrs.  Bertram  received  the  communication,  how 
comes  it  that  it  never  reached  myself — O,  fool  that  I 
am,  how  should  it  1  I,  who  guarded  so  carefully  my  in- 
cognito I " 

'•  True.  This  your  wife  could  not  foresee:  she  would 
naturally  imagine  that  your  residence  in  England  would 
be  easily  discovered  But  many  years  must  have  passed 
since  your  wife  lost  sight  of  this  Mrs.  Bertram,  if  their 
acquaintance  was  made  so  soon  after  your  marriage  i  and 
now  it  is  a  long  time  to  retrace  —  before  even  your  Vio- 
lante  was  born." 
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"Alas  1  yes.  I  lost  two  foir  sons  in  the  interval.  Vio- 
lante  was  born  to  me  as  the  child  of  sorrow. " 

"And  to  make  sorrow  lovely  !  how  beautifol  she  is  1 " 

The  father  smiled  proudly. 

"  Where,  in  the  loftiest  houses  of  Europe,  find  a  hus- 
band worthy  of  such  a  prize?" 

"  You  forget  that  I  am  still  an  exile  —  she  still  dower- 
less.  You  forget  that  I  am  pursued  by  Peschiera ;  that 
I  would  rather  see  her  a  beggar's  wife  —  than  —  Pah, 
the  very  thought  maddens  me,  it  is  so  foul.  Corpo  di 
Baccol  I  have  been  glad  to  find  her  a  husband  al- 
ready." 

"Already  !     Then  that  young  man  spoke  truly  ?^' 

"  What  young  man  ?  " 

"Randal  Leslie.  How!  you  know  him?"  Here  a 
brief  explanation  followed.  Harley  heard  with  attentive 
ear,  and  marked  vexation,  the  particulars  of  Biccabocca's 
connection  and  impli^  engagement  with  Leslie. 

"  There  is  something  very  suspicious  to  me  in  all  this," 
said  he.  "  Why  should  this  young  man  have  so  sounded 
me  as  to  Violante's  chance  of  losing  fortune  if  she  married 
an  Englishman  ?  " 

"Did  he?  O,  pooh  I  excuse  him.  It  was  but  his 
natural  wish  to  seem  ignorant  of  all  about  me.  He  did 
not  know  enough  of  my  intimacy  with  you  to  betray  my 
secret." 

**  But  he  knew  enough  of  it  —  must  have  known  enough 
10  have  made  it  right  that  he  should  tell  you  I  was  in 
England.     He  does  not  seem  to  have  done  so." 
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"No  —  that  is  strange  —  yet  scarcely  strange;  for, 
when  we  last  met,  his  head  was  full  of  other  things  — 
love  and  marriage.     Basta!  youth  will  be  youth." 

"  He  has  no  youth  left  in  him  I "  exclaimed  Harley, 
passionately.  "I  doubt  if  he  ever  had  any.  He  is  one 
of  those  men  who  come  into  the  world  with  the  pulse  of  a 
centenarian.  Yon  and  I  never  shall  be  as  old  —  as  he 
was  in  long-clothes.  Ah,  you  may  laugh;  but  I  am 
never  wrong  in  my  instincts.  I  disliked  him  at  the  first 
—  his  eye,  his  smile,  bis  voice,  his  very  footstep.  It  is 
madness  in  you  to  countenance  such  a  marriage ;  it  may 
destroy  all  chance  of  your  restoration." 

"Better  that  than  infringe  my  word  once  passed. 

"No,  no,"  exclaimed  Harley;  "your  word  is  not 
passed  —  it  shall  not  be  passed.  Nay,  never  look  so 
piteously  at  me.  At  all  events,  pause  till  we  know  more 
of  this  young  man.  If  he  be  worthy  of  her  without  a 
dower,  why,  then,  let  him  lose  you  your  heritage.  I 
should  have  no  more  to  say." 

"But  why  lose  me  my  heritage?  There  is  no  law  in 
Austria  which  can  dictate  to  a  father  what  husband  to 
choose  for  his  daughter." 

"  Certainly  not.  But  you  are  out  of  the  pale  of  law 
itself  just  at  present ;  and  it  would  surely  be  a  reason  for 
state  policy  to  withhold  your  pardon,  and  it  would  be  to 
the  loss  of  that  favor  with  your  own  countrymen,  which 
would  now  make  that  pardon  so  popular,  if  it  were  known 
that  the  representative  of  your  name  were  debased  by 
your  daughter's  alliance  with  an  English  adventijrer — a 
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clerk  in  a  public  office  I  O,  sage  in  theory,  why  are  you 
gnch  a  simpleton  in  action  ?  " 

Nothing  moved  by  this  taunt,  Riccabocca  rubbed  his 
hands,  and  then  stretched  them  comfortably  over  the  fire. 

"  My  friend,"  said  he,  "  the  representation  of  my  name 
would  pass  to  my  son." 

"But  you  have  no  son?" 

'*  Hush  I  I  am  going  to  have  one ;  my  Jemima  in- 
formed me  of  it  yesterday  morning ;  and  it  was  upon  that 
information  that  I  resolved  to  speak  to  Leslie.  Am  I  a 
simpleton  now  ?  " 

"  Going  to  have  a  son,"  repeated  Harley,  looking  very 
bewildered ;  "  how  do  you  know  it  is  to  be  a  son  ?  " 

"  Physiologists  are  agreed,"  said  the  sage,  positively, 
"that  where  the  husband  is  much  older  than  the  wife,  and 
there  has  been  a  long  interval  without  children  before  she 
condescends  to  increase  the  population  of  the  world— she 
(that  is,  it  is  at  least  as  nine  to  four)  —  she  brings  into  the 
world  a  male.  I  consider  that  point,  therefore,  as  settled, 
according  to  the  calculations  of  statisticians  and  the  re- 
searches of  naturalists." 

Harley  could  uot  help  laughing,  though  he  was  still 
nngry  and  disturbed. 

"  The  same  man  as  ever ;  always  the  fool  of  philosophy." 

"  Cospettof  "  said  Riccabocca.  "  I  am  rather  the  phi- 
losopher of  fools.  And  talking  of  that,  shall  I  present 
TOO  to  my  Jemima  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  but  in  turn  I  must  present  you  to  one  who  re- 
members with  gratitude  your  kindness,  and  whom  your 
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philop.ophf  ^  for  a  wonder,  has  not  ruined.  Some  time  or 
other  you  must  explain  that  to  me.  Excuse  me  for  a 
moment;  I  will  go  for  him." 

"  For  him  ;  — for  whom  ?  In  my  position  I  must  be 
cautious  and " 

"  I  will  answer  for  his  faith  and  discretion.  Meanwhile, 
order  dinner,  and  let  me  and  my  friend  stay  to  share  it." 

*' Dinner?  Corpo  diBaccof  —  not  that  Bacchus  can 
help  us  here.     What  will  Jemima  say  ?  " 

"Henpecked  man,  settle  that  with  your  connubial 
tyrant.     But  dinner  it  must  be." 

I  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  the  delight  of  Leonard 
at  seeing  once  more  Riccabocca  unchanged,  and  Violante 
BO  improved ;  and  the  kind  Jemima  too.  And  their 
wonder  at  him  and  his  history,  his  books  and  his  fame. 
He  narrated  his  struggles  and  adventures  with  a  simplicity 
that  removed  from  a  story  so  personal  the  character  of 
egotism.  But  when  he  came  to  speak  of  Helen,  he  was 
brief  and  reserved. 

Yiolante  would  have  questioned  more  closely ;  but,  to 
Leonard's  relief,  Harley  interposed. 

"  You  shall  see  her  whom  he  speaks  of  before  long,  and 
question  her  yourself." 

With  these  words,  Harley  turned  the  young  man's  narra- 
tive into  new  directions;  and  Leonard's  words  again 
flowed  freely.  Thus  the  evening  passed  away  happily  to 
all  save  Riccabocca.  For  the  thought  of  his  dead  wife 
rose  ever  and  anon  before  the  exile  ;  but  when  it  did,  and 
became  too   painful,  he  crept  nearer  to   Jemima,  and 
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looked  in  her  simple  face,  and  pressed  her  cordial  hand. 
And  yet  the  monster  had  implied  to  Harley  that  his  com- 
forter w«5  a  fool — sa  she  was,  to  love  so  contemptible  a 
slanderer  of  herself  and  her  sex. 

Violante  was  in  a  state  of  blissful  excitement;  she 
could  not  analyse  her  own  joy.  But  her  conversation 
was  chiefly  with  Leonard  ;  and  the  most  silent  of  all  was 
Harley.  He  sat  listening  to  Leonardos  warm,  yet  un- 
pretending eloquence  —  that  eloquence  which  flows  so 
naturally  from  genius,  when  thoroughly  at  its  ease,  and 
not  chilled  back  on  itself  by  hard,  unsympathining  hearers 
— listened,  yet  more  charmed,  to  the  sentiments  less  pro- 
found, yet  no  less  earnest  —  sentiments  so  feminine,  yet 
so  noble,  with  which  Violante's  fresh,  virgin  heart  re- 
sponded to  the  poet's  kindling  soul.  Those  sentiments 
of  hers  were  so  unlike  all  he  heard  in  the  common  world 
—  so  akin  to  himself  in  his  gone  youth  I  Occasionally — 
at  some  high  thought  of  her  own,  or  some  lofty  line  from 
Italian  song,  that  she  cited  with  lighted  eyes,  and  in 
melodious  accents  —  occasionally  he  reared  his  knightly 
head,  and  his  lip  quivered,  as  if  he  had  heard  the  sound 
of  a  trumpet.  The  inertness  of  long  years  was  shaken. 
The  Heroic,  that  lay  deep  beneath  all  the  humors  of  his 
temperament,  was  reached,  appealed  to ;  and  stirred 
within  him,  rousing  up  all  the  bright  associations  con- 
nected with  it,  and  long  dormant.  When  he  arose  to 
take  leave,  surprised  at  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  Harley 
said,  in  a  tone  that  bespoke  the  sincerity  of  the  com- 
pliment^  "  I  thank  you  for  the  happiest  hours  I  have 
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known  for  years."  His  eye  dwelt  on  Yiolante  as  he 
spoke.  But  timidity  returned  to  her  with  his  words  —  at 
his  look ;  and  it  was  no  longer  the  inspired  muse,  but  the 
bashful  girl  that  stood  before  him. 

"And  when  shall  I  see  you  again  ?  "  asked  Riccaboeca, 
disconsolately,  following  his  guest  to  the  door. 

"  When  ?  Why,  of  course,  to-morrow.  Adieu  I  my 
friend.  No  wonder  you  have  borne  your  exile  so  pa- 
tiently, —  with  such  a  child  I " 

He  took  Leonard's  arm,  and  walked  with  him  to  the 
inn  where  he  had  left  his  horse.  Leonard  spoke  of  Vio- 
lante  with  enthusiasm.     Harley  was  silent. 


CHAPTER   III. 

The  next  day  a  somewhat  old-fashioned,  but  exceed- 
ingly patrician,  equipage  stopped  at  Riccabocca's  garden- 
gate.  Giacomo,  who,  from  a  bed-room  window,  had  caught 
sight  of  its  winding  towards  the  house,  was  seized  with 
undefinable  terror  when  he  beheld  it  pause  before  their 
walls,  and  heard  the  shrill  summons  at  the  portal.  He 
rushed  into  his  master's  presence,  and  implored  him  not 
to  stir  —  not  to  allow  any  one  to  give  ingress  to  the  ene- 
mies th6  machine  might  disgorge.  "  I  have  heard,"  said 
he,  "how  a  town  in  Italy — I  think  it  was  Bologna — was 
once  taken  and  given  up  to  the  sword,  by  incautiously 
admitting  a  wooden  horse,  full  of  the  troops  of  Barha- 
rossa,  and  all  manner  of  bombs  and  Congreve  rockets." 
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"  The  story  is  differently  told  in  Virgil,"  quoth  Ricca 
bocca,  peeping  oiit  of  the  window.     "  Nevertheless,  the 
machine  looks  very  large  and  suspicious;  unloose  Pompey." 

"Father,"  said  Violante,  coloring,  "it  is  your  friend 
Lord  L'Estrange ;  I  hear  his  voice." 

"  Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"Quite.     How  can  I  be  mistaken?" 

"  Go  then,  Giacomo ;  but  take  Pompey  with  thee  — 
and  give  the  alarm  if  we  are  deceived." 

But  Tiolante  was  right ;  and  in  a  few  moments  Lord 
L^Estrange  was  seen  walking  up  the  garden,  and  giving 
the  arm  to  two  ladies. 

"Ah,"  said  Riccabocca,  composing  his  dressing-robe 
around  him,  "  go,  my  child,  and  summon  Jemima.  Man 
to  man  ;  but,  for  Heaven's  sake,  woman  to  woman." 

Harley  had  brought  his  mother  and  Helen,  in  compli- 
ment to  the  ladies  of  his  friend's  household. 

The  proud  Countess  knew  that  she  was  in  the  presence 
of  Adversity,  and  her  salute  to  Riccabocca  was  only  less 
respectful  than  that  by  which  she  would  have  rendered 
homage  to  her  sovereign.  But  Riccabocca,  always  gal- 
lant to  the  sex  that  he  pretended  to  despise,  was  not  to 
be  outdone  in  ceremony ;  and  the  bow  which  replied  to 
the  curtsey  would  have  edified  the  rising  generation,  and 
delighted  such  surviving  relies  of  the  old  Court  breeding 
as  may  linger  yet  amidst  the  gloomy  pomp  of  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Germain.  These  dues  paid  to  etiquette,  the 
Countess  briefly  introduced  Helen  as  Miss  Digby,  and 
seated  herself  near  the  exile.     In  a  few  moments  the  two 
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elder  personages  became  quite  at  home  with  each  other ; 
and,  really,  perhaps  Riccabocca  had  never,  since  we  have 
known  him,  showed  to  such  advantage  as  by  the  side  of 
his  polished,  but  somewhat  formal  visitor.  Both  had 
lived  so  little  with  our  modern  ill-bred  age  I  They  took 
out  their  manners  of  a  former  race,  with  a  sort  of  pride 
in  airing  once  more  such  fine  lace  and  superb  brocade. 
Riccabocca  gave  truce  to  the  shrewd  but  homely  wisdom 
of  his  proverbs  —  perhaps  he  remembered  that  Lord 
Chesterfield  denounces  proverbs  as  vulgar ;  —  and  gaunt 
though  his  figure,  and  far  from  elegant  though  his  dress- 
ing-robe, there  was  that  about  him  which  spoke  un- 
deniably of  the  grand  seigneur — of  one  to  whom  a  Mar- 
quis de  Dangeau  would  have  offered  a  fauteuil  by  the 
side  of  the  Rohans  and  Montmorencies. 

Meanwhile  Helen  and  Harley  seated  themselves  a  little 
apart,  and  were  both  silent  —  the  first,  from  timidity,  the 
second  from  abstraction.  At  length  the  door  opened, 
and  Harley  suddenly  sprang  to  his  feet' — Violante  and 
Jemima  entered.  Lady  Lansmere's  eyes  first  rested  on 
the  daughter,  and  she  could  scarcely  refrain  from  an  ex- 
clamation of  admiring  surprise;  but  then,  when  she 
caught  sight  of  Mrs.  Riccabocca's  somewhat  humble,  yet 
not  obsequious  mien — looking  a  little  shy,  a  little  homely, 
yet  still  thoroughly  a  gentlewoman  (though  of  your  plain 
rural  kind  of  that  genus) — she  turned  from  the  daughter, 
and  with  the  savoir  vivre  of  the  fine  old  school,  paid  her 
first  respects  to  the  wife  ;  respects  literally,  for  her  man- 
ner implied  respect,  —  but  it  was  more  kind,  simple,  and 
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cordial  than  the  respect  she  had  shown  to  Riccabocca ; 
—  as  the  sage  himself  had  said,  here  "  it  was  Woman  to 
Woman."  And  then  she  took  Violante's  hand  in  both 
hers,  and  gazed  on  her  as  if  she  could  not  resist  the  plea- 
sure of  contemplating  so  much  beauty.  "My  son,"  she 
said,  softly,  and  with  a  half-sigh  —  "  my  son  in  vain  told 
me  not  to  be  surprised.  This  is  the  first  time  I  have 
ever  known  reality  exceed  description  ! " 

Violante's  blush  here  made  her  still  more  beautiful , 
and  as  the  Countess  returned  to  Riccabocca,  she  stole 
gently  to  Helen's  side. 

"Miss  Digby,  my  ward,"  said  Harley,  pointedly,  ob- 
serving that  his  mother  had  neglected  her  duty  of  pre- 
senting Helen  to  the  ladies.  He  then  reseated  himself, 
and  conversed  with  Mrs.  Riccabocca ;  but  his  bright 
quick  eye  glanced  over  at  the  two  girls.  They  were 
about  the  same  age — and  youth  was  all  that,  to  the  super- 
ficial eye,  they  seemed  to  have  in  common.  A  greater 
contrast  could  not  well  be  conceived  ;  and,  what  is  strange, 
both  gained  by  it.  Yiolante's  brilliant  loveliness  seemed 
yet  more  dazzling,  and  Helen's  fair  gentle  face  yet  more 
winning.  Neither  had  mixed  much  with  girls  of  her  own 
age  ;  each  took  to  the  other  at  first  sight.  Violante,  ati 
the  less  shy,  began  the  conversation. 

"  You  are  his  ward  —  Lord  L'Estrange's  ?  " 

"Yes.'' 

"  Perhaps  you  came  with  him  from  Italy  ? " 

"  No,  not  exactly.  But  I  have  been  in  Italy  for  some 
years." 
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"Ah  I  you  regret  —  nay,  I  am  foolish  —  you  return  to 
your  native  land.  But  the  skies  in  Italy  are  so  blue  — 
here  it  seems  as  if  nature  wanted  colors." 

"  Lord  L'Estrange  says  that  you  were  very  young 
when  you  left  Italy :  you  remember  it  well.  He,  too, 
prefers  Italy  to  England." 

"  He  I  Impossible  I  " 

*'  Why  impossible,  fair  sceptic  ? "  cried  Harley,  inter- 
rupting himself  in  the  midst  of  a  speech  to  Jemima. 

Violante  had  not  dreamed  that  she  could  be  overheard 
—  she  was  speaking  low ;  but,  though  visibly  embarrassed, 
she  answered  distinctly  — 

"  Because  in  England  there  is  the  noblest  career  for 
noble  minds." 

Harley  was  startled,  and  replied,  with  a  slight  sigh, 
"At  your  age  I  should  have  said  as  you  do.  But  this 
England  of  ours  is  so  crowded  with  noble  minds,  that 
they  only  jostle  each  other,  and  the  career  is  one  clond 
of  dust." 

"  So,  I  have  read,  seems  a  battle  to  a  common  soldier, 
but  not  to  the  chief." 

"  You  have  read  good  descriptions  of  battles,  I  see." 

Mrs.  Riccabocca,  who  thought  this  remark  a  taunt 
upon  her  step-daughter's  studies,  hastened  to  Violante's 
relief. 

"  Her  papa  made  her  read  the  history  of  Italy,  and  I 
believe  that  is  full  of  battles  " 

Harley;  —  All  history  is,  and  all  women  are  fond  of 
war  and  of  warriors.     I  wonder  why  ? 
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ViOLANTE  (tnrning  to  Helen,  and  in  a  very  low  Toice, 

resolved  that  Harley  should  not  hear  this  time) We  can 

guess  why  —  can  we  not? 

Harley  (hearing  every  word,  as  if  it  had  been  spoken 
in  St.  PauPs  Whispering  Gallery).  —  If  you  can  guess, 
Helen,  pray  tell  me. 

Helen  (shaking  her  pretty  head,  and  answering,  with 
a  livelier  smile  than  usual).  —  But  I  am  not  fond  of  war 
and  warriors. 

Haeley  (to  Violante).  —  Then  I  must  appeal  at  once 
to  you,  self-convicted  Bellona  that  you  are.  Is  it  from 
the  cruelty  natural  to  the  female  disposition  ? 

Violante  (with  a  sweet  musical  laugh).  —  From  two 
propensities  still  more  natural  to  it. 

Harley.  —  You  puzzle  me :  what  can  they  be  ? 

Violante.  —  Pity  and  admiration  ;  we  pity  the  weak 
and  admire  the  brave. 
-     Harley  inclined  his  head,  and  was  silent. 

Lady  Lansmere  had  suspended  her  conversation  with 

^  Riccabocca  to  listen  to  this  dialogue.    "  Charming  I "  she 

cried.     "  You  have  explained  what  has  often  perplexed 

me.     Ah,  Harley,  I  am  glad  to  see  that  your  satire  is 

foiled:  you  have  no  reply  to  that." 

"  No  ;  I  willingly  own  myself  defeated,  too  glad  to 
claim  the  Signorina^s  pity,  since  my  cavalry-sword  hangs 
on  the  wall,  and  I  can  have  no  longer  a  professional  pre- 
tence to  her  admiration." 

He  then  rose,  and  glanced  towards  the  window.    "  But 
I  see  a  more  formidable  disputant  for  my  conqueror  to 
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pnoonnter  is  coming  into  the  field  —  one  whose  profession 
it  is  to  substitute  some  other  romance  for  that  of  caDoip 
and  siege." 

"  Our  friend  Leonard,'*  said  Riccabocca,  turning  his 
eye  also  towards  the  window.  "  True ;  as  Quevedo  says 
wittily,  '  Ever  since  there  has  been  so  great  a  demand  for 
type,  there  has  been  much  less  lead  to  spare  for  cannon- 
balls. »" 

Here  Leonard  entered.  Harley  had  sent  Lady  Lans« 
mere's  footman  to  him  with  a  note,  that  prepared  him  to 
meet  Helen.  As  he  came  into  the  room,  Harley  took  hina 
by  the  hand  and  led  him  to  Lady  Lansmere. 

"  The  friend  of  whom  I  spoke.  Welcome  him  now  for 
my  sake,  ever  after  for  his  own  ; "  and  then,  scarcely 
allowing  time  for  the  Countess's  elegant  and  gracious 
response,  he  drew  Leonard  towards  Helen.  '*  Children," 
said  he,  with  a  touching  voice,  that  thrilled  through  the 
hearts  of  both,  "  go  and  seat  yourselves  yonder,  and  talk 
together  of  the  past.  Signorina,  I  invite  you  to  renewed 
discussion  upon  the  abstruse  metaphysical  subject  yoo 
have  started ;  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  find  gentler  sources 
for  pity  and  admiration  than  war  and  warriors. "  He  took 
Violante  aside  to  the  window.  "  You  remember  that 
Leonard,  in  telling  you  his  history  last  night,  spoke,  you 
thouglit  rather  too  briefly,  of  the  little  girl  who  had  boea 
his  companion  in  the  rudest  time  of  his  trials.  When  you 
would  have  questioned  more,  I  interrupted  you,  and  said, 
'You  should  see  her  shortly,  and  question  her  yourself.' 
And  now  what  think  you  of  Helen  Digby  ?  Hush,  speak 
low.     But  her  ears  are  not  so  sharp  as  mii^. "      i 
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ViOLANTE.  — Ah  1  that  is  the  fair  creature  wh«>|(L  Leo- 
nard called  his  child-angel?  What  a  lovely  innoceDt 
face  I  —  the  angel  is  there  still. 

Hablby  (pleased  both  at  the  praise  and  with  her  who 
gave  it).  —  You  think  so  ;  and  you  are  right.  Helen  is 
not  communicative.  But  fine  natures  are  like  fine  poems, 
—  a  glance  at  the  first  two  lines  suflSces  for  a  guess  into 
lie  beauty  that  waits  you  if  you  read  on. 

Violante  gazed  on  Leonard  and  Helen,  as  they  sat 
apart.  Leonard  was  the  speaker,  Helen  the  listener ;  and 
though  the  former  had,  in  hLs  narrative  the  night  before, 
been  indeed  brief  as  to  the  episode  in  his  life  connected 
with  the  orphan,  enough  had  been  said  to  interest  Vio- 
lante in  the  pathos  of  their  former  position  towards  each 
other,  and  in  the  happiness  they  must  feel  in  their  meet- 
ing again  —  separated  for  years  on  the  wide  sea  of  life, 
now  both  saved  from  the  storm  and  shipwreck.  The 
tears  came  into  her  eyes.  "  True,"  she  said,  very  softly, 
"there  is  more  here  to  move  pity  and  admiration  than  in 
"     She  paused. 

Harley.  —  Complete  the  sentence.  Are  you  ashamed 
to  retract  ?     Fie  an  your  pride  and  obstinacy. 

ViOLANTE.  —  No  ;  but  even  here  there  have  been  war 
and  heroism  —  the  war  of  genius  with  adversity,  and 
heroism  in  the  comforter  who  shared  it  and  consoled. 
Ah  !  wherever  pity  and  admiration  are  both  felt,  some- 
thing nobler  than  mere  sorrow  must  have  gone  before : 
the  heroic  must  exist 

"  Helen  does  not  know  what  the  word  heroic  means," 
«iid  Harley,  rather  sadly  ;   "  yon  must  teach  her. "  _t_ 
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"  Ts  it  possible,"  thought  he,  as  he  spoke,  "that  a  Ran- 
dal Leslie  could  have  charmed  this  grand  creature  ?  No 
'  Heroic,'  surely,  in  that  sleek  young  placeman."  "  Your 
father,"  he  said  aloud,  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  her  faoe, 
"  sees  much,  he  tells  me,  of  a  young  man  about  Leonard's 
age,  as  to  date ;  but  I  never  estimate  the  age  of  men  by 
the  parish  register ;  and  I  should  speak  of  that  so-called 
f  oung  man  as  a  contemporary  of  my  great-grandfather ; 
—I  mean  Mr.  Randal  Leslie.     Do  you  like  him  ?  " 

"  Like  him  ?  "  said  Violante,  slowly,  as  if  sounding  her 
own  mind  —  "Xike  him?  —  yes." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Harley,  with  dry  and  curt  indignation. 

"  His  visits  seem  to  please  my  dear  father.  Certainly 
I  like  him." 

"  Hum.     He  professes  to  like  you,  I  suppose  ?  " 

Violante  laughed  unsuspiciously.  She  had  half  a  mind 
to  reply, —  "  Is  that  so  strange  ?  "  But  her  respect  for 
Harley  stopped  her.  The  words  wonld  have  seemed  to 
her  pert.    - 

"I  am  told  he  is  clever,"  resumed  Harley. 

"O,  certainly." 

"  And  he  is  rather  handsome.  But  I  like  Leonard's 
face  better." 

*'  Better  —  that  is  not  the  word.  Leonard's  face  is  as 
that  of  one  who  has  gazed  so  often  upon  Heaven ;  and 
Mr.  Leslie's  —  there  is  neither  sunlight  nor  stfurlight  re- 
flected there." 

"  My  dear  Violante  I  "  exclaimed  Harley,  ovcijoyed  i 
and  he  pressed  her  hand. 
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The  blood  rushed  oyer  the  girPs  cheek  and  brow ;  her 
hand  trembled  in  his.  But  Barley's  familiar  exclamation 
might  have  come  from  a  lather's  lips. 

At  that  moment  Helen  softly  approached  them,  and 
looking  timidly  into  her  guardian's  face,  said,  "  Leonard's 
mother  is  with  him :  he  asks  me  to  call  and  see  her.  May 
I?" 

"  May  you  1  A  pretty  notion  the  Signorina  must  form 
of  your  enslaved  state  of  pupilage,  when  she  hears  you 
ask  that  question.     Of  course  you  may." 

"  Will  you  come  with  us  ?  " 

Harley  looked  embarrassed.  He  thought  of  the  widow's 
agitation  at  his  name  ;  of  that  desire  to  shun  him,  which 
Leonard  had  confessed,  and  of  which  he  thought  he  bad 
divined  the  cause.  And  so  divining,  he,  too,  shrank  from 
such  a  meeting. 

"Another  time,  then,"  said  he,  after  a  pause. 

Helen  looked  disappointed,  but  said  no  more. 

Violante  was  surprised  at  this  ungracious  answer.  She 
would  have  blamed  it  as  unfeeling  in  another.  But  all 
that  Harley  did  was  right  in  her  eyes. 

**  Cannot  I  go  with  Miss  Digby  ?  "  said  she ;  **^and  my 
mother  will  go  too.  We  both  know  Mrs.  Fairfield.  We 
tshall  be  so  pleased  to  see  her  again." 

"So  be  it,"  said  Harley ;  " I  will  wait  here  with  your 
father  till  you  come  back.  O,  as  to  ray  mother,  she  will 
excuse  the  —  excuse  Madame  Riccabocca,  and  you  too. 
See  how  charmed  she  is  with  your  father.  I  must  stay 
A>  wat4ih  over  the  conjugal  interests  of  mine  '* 
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But  Mrs.  Riccabocca  had  too  mnoh  good  old  country 
breeding  to  leave  the  Countess ;  and  Harley  was  forced 
himself  to  appeal  to  Lady  Lansmere.  When  he  had  ex- 
plained the  case  in  point,  the  Countess  rose,  and  said,  — 

"But  I  will  call  myself  with  Miss  Digby." 

"No,"  said  Harley,  gravely,  but  in  a  whisper — "no— 
I  would  rather  not.     I  will  explain  later." 

"  Then,"  said  the  Countess  aloud,  after  a  glance  of  sur- 
prise at  her  son,  "  I  must  insist  on  your  performing  this 
visit,  my  dear  madam,  and  you,  Signorina.  In  truth,  I 
have  something  to  say  confidentially  to " 

"To  me  !  "  interrupted  Riccabocca.  "Ah,  Madame  la 
Comtesse,  you  restore  me  to  five-and-twenty.  Go,  quick 
—  O  jealous  and  injured  wife  ;  go,  both  of  you  —  quick  ; 
and  you  too,  Harley." 

"  Nay,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  in  the  same  tone,  "Har- 
ley must  stay,  for  ray  design  is  not  at  present  upon  de- 
stroying your  matrimonial  happiness,  whatever  it  may  be 
later.  It  is  a  design  so  innocent,  that  my  son  will  be  a 
partner  in  it." 

Here  the  Countess  put  her  lips  to  Harley's  ear,  and 
whispered.  He  received  her  communication  in  attentive 
silence ;  but  when  she  had  done,  pressed  her  hand,  and 
bowed  his  head,  as  if  in  assent  to  a  proposal. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  three  ladies  and  Leonard  were  on 
their  road  to  the  neighboring  cottage. 

Violante,  with  her  usual  delicate  intuition,  thought  that 
Leonard  and  Helen  must  have  much  to  say  to  each  other ; 
and  (ignorant,  as  Leonard  himself  was,  of  Helen's  enga^j^- 
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jieut  to  Hariej)  began  already,  in  the  romance  natural  to 
her  age,  to  predict  for  tbem  happy  and  united  days  in  the 
fiitara  So  she  took  her  step-mother's  arm,  and  left  Helen 
and  Leonard  to  follow. 

**  I  wonder,"  she  said,  musingly,  "how  Miss  Digby  be- 
came Lord  L'Estrange's  ward.  I  hope  she  is  not  yery 
rich,  nor  very  high-born." 

"  La,  my  love,"  said  the  good  Jemima,  **  that  is  not  Kke 
you ;  you  are  not  envious  of  her,  poor  girl  ?  " 

"  Envious  1  Dear  mamma,  wtat  a  word  I  But  don't 
you  think  Leonard  and  Miss  Digby  seem  bom  for  each 
other  ?  And  then  the  recollections  of  their  childhood  — 
the  thoughts  of  childhood  are  so  deep,  iEind  its  memories 
so  strangely  soft  1 "  The  long  lashes  drooped  over  Vio- 
lante's  musing  eyes  as  she  spoke.  **  And  therefore,"  she 
said,  after  a  pause  —  "  therefore  I  hoped  that  Miss  Digby 
might  not  be  very  rich  nor  very  high-born." 

"  I  understand  you  now,  Tiolante,"  exclaimed  Jemima, 
her  own  early  passion  for  match-making  instantly  return- 
ing to  her ;  "  for  as  Leonard,  however  clever  and  distin- 
guished, is  still  the  son  of  Mark  Fairfield,  the  carpenter, 
it  would  spoil  all,  if  Miss  Digby  was,  as  you  say,  rich  and 
high-born.  I  agree  with  you  —  a  very  pretty  match  —  a 
very  pretty  match,  indeed.  I  wish  dear  Mrs.  Dale  were 
here  now  —  she  is  so  clever  in  settling  such  matters." 

Meanwhile  Leonard  and  Helen  walked  side  by  side  a 
few  paces  in  the  rear.  He  had  not  offered  her  his  arm. 
They  had  been  silent  hitherto  since  they  left  Riccabocca's 
house. 
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Helen  now  spoke  first.  In  similar  cases  it  is  generallj* 
the  woman,  be  she  ever  so  timid,  who  does  speak  first. 
And  here  Helen  was  the  bolder ;  for  Leonard  did  not 
disguise  from  himself  the  nature  of  his  feelings,  and  Helen 
was  engaged  to  another ;  and  her  pure  heart  was  fortified 
by  the  trust  reposed  in  it. 

"  And  have  you  ever  heard  more  of  the  good  Dr.  Mor- 
gan, who  had  powders  against  sorrow,  and  who  meant 
to  be  so  kind  to  us  —  though,"  she  added,  coloring,  "we 
did  not  think  so  then  ? " 

"  He  took  my  child-angel  from  me,"  said  Leonard,  with 
visible  emotion  ;  "  and  if  she  had  not  returned,  where  and 
what  should  I  be  now  ?  But  I  have  forgiven  him.  No, 
I  have  never  met  him  since." 

'*  And  that  terrible  Mr.  Burley  ?  " 

"  Poor,  poor  Burley  J  He,  too,  is  varJshed  out  of  my 
present  life.  I  have  made  many  inquiries  after  him  ;  all 
I  can  hear  is  that  he  went  abroad,  supposed  as  a  corres- 
pondent to  some  journal.  I  shall  like  so  much  to  see  him 
again,  now  that  perhaps  I  could  help  hivfi  as  he  helped  me." 

"  Helped  you  —  ah  !  " 

Leonard  smiled  with  a  beating  heart,  as  he  saw  again 
the  dear  prudent,  warning  look,  and  involuntarily  drew 
closer  to  Helen.  She  seemed  more  restored  to  him  and 
to  her  former  self. 

"  Helped  me  much  by  his  instructions  ;  more,  perhaps, 
by  his  very  faults.  You  cannot  guess,  Helen,  —  I  beg 
pardon.  Miss  Digby  —  but  I  forgot  that  we  are  no  longer 
children  :  you  cannot  guess  how  much  we  men,  and  more 
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than  all  perhaps,  we  writers,  whose  task  it  is  to  uuravel 
the  web  of  homan  actions,  owe  even  to  our  own  past 
errors ;  and  if  we  learned  nothing  by  the  errors  of  others, 
we  should  be  dull  indeed.  We  must  know  where  the 
roads  divide,  and  have  marked  where  they  lead  to,  before 
we  can  erect  our  sign-post ;  and  books  are  the  sign-posts 
in  human  life.'' 

"  Books !  and  I  have  not  yet  read  yours.  And  Lord 
L^Estrange  tells  me  you  are  famous  now.  Yet  you  re- 
member me  still  —  the  poor  orphan  child,  whom  you  first 
saw  weeping  at  her  father's  grave,  and  with  whom  you 
burdened  your  own  young  life,  over-burdened  already. 
No,  still  call  me  Helen  —  you  must  always  be  to  me  —  a 
brother  I  Lord  L'Estrange  fee^s  that;  he  said  so  to  me 
when  he  told  me  that  we  were  to  meet  again.  He  is  so 
generous,  so  noble.  Brother  1 "  cried  Helen,  suddenly, 
and  extending  her  hand,  with  a  sweet  but  sublime  look 
in  her  gentle  face  —  "brother,  we  will  never  forfeit  his 
esteem ;  we  will  both  do  our  best  to  repay  him  1  Will  we 
not? — say  so  1" 

Leonard  felt  overpowered  by  contending  and  unanalysed 
emotions.  Touched  almost  to  tears  by  the  affectionate 
address — thrilled  by  the  hand  that  pressed  his  own — and 
yet  with  a  vague  fear,  a  consciousness  that  something 
more  than  the  words  themselves  was  implied — something 
that  checked  all  hope.  And  this  word  "  brother,"  once 
so  precious  and  so  dear,  why  did  he  shrink  from  it  now  ? 
—  why  could  he  not  too  say  the  sweet  word  "  sister  ?  " 

"  She  is  above  me  now  and  evermore  I "  he  thought, 
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mournfully ;  and  the  tones  of  his  voice,  when  he  spoke 
again,  were  changed.  The  appeal  to  renewed  intimacy 
but  made  him  more  distant ;  and  to  that  appeal  itself  he 
made  no  direct  answer  ;  for  Mrs.  Riccabocca,  now  turning 
round,  and  pointing  to  the  cottage  which  came  in  Tiew, 
with  its  picturesque  gable-ends,  cried  out  — 

*'  But  is  that  your  house,  Leonard  ?  I  never  saw  any- 
thing so  pretty." 

"You  do  not  remember  it  then,"  said  Leonard  to 
Helen,  in  accents  of  melancholy  reproach  —  "  there  where 
I  saw  you  last  I  I  doubted  whether  to  keep  it  exactly 
as  it  was,  and  I  said,  *  No  1  the  association  is  not  changed 
because  we  try  to  surround  it  with  whatever  beauty  we 
can  create ;  the  dearer  the  association,  the  more  the 
Beautiful  becomes  to  it  natural.'  Perhaps  you  dont  un- 
derstand this — perhaps  it  is  only  we  poor  poets  who  do.'* 

''  I  understand  it,"  said  Helen,  gently.  She  looked 
wistfully  at  the  cottage. 

"  So  changed  —  I  have  so  often  pictmred  it  to  myself — 
never,  never  like  this ;  yet  I  loved  it,  common-place  as  it 
was  to  my  recollection ;  and  the  garret,  and  the  tree  in 
the  carpenter's  yard." 

She  did  not  give  these  thoughts  utterance.  And  they 
now  entered  the  garden. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


YARIETIBB    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  267 


CHAPTER  IT. 

Mrs.  Fairfield  was  a proad  woman  wbenshe  received 
Mrs.  Kiceaboeca  and  Violante  in  her  grand  house  ;  for  a 
grand  honse  to  her  was  that  cottage  to  which  her  boy 
Lenny  had  brought  her  home.  Proud,  indeed,  ever  was 
Widow  Fairfield ;  but  she  thought  then  in  her  secret 
heart,  that  if  ever  she  could  receive  in  the  drawing-room 
of  that  grand  house  the  great  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  who  had 
so  lectured  her  for  refusing  to  live  any  longer  in  the  hum- 
ble tenement  rented  of  the  Squire,  the  cup  of  human  bliss 
would  be  filled,  and  she  could  contentedly  die  of  the  pride 
of  it.  She  did  not  much  notice  Helen  —  her  attention 
was  too  absorbed  by  the  ladies  who  renewed  their  old 
acquaintance  with  her,  and  she  carried  them  all  over  the 
house,  yea,  into  the  very  kitchen ;  and  so,  somehow  or 
other,  there  was  a  short  time  when  Helen  and  Leonard 
found  themselves  alone.  It  was  in  the  study.  Helen 
had  unconsciously  seated  herself  in  Leonard's  own  chair, 
and  she  was  gazing  with  anxious  and  wistful  interest  on 
the  scattered  papers,  looking  so  disorderly  (though,  in 
truth,  in  that  disorder  there  was  method,  but  method 
only  known  to  the  owner),  and  at  the  venerable  well-worn 
books,  in  all  languages,  lying  on  the  floor,  on  the  chairs 
—  anywhere.  I  must  confess  that  Helen's  first  tidy  wo- 
man-like idea  was  a  great  desire  to  arrange  the  litter 
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"  Poor  Leonard,"  she  thought  to  herself —  "the  rest  of 
the  house  so  neat,  but  no  one  to  take  care  of  his  own 
room  and  of  him  1 " 

As  if  he  divined  her  thought,  Leonard  smiled  and  said, 
"  It  would  be  a  cruel  kindness  to  the  spider,  if  the  gentlest 
hand  in  the  world  tried  to  set  its  cobweb  to-rights."   • 

Helen.  —  You  were  not  quite  so  bad  in  the  old  days. 

Leonard.  —  Yet  even  then,  you  were  obliged  to  take 
care  of  the  money.  I  have  more  books  now,  and  more, 
money.  My  present  housekeeper  lets  me  take  care  of  the 
books,  but  she  is  less  indulgent  as  to  the  money. 

Helen  (archly).  — Are  you  as  absent  as  ever? 

Leonard.  —  Much  more  so,  I  fear  :  the  habit  is  incor- 
rigible. —  Miss  Digby 

Helen.  —  Not  Miss  Digby  —  sister,  if  you  like. 

Leonard  (evading  the  word  that  implied  so  forbidden 
an  affinity).  Helen,  will  you  grant  me  a  faTor  ?  Your 
eyes  and  your  smile  say,  "yes."  Will  you  lay  aside,  for 
one  minute,  your  shawl  and  bonnet  ?  What  I  can  you  be 
surprised  that  I  ask  it  ?  Can  you  not  understand  that  1 
wish  for  one  minute  to  think  that  you  are  at  home  again 
under  this  roof? 

Helen  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  seemed  troubled ;  then 
she  raised  them,  with  a  soft  angelic  candor  in  their  dove- 
like blue,  and,  as  if  in  shelter  from  all  thoughts  of  more 
warm  affection,  again  murmured  "  brother ^^^  and  did  as  he 
asked  her. 

So  there  she  sate,  amongst  the  dull  books,  by  his  table, 
near  the  open  window  —  her  fair  hair  parted  oq  her  fjre- 
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head — looking  so  good,  so  calm,  so  happy  1  Leonard 
wondered  at  his  own  self-command.  His  heart  yearned 
to  her  with  such  inexpressible  love  —  his  lips  so  longed  to 
murmur — -  "  Ah,  as  now  so  conld  it  be  for  ever  I  Is  the 
home  too  mean  ?  "  But  that  word  "  brother  "  was  as  a 
talisman  between  her  and  him. 

Yet  she  looked  so  at  home  —  perhaps  so  at  home  she 
felt  I  — more  certainly  than  she  had  yet  learned  to  do  in 
that  stiff  stately  house  in  which  she  was  soon  to  have  a 
daughter's  rights.  Was  she  suddenly  made  aware  of 
this,  that  she  so  suddenly  arose,  and  with  a  look  of  alarm 
and  distress  on  her  face  — 

"But  —  we  are  keeping  Lady  Lansmere  too  long,"  she 
said,  falteringly.  "  We  must  go  now,"  and  she  hastily 
took  up  her  shawl  and  bonnet. 

Just  then  Mrs.  Fairfield  entered  with  the  visitors,  and 
began  making  excuses  for  inattention  to  Miss  Digby, 
whose  identity  with  Leonard's  child-angel  she  had  not 
yet  learned. 

Helen  received  these  apologies  with  her  usual  sweetness. 
"Nay,"  she  said,  "your  son  and  I  are  such  old  friends, 
how  could  you  stand  on  ceremony  with  me  ? 

"  Old  friends  I "  Mrs.  Fairfield  stared  amazed,  and 
then  surveyed  the  fair  speaker  more  curiously  than  she 
had  yet  done.  "  Pretty  nice-spoken  thing,''  thought  the 
widow  ;  "  as  nice-spoken  as  Miss  Yiolante,  and  humbler- 
looking  like  —  though,  as  to  dress^  I  never  see  anything 
so  elegant  out  of  a  picter." 

Helen  now  appropriated  Mrs.  Hiccaboiica's  arm  ;  and, 
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after  u  kind  leave-taking  with  the  widow,  the  ladles  re- 
turned towards  Riccabocca's  house. 

Mrs.  Fairfield,  however,  ran  after  them  with  Leonard'^ 
hat  and  gloves,  which  he  had  forgotten. 

"  ^Deed,  boy,"  she  said,  kindly,  yet  scoldiogly,  "  but 
there 'd  be  no  more  fine  books,  if  the  Lord  h^d  not  fixed 
your  head  on  your  shoulders.  You  would  not  think  it, 
marm,"  she  added  to  Mrs.  Riccabocca,"but  siu'  he  baa 
left  you,  he's  not  the  'cute  lad  he  was ;  very  helpless  at 
times,  marm  I " 

Helen  could  not  resist  turning  round,  and  looking  at 
Leonard,  with  a  sly  smile. 

The  widow  saw  the  smile,  and  catching  Leonard  by  the 
arm,  whispered,  "  But,  where  before  have  you  seen  that 
pretty  young  lady  ?     Old  friends  I  " 

*'  Ah,  mother,"  said  Leoaard,  sadly,  "  it  is  a  long  tale  ; 
you  have  heard  the  beginning  —  who  can  guess  the  end  ?  '* 
—  and  he  escaped.  But  Helen  still  leant  on  the  arm  of 
Mrs.  Riccabocca,  and,  in  the  walk  back,  it  seemed  to 
Leonard  as  if  the  winter  had  re-settled  in  the  sky. 

Yet  he  was  by  the  side  of  Yiolante,  and  she  spoke  to 
him  with  such  praise  of  Helen  I  Alas  I  it  is  not  always 
so  sweet  as  folks  say,  to  hear  tlie  praises  of  one  we  love. 
Sometimes  those  praises  seem  to  ask  ironically,  ''^And 
what  right  hast  thou  to  hope  because  thou  lovest  fj  All 
love  her.^^ 
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CHAPTER  V. 

No  sooner  had  Lady  Lansmere  found  herself  alone  with 
Riccabocca  and  Harley,  than  she  laid  her  hand  on  the 
exile's  arm,  and,  addressing  him  by  a  title  she  had  not 
before  given  him,  and  from  which  he  appeared  to  shrink 
nervously,  said  —  "  Harley,  in  bringing  me  to  visit  you, 
was  forced  to  reveal  to  me  your  incognito,  for  I  should 
have  discovered  it.  You  may  not  remember  me,  in  spite 
of  your  gallantry.  But  I  mixed  more  in  the  world  than 
I  do  now,  during  your  first  visit  to  England,  and  once 
sate  next  to  you  at  dinner  at  Carlton  House.  Nay,  no 
compliments,  but  listen  to  me.  Harley  tells  me  you  have 
cause  for  some  alarm  respecting  the  designs  of  an  audacious 
and  unprincipled  adventurer,  I  may  call  him  ;  for  adven- 
turers are  of  all  ranks.  Suffer  your  daughter  to  come 
to  me,  on  a  visit,  as  long  as  you  please.  With  me,  at 
least,  she  will  be  s^e  ;  and  if  you  too,  and  the  — — " 

"  Stop,  my  dear  madam,"  interrupted  Riccabocca,  with 
great  vivacity,  "your  kindness  overpowers  me.  I  thank 
jou  most  gratefully  for  your  invitation  to  my  child ; 
bnt " 

"Nay,"  in  his  turn  interrupted  Harley,  "no  huts.  I 
was  not  aware  of  my  mother's  intention  when  she  entered 
this  mora.     But  since  she  whispered  it  to  me,  I  have  re- 
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fleeted  on  it,  and  am  convinced  that  it  is  but  a  pradeni 
precaution.  Your  retreat  is  known  to  Mr.  Leslie  —  he  is 
known  to  Peschiera.  Grant  that  no  indiscretion  of  Mr. 
Leslie's  betray  the  secret ;  still  I  have  reason  to  believe 
that  the  Count  guesses  Randal's  acquaintance  with  you. 
Audley  Egerton  this  morning  told  me  he  had  gathered 
that,  not  from  the  young  man  himself,  but  from  questions 
put  to  himself  by  Madame  di  Negra ;  and  Peschieru 
might,  and  would,  set  spies  to  track  Leslie  to  every  house 
that  he  visits  —  might  and  would,  still  more  naturally, 
set  fepies  to  track  myself.  Were  this  man  an  Englishman, 
I  should  laugh  at  his  machinations ;  but  he  is  an  Italian, 
and  has  been  a  conspirator.  What  he  could  do  I  kaow 
not ;  but  an  assassin  can  penetrate  into  a  camp,  and  a 
traitor  can  creep  through  closed  walls  to  one's  hearth. 
With  my  mother,  Violante  must  be  safe  ;  that  you  cannot 
oppose.     And  why  not  come  yourself  ?  " 

Riccabocca  had  no  reply  to  these  arguments,  so  far  as 
they  affected  Violante  ;  indeed,  they  awakened  the  almost 
superstitious  terror  with  which  he  regarded  his  enemy, 
and  he  consented  at  once  that  Violante  should  accept 
the  invitation  proffered.  But  he  refused  it  for  himself 
and  Jemima. 

*'  To  say  truth,"  said  he,  simply,  *'  I  made  a  secret  vow, 
on  re-entering  England,  that  I  would  associate  with  none 
who  knew  the  rank  I  had  formerly  held  in  mj  own  land. 
I  felt  that  all  my  philosophy  was  needed,  to  reconcile  and 
habituate  myself  to  my  altered  circumstances.  In  order 
to  find  in  my  present  Existence,  however  hnmble-  thos;e 
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blessings  which  make  all  life  noble — dignity  and  peace — 
it  was  necessary  for  poor  weak  human  nature  wholly  to 
dismiss  the  past.  It  would  unsettle  me  sadly,  could  I 
come  to  your  house,  renew  awhile,  in  your  kindness  and 
respect  —  nay,  in  the  very  atmosphere  of  your  society  — 
the  sense  of  what  I  have  been ;  and  then  (should  the 
more  than  doubtful  chance  of  recall  from  my  exile  fail 
me)  to  awake,  and  find  myself  for  the  rest  of  life  what  I 
am.  And  though,  were  I  alone,  I  might  trust  myself 
perhaps  to  the  danger  —  yet  my  wife ;  she  is  happy  and 
contented  now ;  would  she  be  so  if  you  had  once  spoiled 
her  for  the  simple  position  of  Dr.  Riccabocca's  wife  ? 
Should  I  not  hare  to  listen  to  regrets,  and  hopes,  and 
fears  that  would  prick  sharp  through  my  thin  cloak  of 
philosophy  ?  Even  as  it  is,  since  in  a  moment  of  weak- 
ness I  confided  my  secret  to  her,  I  have  had  *  my  rank ' 
thrown  at  me  —  with  a  careless  hand,  it  is  true  —  but  it 
hits  hard  nevertheless.  No  stone  hurts  like  one  taken 
from  the  ruins  of  one's  own  home ;  and  the  grander  the 
home,  why,  the  heavier  the  stone  !  Protect,  dear  madam 
—  protect  my  daughter,  since  her  father  doubts  his  own 
power  to  do  so.     But  —  ask  no  more." 

Riccabocca  was  immovable  here.  And  the  matter  was 
settled  as  he  decided,  it  being  agreed  that  Yiolante  should 
be  still  styled  but  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Riccabocca. 

"  And  now,  one  word  more,"  said  Harley.  "  Do  not 
confide  to  Mr.  Leslie  these  arrangements ;  do  not  let  him 
know  where  Yiolante  is  placed — at  least,  until  I  authorise 
eiich  confidence  in  him.     It  is  sufficient  excuse,  that  it  is 
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no  ase  to  know  unless  he  called  to  see  her,  and  his  move- 
ments, as  I  said  before,  may  be  watched.  You  can  give 
the  same  reason  to  suspend  his  visits  to  yourself.  Suffer 
me,  meanwhile,  to  mature  my  judgment  on  this  young 
man.  In  the  meanwhile,  also,  I  think  that  I  shall  have 
means  of  ascertaining  the  real  nature  of  Peschiera's 
schemes.  His  sister  has  sought  to  know  me ;  I  will  give 
her  the  occasion.  I  have  heard  some  things  of  her  in 
my  last  residence  abroad,  which  make  me  believe  that  she 
cannot  be  wholly  the  Cotint^s  tool  in  any  schemes  nakedly 
villauous  ;  that  she  has  some  finer  qualities  in  her  than 
I  once  supposed ;  and  that  she  can  be  won  from  his  in- 
fluence. It  is  a  state  of  war ;  we  will  carry  it  into  the 
enemy's  camp.  You  will  promise  me,  then,  to  refrain 
from  all  further  confidence  in  Mr.  Leslie.'' 

"  For  the  present,  yes,"  said  Riccabocca,  reluctantly. 

"  Do  not  even  say  that  you  have  seen  me,  unless  he 
first  tell  you  that  I  am  in  England,  and  wish  to  learn 
your  residence.  I  will  give  him  full  occasion  to  do  so. 
Pish  1  don't  hesitate ;  you  know  your  own  proverb  — 

*  Boccha  chiu.sa,  ed  occhio  aperto 
Non  fece  mai  nissun  deserto.* 

*The  close  mouth  and  the  open  eye,'  &c." 

''That's  very  true,"  said  the  Doctor,  much  struck 

''very  true.  ^  In  boccha  chiusa  non  &entrano  mosche:^ 
one  can't  swallow  flies  if  one  keeps  one's  mouth  shat^ 
Gorpo  di  Baccof  that's  very  true  indeed." 
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CHAPTER   VI. 

TiOLANTE  and  Jemima  were  both  greatly  surprised,  as 
the  reader  may  suppose,  when  they  heard,  on  their  return, 
the   arrangements  already  made  for  tlie  former.     The 
Countess  insisted  on  taking  her  at  once,  and  Riccabocca 
briefly  said,  **  Certainly,  the  sooner  tlie  better."     Yio- 
lante  was  stunned  and  bewildered.     Jemima  hastened  to 
make  up  a  little  bundle  of  things  necessary,  with  many  a 
woman's  sigh  that  the  poor  wardrobe  contained  so  few 
things  befitting.     But  among  the  clothes  she  slipped  a 
purse,   containing  the  savings   of  months,   perhaps   of 
years,  and  with  it  a  few  affectionate  lines,  begging  Vio- 
lante  to  ask  the  Countess  to  buy  her  all  that  was  pr()i)er 
for  her  father's  child.     There  is  always  something  hurried 
and  uncomfortable  in  the  abrupt  and  unexpected  with- 
drawal of  any  member  from  a  quiet  household.     Tlie 
small  party  broke  into  still  smaller  knots.     Violante  hung 
on  her  father,  and  listened  vaguely  to  his  not  ver}'  lucid 
explanations.     The  Countess  approached  Leonard,  and, 
according  to  the  usual  mode  with  persons  of  quality  ad- 
dressing young  authors,  complimented  him  highly  on  the 
books  she  had  not  read,  but  which  her  son  assured  her 
were  so  remarkable.     She  was  a  little  anxious  to  know 
where  Harley  had.  first  met  with    Mr.  Gran,  whom   he 
etlled  his  friend  ;  but  she' was  too  hjgh-bred  to  inquire, 
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or  to  expreos  any  wonder  that  rank  should  be  friends  with 
genius.  She  took  it  for  granted  that  they  had  formed 
their  acquaintance  abroad. 

Harley  conversed  with  Helen.  —  "  You  are  not  sorry 
that  Yiolante  is  coming  to  us  ?  She  will  be  just  puch  a 
companion  for  you  as  I  could  desire  ;  of  your  own  years 
too." 

Helen  (ingenuously).  —  It  is  hard  to  think  I  am  not 
younger  than  she  is. 

Harley. — Why,  my  dear  Helen? 

Helen. — She  is  so  brilliant.  She  talks  so  beautifully. 
And  I 

Harley. — And  you  want  but  the  habit  of  talking,  to 
do  justice  to  your  own  beautiful  thoughts. 

Helen  looked  at  him  gratefully,  but  shook  her  head  : 
it  was  a  common  trick  of  hers,  and  always  when  she  was 
praised. 

A.t  last  the  preparations  were  made — the  farewell  was 
said.  Yiolante  was  in  the  carriage  by  Lady  Lansmere's 
side.  Slowly  moved  on  the  stately  equipage  with  its  four 
horses  and  trim  postilions,  heraldic  badges  on  their 
shoulders,  in  the  style  rarely  seen  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  metropolis,  and  now  fast  vanishing  even  amidst  dis- 
tant counties. 

Riccabocca,  Jemima,  and  Jackeymo,  continued  to  gaze 
after  it  from  the  gate. 

"She  is  gone,"  said  Jackeymo,  brushing  his  eyes  with 
his  coat-sleeve.     "But  it  is  a  load  pff  one's  mind." 

"And  another  load  on  one's  heart,"  murmured  Ricca- 
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bocca.  "  Don't  cry,  Jemima ;  it  may  be  bad  for  you,  and 
bad  for  him  that  is  to  come.  It  is  astonishing  how  the 
humors  of  the  mother  may  affect  the  unborn.  I  should 
not  like  to  have  a  son  who  has  a  more  than  usual  pro- 
pensity to  tears." 

The  poor  philosopher  tried  to  smile  ;  but  it  was  a  bad 
attempt.  He  went  slowly  in,  and  shut  himself  with  his 
books.  But  he  could  not  read.  His  whole  mind  was 
ODsettled.  And  though,  like  all  parents,  he  had  been 
anxious  to  rid  himself  of  a  beloved  daughter  for  life,  now 
that  she  was  gone  but  for  a  while,  a  string  seemed 
broken  in  the  Music  of  Home. 


CHAPTER   VII. 

The  evening  of  the  same  day,  as  Egerton,  who  was  to 
entertain  a  large  party  at  dhiner,  was  changing  his  dress, 
Harley  walked  into  his  room. 

Egerton  dismissed  his  valet  by  a  sign,  and  continued 
his  toilet. 

"  Excuse  me,  my  dear  Harley,  I  have  only  ten  minutes 
to  give  you.  I  expect  one  of  the  royal  dukes,  and 
puuctuality  is  the  stern  virtue  of  men  of  business,  and  the 
gi'aceful  courtesy  of  princes." 

Harley  had  usually  a  jest  for  his  friend's  aphorisms  ; 
but  he  had  nonp.  now.     He  laid  his  hand  kindly  on  Eger- 

III.  —  24 
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ton's  shoulder  —  "Before  I  speak  of  my  business,  tell  me 
how  you  are  —  better  ?  " 

"Better  —  nay,  I  am  always  well.  Pooh  I  I  may  look 
a  little  tired  —  years  of  toil  will  tell  on  the  countenance. 
But  that  matters  little ;  the  period  of  life  has  passed  with 
me  when  one  cares  how  one  looks  in  the  glass." 

As  he  spoke,  Egerton  completed  his  dress,  and  came  to 
the  hearth,  standing  there,  eiect  and  dignified  as  usual, 
still  far  handsomer  than  many  a  younger  man,  and  with  a 
form  that  seemed  to  have  ample  vigor  to  support  for 
many  a  year  the  sad  and  glorious  burthen  of  power. 

"So  now  to  your  business,  Harley." 

"  In  the  first  place,  I  want  you  to  present  me,  at  the 
earliest  opportunity,  to  Madame  di  Negra.  You  say  she 
wished  to  know  me." 

"  Are  you  serious  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"Well,  then,  she  receives  this  evening.  I  did  not 
mean  to  go;  but  when  ray  party  breaks  up " 

*  You  can  call  for  me  at  '  The  Travellers.'     Do  I " 

"Next  —  you  knew  Lady  Jane  Horton  better  even 
than  I  did,  at  least  in  the  last  year  of  her  life."  Ilarley 
siglied,  and  Egerton  turned  and  stirred  the  fire. 

'*  Pray,  did  you  ever  see  at  her  house,  or  hear  her  speak 
of,  a  Mrs.  Bertram  ? " 

"  Of  whom  ?  "  said  Egerton,  in  a  hollow  voice,  his  face 
still  turned  towards  the  fire. 

"A  Mrs.  Bertram  ;  but  Heavens  !  my  dear  fello*^,  what 
is  the  matter  ?     Are  you  ill  ?  " 
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"A  spasm  at  the  heart,  that  is  all  —  don't  ring  —  1 
shall  be  better  presently  —  go  on  talking.     Mrs.  ■ 

why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  Why  ?  I  have  hardly  time  to  explain  ;  but  I  am,  as 
I  told  you,  resolved  on  righting  my  old  Italian  friend,  if 
Heaven  will  help  me,  as  it  ever  does  help  the  just  when 
they  bestir  themselves ;  and  this  Mrs.  Bertram  is  mixed 
np  in  my  friend's  affairs." 

"  His  I  How  is  that  possible  ?  " 

Harley  rapidly  and  succinctly  explained.  Audley  lis- 
tened attentively,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor,  and 
still  seeming  to  labor  under  great  diflBculty  of  breathing. 

At  last  he  answered,  "  I  remember  something  of  this 
Mrs.  —  Mrs.  —  Bertram.  But  your  inquiries  after  her 
would  be  useless.  I  think  I  have  heard  that  she  is  long 
since  dead ;  nay,  I  am  sure  of  it. " 

"  Dead  ? — that  is  most  unfortunate.  But  do  you  know 
any  of  her  relations  or  friends  ?  Can  you  suggest  any 
mode  of  tracing  this  packet,  if  it  came  to  her  hands  ?  " 

"No." 

"And  Lady  Jane  had  scarcely  any  friend  that  I  re- 
member, except  my  mother,  and  she  knows  nothing  of 
this  Mrs.  Bertram.  How  unlucky  I  I  think  I  shall 
advertise.  Yet,  no.  I  could  only  distinguish  this  Mrs. 
Bertram  from  any  other  of  the  same  name,  by  stating 
m*-h  whom  she  had  gone  abroad,  and  that  would  catch  the 
attention  of  Peschiera,  and  set  him  to  counterwork  us." 

"  And  what  avails  it  ?  "  said  Egerton.  "  She  whom 
you  seek  is  no  more  —  no  more  I "     He  paused,  and  went 
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on  rapidly  —  "  The  packet  did  not  arrive  in  England  till 
years  after  her  death  —  was  no  doubt  returned  to  the 
post-office  —  is  destroyed  long  ago." 

Harley  looked  very  much  disappointed.  Egerton  went 
on  in  a  sort  of  set  mechanical  voice,  as  if  not  thinking  of 
what  he  said,  but  speaking  from  the  dry  practical  mode 
of  reasoning  which  was  habitual  to  him,  and  by  which 
the  man  of  the  world  destroys  the  hopes  of  an  enthusiast. 
Then  starting  up  at  the  sound  of  the  first  thundering 
knock  at  the  street-door,  he  said,  "  Hark  I  you  must  ex- 
cuse me." 

"  I  leave  you,  my  dear  Audley.  But  I  must  again  ask 
—  Are  you  better  now  ?  " 

"  Much,  much  —  quite  well.  I  will  call  for  you — pro- 
bably between  eleven  and  twelve." 


CHAPTER  YIII. 

If  any  one  could  be  more  surprised  at  seeing  Lord 
L'Estrange  at  the  house  of  Madame  di  Negra  that  even- 
ing than  the  fair  hostess  herself,  it  was  Randal  Leslie. 
Something  instinctively  told  him  that  this  visit  threatened 
interference  with  whatever  might  be  his  ultimate  projects 
in  regard  to  Riccabocca  and  Yiolante.  But  Randal  Leslie 
was  not  one  of  those  who  shrink  from  an  intellectual 
combat.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  too  confident  of  his 
powers  of  intrigue,  not  to  take  a  delight  in  their  exercise 
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He  could  not  conceive  that  the  indolent  Harley  could  be 
a  match  for  his  own  restless  activity  and  dogged  perse- 
verance. But  in  a  very  few  moments  fear  crept  on  him. 
No  man  of  his  day  could  produce  a  more  brilliant  effect 
than  Lord  L'Estrange,  when  he  deigned  to  desire  it. 
Without  much  pretence  to  that  personal  beauty  which 
strikes  at  first  sight,  he  still  retained  all  the  charm  of 
countenance,  and  all  the  grace  of  manner,  \vhich  had 
made  him  in  boyhood  the  spoiled  darling  of  Society. 
Madame  di  Negra  had  collected  but  a  small  circle  round 
her,  still  it  was  of  the  4lite  of  the  great  world  ;  not, 
indeed,  those  more  precise  and  reserved  dames  de  chUeau, 
whom  the  lighter  and  easier  of  the  fair  dispensers  of 
fashion  ridicule  as  prudes ;  but,  nevertheless,  ladies  were 
there,  as  unblemished  in  reputation  as  high  in  rank  ;  flirts 
and  coquettes,  perhaps — nothing  more ;  in  short,  "  charm- 
ing women" — the  gay  butterflies  that  hover  over  the  stiff 
parterre.  And  there  were  ambassadors  and  ministers, 
and  wits  and  brilliant  debaters,  and  first-rate  dandies 
(dandies,  when  first-rate,  are  generally  very  agreeable 
men).  Amongst  all  these  various  persons,  Harley,  so 
long  a  stranger  to  the  London  world,  seemed  to  make 
himself  at  home  with  the  ease  of  an  Alcibiades.  Many 
of  the  less  juvenile  ladies  remembered  him,  and  rushed  to 
claim  his  acquaintance,  with  nods,  and  becks,  and  wreathed 
smiles.  He  had  a  ready  compliment  for  each.  And  few 
indeed  were  there,  men  or  women,  for  whom  Harley 
L'Estrange  had  not  appropriate  attraction.  Distin- 
guished reputation  as  soldier  and  scholar  for  the  grave : 
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whim  and  pleasantry  for  the  gay  ;  novelty  for  the  sated ; 
and  for  the  more  vulgar  natures  was  he  not  Lord  L'Es- 
trange,  unmarried,  possessed  already  of  a  large  inde- 
pendence, and  heir  to  an  ancient  earldom,  and  some  fifty 
thousands  a-year  ? 

Not  till  he  had  succeeded  in  the  general  effect —  which, 
it  must  be  owned,  he  did  his  best  to  create  —  did  Harley 
seriously  and  especially  devote  himself  to  his  hostess. 
And  then  he  seated  himself  by  her  side ;  and,  as  if  in 
compliment  to  both,  less  pressing  admirers  insensiyy 
slipped  away  and  edged  off. 

Frank  Hazeldean  was  the  last  to  quit  his  ground  behind 
Madame  di  Negra's  chair ;  but  when  he  found  that  the 
two  began  to  talk  in  Italian,  and  he  could  not  understand 
a  word  they  said,  he  too  —  fancying,  poor  fellow,  that  he 
looked  foolish,  and  cursing  his  Eton  education  that  had 
neglected,  for  languages  spoken  by  the  dead,  of  which  he 
had  learned  little,  those  still  in  use  among  the  living,  of 
which  he  had  learned  naught  —  retreated  towards  Randal, 
and  asked  wistfully,  *'  Pray,  what  age  should  you  say 
L 'Estrange  was  ?  He  must  be  devilish  old,  in  spite  of 
his  looks.     Why,  he  was  at  Waterloo  ! " 

"  He  is  young  enough  to  be  a  terrible  rival,"  answered 
Eandal,  with  artful  truth. 

Frank  turned  pale,  and  began  to  meditate  dreadful 
bloodthirsty  thoughts,  of  which  hair-triggers  and  Lord's 
cricket-ground  formed  the  staple. 

Certainly  there  was  apparent  ground  for  a  lo/er's  jeal- 
ousy ;  for  Harley  and  Beatrice  now  conversed  in  a  low 
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tone,  aud  Beatrice  seemed  agitated,  and  Harley  earnest. 
Randal  himself  grew  more  aud  more  perplexed.  Was 
Lord  L'Estrauge  really  enamoured  of  the  Marchesa  ?  If 
so,  farewell  to  all  hopes  of  Frank's  marriage  with  her  I 
Or  was  he  merely  playing  a  part  in  Riccabocca's  interest ; 
pretending  to  be  the  loyer,  in  order  to  obtain  an  influence 
over  her  mind,  rule  her  through  her  ambition,  and  secure 
an  ally  against  her  brother  ?  Was  this  fine66e  compatible 
with  RaudaPs  notions  of  Harley's  character?  Was  it 
cousistent  with  that  chivalric  and  soldierly  spirit  of  honor 
which  the  frank  nobleman  affected,  to  make  love  to  a 
woman  in  mere  rune  de  guerre  f  Could  mere  friendship 
for  Riccabocca  be  a  sufficient  inducement  to  a  man,  who, 
whatever  his  weakness  or  his  errors,  seemed  to  wear  on 
his  very  forehead  a  soul  above  deceit,  to  stoop  to  paltry 
means,  even  for  a  worthy  end  ?  At  this  question,  a  new 
thought  flashed  upon  Randal  —  might  not  Lor.d  L'Es- 
traiige  have  speculated  himself  upon  winning  Violante  ? 
> —  would  not  that  account  for  all  the  exertions  he  had 
made  on  behalf  of  her  inheritance  at  the  court  of  Vienna 
—  exertions  of  which  Peschiera  and  Beatrice  had  both 
complained  ?  Those  objections  which  the  Austrian  go- 
vernment might  take  to  Violante's  marriage  with  some 
obscure  Englishman  would  probably  not  exist  against  a 
man  like  Harley  L'Estrange,  whose  family  not  only  be- 
longed to  the  highest  aristocracy  of  England,  but  had 
always  supported  opinions  in  vogue  amongst  the  leading 
governments  of  Europe.  Harley  himself,  it  is  true,  had 
never  taken  part  in  politics,  but  his  notions  were,  no 
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doubt,  those  of  a  high-born  soldier,  .who  had  fought,  in 
alliance  with  Austria,  for  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons 
And  this  immense  wealth  —  which  Violante  might  lose, 
if  she  niarried  one  like  Randal  himself — her  marriage 
with  the  heir  of  the  Lansmeres  might  actually  tend  only 
to  secure.  Could  Harley,  with  all  his  own  expectations, 
be  indifferent  to  such  a  prize  ?  —  and  no  doubt  he  had 
learned  Yiglante's  rare  beauty  in  his  correspondence  with 
Riccabocca. 

Thus  considered,  it  seemed  natural  to  Randal's  estimate 
of  human  nature,  that  Harley 's  more  prudish  scruples  of 
honor,  as  regards  what  is  due  to  women,  could  not  resist 
a  temptation  so  strong.  Mere  friendship  was  not  a  motive 
powerful  enough  to  shake  them,  but  ambition  was. 

While  Randal  was  thus  cogitating,  Frank  thus  suffer- 
ing, and  many  a  whisper,  in  comment  on  the  evident 
flirtation* between  the  beautiful  hostess  and  the  accom- 
plished guest,  reached  the  ears  both  of  the  brooding 
schemer  and  the  jealous  lover,  the  conversation  between 
the  two  objects  of  remark  and  gossip  had  taken  a  new 
turn.     Indeed,  Beatrice  had  made  an  effort  to  change  it. 

"  It  is  long,  my  lord,"  said  she,  still  speaking  Italian, 
**  since  I  have  heard  sentiments  like  those  you  address  to 
me  ;  and  if  I  do  not  feel  myself  wholly  unworthy  of  them, 
it  is  from  the  pleasure  I  have  felt  in  reading  sentiments 
equally  foreign  to  the  language  of  the  world  in  which  I 
live."  She  took  a  book  from  the  table  as  she  spoke; 
'^Have  you  seen  this  work?" 

Harley  glanced  at  the  title-page.  "  To  be  sure  1  havc» 
^d  I  know  the  author."  Digitized  by  Google 
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**  I  envy  you  that  honor.  I  should  so  like  also  to  know 
one  who  has  discovered  to  me  deeps  in  my  own  heart 
which  I  had  never  explored." 

"  Charming  Mairchesa,  if  the  book  has  done  this,  be- 
lieve me  that  I  have  paid  you  no  false  compliment  — 
formed  no  over-flattering  estimate  of  your  nature  ;  for  the 
charm  of  the  work  is  but  in  its  simple  appeal  to  good  and 
generous  emotions,  and  it  can  charm  none  in  wjiom  those 
emotions  exist  not!'' 

'*  Nay,  that  cannot  be  true,  or  why  is  it  so  popular  ?  " 

**  Because  good  and  generous  emotions  are  more  com- 
mon to  the  human  heart  than  we  are  aware  of  till  the 
appeal  comes." 

"Don't  ask  me  to  think  that  I  I  have  found  the  world 
80  base." 

"  Pardon  me  a  rude  question  ;  but  what  do  you  know 
of  the  world  ?  "    . 

Beatrice  looked  first  in  surprise  at  Harley,  then  glanced 
round  the  room  with  significant  irony. 

"As  I  thought;  you  call  this  little  room  'the  world.' 
Be  it  so.  I  will  venture  to  say,  that  if  the  people  in  this 
room  were  suddenly  converted  into  an  audience  before  a 
stage,  and  you  were  as  consummate  in  the  actor's  art,  as 
you  are  in  all  others  that  please  and  command — " 

"  Well  ?  " 

"And  were  to  deliver  a  speech  full  of  sordid  and  base 
sentiments,  you  would  be  hissed.  But  let  any  other  wo- 
man, with  half  your  powers,  arise  and  utter  sentiments 
sweet  and  womanly,  or  honest  and  lofty  —  and  applause 
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would  flow  from  every  lip,  and  tears  rush  to  many  a 
worldly  eye.  The  true  proof  of  the  inherent  noblenera 
of  our  common  nature  is  in  the  sympathy  it  betrays  with 
what  is  noble  wherever  crowds  are  colleeted.  Never  be- 
lieve the  world  is  base  ;  —  if  it  were  so,  no  society  could 
nold  together  for  a  day.  But  you  would  know  the  author 
of  this  book  ?     I  will  bring  him  to  you." 

"Do.". 

*'And  now,"  said  Harley,  rising,  and  with  his  candid, 
winning  smile,  "do  you  think  we  shall  ever  be  friends  ? " 

"  You  have  startled  me  so,  that  I  can  scarcely  answer. 
But  why  would  you  be  friends  with  me  ?  " 

"  Because  you  need  a  friend.     You  have  none  1 " 

'  Strange  flatterer  ! "  said  Beatrice,  smiling,  though 
very  sadly  ;  and  looking  up,  her  eyes  caught  Randal's 

"  Pooh ! "  said  Harley,  "  you  are  too  penetrating  to 
believe  that  you  inspire  friendship  there.  Ah,  do  yoa 
suppose  that,  all  the  while  I  have  been  conversing  with 
you,  I  have  not  noticed  the  watchful  gaze  of  Mr.  Randal 
Leslie  ?  What  tie  can  possibly  connect  you  together,  I 
know  not  yet;  but  I  soon  shall." 

"  Indeed  I  you  talk  like  one  of  the  old  Council  of  Te- 
nice.  You  try  hard  to  make  me  fear  you,"  said  Beatrice, 
seeking  to  escape  from  the  graver  kind  of  impression 
Harley  had  made  on  her,  by  the  affectation,  partly  of 
coquetry,  partly  of  levity. 

"And  I,"  said  L'Estrange,  calmly,  "tell  you  already, 
that  I  fear  you  no  more. "  He  bowed,  and  passed  through 
the  crowd  to  rejoin  Audley,  who  was  seated  in  a  con.er 
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wbi&poring  with  some  of  his  political  colleagues.  Before 
Harley  reached  the  minister,  he  found  himself  close  to 
Randal  and  young  Hazeldean. 

He  bowed  to  the  first,  and  extended  his  hand  to  the 
last.  Randal  felt  the  distiiction,  and  his  sullen,  bitter 
pride  was  deeply  galled  —  a  feeling  of  hate  towards  Har- 
ley passed  into  his  mind.  He  was  pleased  to  see  the  cold 
hesitation  with  which  Frank  just  touched  the  hand  offered 
to  him.  But  Randal  had  not  been  the  only  person  whose 
watch  upon  Beatrice  the  keen-eyed  Harley  had  noticed. 
Harley  had  seen  the  angry  looks  of  Frank  Hazeldean, 
and  divined  the  cause.  So  he  smiled  forgivingly  at  the 
slight  he  had  received. 

**  You  are  like  me,  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  he.  *' You 
think  something  of  the  heart  should  go  with  all  courtesy 
that  bespeaks  friendship  — 

*The  hand  of  Douglas  is  his  own.'" 

Here  Harley  drew  aside  Randal.  "  Mr.  Leslie,  a  word 
with  you.  If  I  wished  to  know  the  retreat  of  Dr.  Ricca- 
bocca,  in  order  to  render  him  a  great  service,  would  you 
confide  to  me  that  secret  ?  " 

"  That  woman  has  let  out  her  suspicions  that  I  know 
the  exile's  retreat,"  thought  Randal ;  and  with  quick 
presence  of  mind,  he  replied  at  once  — 

"  My  Lord,  yonder  stands  a  connection  of  Dr.  Ricca- 
bocca's.  Mr.  Hazeldean  is  surely  the  person  to  whom 
you  should  address  this  inquiry." 

"  Not  so,  Mr.  Leslie ;  for  1  suspect  that  he  cannot  an- 
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swer  it,  and  that  you  can.  Well,  I  will  ask  something 
that  it  seems  to  me  you  may  grant  without  hesitation. 
Should  you  see  Dr.  Riccabocca,  tell  him  that  I  am  in 
England,  and  so  leave  it  to  him  to  communicate  with  me 
or  not ;  but  perhaps  you  ha]|p  already  done  so  ?  '* 

"Lord  L'Estrange,"  said  Randal,  bowing  low,  with 
pointed  formality,  "  excuse  me  if  I  decline  either  to  dis- 
claim or  acquiesce  in  the  knowledge  you  impute  to  me. 
If  I  am  acquainted  with  any  secret  intrusted  to  me  by 
Pr.  Riccabocca,  it  is  for  me  to  use  my  own  discretion 
how  best  to  guard  it.  And  for  the  rest,  after  the  Scotch 
earl,  whose  words  your  lordship  has  just  quoted,  refused 
to  touch  the  hand  of  Marmion,  Douglas  could  scarcely 
have  called  Marmion  back  in  order  to  give  him  —  a 
message  1 " 

Harley  was  not  prepared  for  this  tone  in  Mr.  Egerton'a 
proUge,  and  his  own  gallant  nature  was  rather  pleased 
than  irritated  by  a  haughtiness  that  at  least  seemed  to 
bespeak  independence  of  spirit.  Nevertheless,  L'Estrange's 
suspicions  of  Randal  were  too  strong  to  be  easily  set 
aside,  and  therefore  he  replied,  civilly,  but  with  covert 
taunt  — 

*'  I  submit  to  your  rebuke,  Mr.  Leslie,  though  I  meant 
not  the  offence  you  would  ascribe  to  me.  I  regret  my 
unlucky  quotation  yet  the  more,  since  the  wit  of  your  re- 
tort has  obliged  you  to  identify  yourself  with  Marmion, 
who,  though  a  clever  and  brave  fellow,  was  an  uncommonly 
—  tricky  one."  And  so  Harley,  certainly  having  the  best 
of  it,  moved  bn,  and  joining  Egerton,  in  a  few  minutes 
more  both  left  the  room.  ^        . 
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"  What  was  L'Estrange  saying  to  joxx  ?  "  asked  Frank : 
"something  about  Beatrice,  I  am  sure." 

*' No  ;  only  quoting  poetry." 

"  Then  what  made  you  look  so  angry,  my  dear  fellow  ? 
I  know  it  was  your  kind  feeling  for  me.  As  you  say,  he 
is  a  formidable  rival.  But  that  can't  be  his  own  hair. 
Do  you  think  he  wears  a  toupet?  I  am  sure  he  was 
praising  Beatrice.  He  is  evidently  very  much  smitten 
with  her.  But  I  don't  think  she  is  a  woman  to  be  caught 
by  mere  rank  and  fortune  I  Do  you  ?  Why  cant  you 
speak  ?  " 

"  If  you  do  not  get  her  consent  soon,  I  think  she  it 
lost  to  you,"  said  Randal,  slowly ;  and  before  Frank  could 
recover  his  dismay,  glided  from  the  house. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Viola ntb's  first  evening  at  the  Lansmeres  had  passed 
more  happily  to  her  than  the  first  evening  under  the  same 
roof  had  done  to  Helen*  True  that  she  missed  her  fether 
much  —  Jemima  somewhat;  but  she  so  identified  her 
father^s  cause  with  Harley,  that  she  had  a  sort  of  vague 
feeling  that  it  was  to  promote  the  cause  that  she  was  on 
this  visit  to  Harley 's  parents.  And  the  Count^s,  it 
must  be  owned,  was  more  emphatically  cordial  to  her 
than  she  had  ever  been  to  Captain  Digby's  orphan.  But 
perhaps  the  real  difference  in  the  heart  of  either  girl  was 
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this",  that  Helen  felt  awe  of  Lady  Lansmere,  afid  Vioknto 
felt  only  love  for  Lord  L'Estrange^s  mother.  Violante, 
too,  was  one  of  those  persons  whom  a  reserved  and  formal 
person,  like  the  Countess,  "can  get  on  with,"  as^  the 
pi^rase  goes.  Not  so  poor  little  Helen  —  so  shy  herself, 
and  so  hard  to  coax  into  more  than  gentle  monosyllables. 
And  Lady  Lansmere's  favorite  talk  was  always  of  Harley. 
Helen  had  listened  to  such  talk  with  respect  and  interest. 
Violante  listened  to  it  with  inquisitive  eagerness  —  with 
blushing  delight.  The  mother's  heart  noticed  the  dis- 
tinction between  the  two,  and  no  wonder  that  that  heart 
moved  more  to  Yiolante  than  to  Helen.  Lord  Lansmere, 
too,  like  most  gentlemen  of  his  age,  clumped  all  young 
ladies  together,  as  a  harmless,  amiable,  but  singularly 
stupid  class  of  the  genus  Petticoat,  meant  to  look  pretty, 
play  the  piano,  and  talk  to  each  other  about  frocks  and 
sweethearts.  Therefore  this  animated  dazzling  creature, 
with  her  infinite  variety  of  look  and  play  of  mind,  took 
him  by  surprise,  charmed  him  into  attention,  and  warmed 
him  into  gallantry.  Helen  sat  in  her  qBiet  corner,  at  her 
work,  sometimes  listening  with  almost  mournful,  though 
certainly  unenvious,  admiraiion  at  Violante's  vivid,  yefe 
ever  unconscious,  eloquence  of  word  and  thought  —  some- 
times plunged  deep  into  her  own  secret  meditations.  And 
all  the  while  the  work  went  on  the  same,  under  the  small 
noiseless  fingers.  This  was  one  of  Helen's  habits  that 
irritated  the  nerves  of  Lady  Lansmere.  She  despised 
young  ladies  who  were  foiid  of  work.  She  did  not  com- 
prehend how  often  it  is  the  resource  of  the  sweet  woinaRlj 
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mind,  not  from  want  of  thought,  bat  from  the  silence  and 
the  depth  of  it.  Yiolante  was  surprised,  and  perhaps 
disappointed,  that  Harley  had  left  the  house  before  dinner, 
and  did  not  retnrn  all  the  eyening.  But  Lady  Lansmere, 
in  making  excuse  for  his  absence,  on  the  plea  of  engage- 
ments, found  so  good  an  opportunity  to^alk  of  his  ways 
in  general  —  of  his  rare  promise  in  boyhood  —  of  her  re- 
gret at  the  inaction  of  his  maturity  —  of  her  hope  to  see 
him  yet  do  justice  to  his  natural  powers,  that  Yiolante 
almost  ceased  to  miss  him. 

And  then  Lady  Lansmere  conducted  her  to  her  room, 
and,  kissing  her  cheek  tenderly,  said,  *'  But  you  are  just 
the  person  Harley  admires  — just  the  person  to  rouse  him 
from  his  melancholy  dreams,  of  which  his  wild  humors  are 
now  but  the  Tain  disguise" — Violante  crossed  her  arms  on 
her  bosom,  and  her  bright  eyes,  deepened  into  tenderness, 
seemed  to  ask,  "  He  melancholy  —  and  why  ?  " 

On  leaving  Yiolante's  room.  Lady  Lansmere  paused 
before  the  door  of  Helen's;  and,  after  musing  a  little 
while,  entered  softly. 

Helen  had  dismissed  her  maid;  and,  at  the  moment 
Lady  Lansmere  entered,  she  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  her  hands  clasped  before  her  face 

Her  form,  thus  seen,  looked  so  youthful  and  child-like 
—  the  attitude  itself  was  so  holy  and  so  touching,  that 
the  proud  and  cold  expression  on  Lady  Lansmere's  face 
changed.  She  shaded  the  light  involuntarily,  and  seated 
herself  in  silence  that  she  might  not  disturb  the  act  of 
prayer. 
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When  Helen  rose,  she  was  startled  to  see  the  Countess 
seated  by  the  fire  ;  and  hastily  drew  her  hand  across  her 
eyes.     She  had  been  weeping. 

Lady  Lansmere  did  not,  however,  turn  to  observe  those 
traces  of  tears,  which  Helen  feared  were  too  visible.  The 
Countess  was  too  absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts ;  and  as 
Helen  timidly  approached,  she  said  —  still  with  her  eyes 
on  the  clear  low  fire  —  "I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Digby, 
for  my  intrusion  ;  but  my  son  has  left  it  to  me  to  prepare 
Lord  Lansmere  to  learn  the  offer  you  have  done  Hariey 
the  honor  to  accept.  I  have  not  yet  spoken  to  my  lord  ; 
it  may  be  days  before  I  find  a  fitting  occasion  to  do  so  ; 
meanwhile,  I  feel  assured  that  your  sense  of  propriety 
will  make  you  agree  with  me  that  it  is  due  to  Lord 
L^Estrange's  father,  that  strangers  should  not  learn  ar- 
rangements of  such  moment  in  his  family,  before  his  own 
consent  be  obtained." 

Here  the  Countess  came  to  a  full  pause ;  and  poor 
Helen,  finding  herself  called  upon  for  some  reply  to  this 
chilling  speech,  stammered  out,  scarcely  audibly  — 

"  Certainly,  madam,  I  never  dreamed  of " 

"  That  is  right,  my  dear,"  interrupted  Lady  Lansmere, 
rising  suddenly,  and  as  if  greatly  relieved.  *'  I  could  not 
doubt  your  superiority  to  ordinary  girls  of  your  age,  with 
whom  these  matters  are  never  secret  for  a  moment. 
Therefore,  of  coui*se,  you  will  not  mention,  at  present, 
what  has  passed  between  you  and  Hariey,  to  any  of  the 
friends  with  whom  you  may  correspond." 

"  I  have  no  correspondents  —  no  friends,  Lady  L<ins- 
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mere,''  said  Helen,  depreoatingly,  and  trying  hard  not  to 
cry. 

•*I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  my  dear;  yonng  ladies 
never  should  have.  Friends,  especially  friends  who  cor- 
respond, are  the  worst  enemies  they  can  have.  Good 
night,  Mirfs  Digby.  I  need  not  add,  by  the  way,  that 
though  we  are  bound  to  show  all  kindness  to  this  young 
Italian  lady,  still  she  is  wholly  unconnected  with  our 
family,  and  you  will  be  as  prudent  with  her  as  you  would 
have  been  with  your  correspondents  —  had  you  had  the 
misfortune  to  have  any." 

Lady  Lansmere  said  the  last  words  with  a  smile,  and 
left  an  un genial  kiss  (the  stepmother's  kiss)  on  Helenas 
bended  brow.  She  then  left  the  room,  and  Helen  sat  on 
the  seat  vacated  by  the  stately  unloving  form,  and  again 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  again  wept.  But 
when  she  rose  at  last,  and  the  light  fell  upon  her  face, 
that  soft  face  was  sad  indeed,  but  serene  —  serene,  as  if 
with  some  inward  ^nse  of  duty  —  sad,  as  with  the  resig- 
nation which  accepts  patience  instead  of  hope. 


CHAPTER  X. 

The  next  morning  Harley  appeared  at  breakfast.  He 
was  in  gay  spirits,  and  conversed  more  freely  with  Vio- 
lante  than  he  had  yet  done.  He  seemed  to  amuse  him- 
self by  attacking  all  she  said,  and  provoking  her  to  argu- 
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ment.  Violante  was  naturally  a  rery  earnest  perfi(m; 
whether  grave  or  gay,  she  spoke  with  her  heart  on  her 
lips,  and  her  soul  in  her  eyes.  She  did  not  yet  compre- 
hend the  light  vein  of  Harley's  irony,  so  she  grew  piqued 
and  chafed  ;  and  she  was  so  lovely  in  anger ;  it  so  bright- 
ened her  beauty  and  animated  her  words,  that  no  wonder 
Harley  thus  maliciously  teased  her.  But  what,  perhaps, 
she  liked  still  less  than  the  teasing  —  though  she  could 
not  tell  why  —  was  the  kind  of  familiarity  that  Harley 
assumed  with  her — ^  familiarity  as  if  he  had  known  her 
all  her  life  —  that  of  a  good-humored  elder  brother,  or  a 
bachelor  uncle.  To  Helen,  on  the  contrwy,  when  he  did 
not  address  her  apart,  his  manner  was  more  respectful. 
He  did  not  call  her  by  her  Christian  name,  as  he  did 
Violante,  but  "  Miss  Digby,"  and  softened  his  tone  and 
inclined  his  head  when  he  spoke  to  her.  Nor  did  he 
presume  to  jest  at  the  very  few  and  brief  sentences  he 
drew  from  Helen,  but  rather  listened  to  them  with  defer- 
ence, and  invariably  honored  them  with  approval.  After 
breakfast  he  asked  Yiolante  to  play  or  dug ;  and  when 
she  frankly  owned  how  little  she  had  cultivated  those 
accomplishments,  he  persuaded  Helen  to  sit  down  to  the 
piano,  and  stood  by  her  side  while  she  did  so,  turning 
over  the  leaves  of  her  music-book  with  the  ready  devotion 
of  an  admiring  amateur.  Helen  always  played  well,  but 
less  well  than  usual  that  day,  for  her  generous  nature  felt 
abashed.  It  was  as  if  she  were  showing  oflf  to  mortify 
Violante.  But  Violante,  on  the  other  hand,  was  so 
passionately  fond  of  music,  that  she  had  no  feeling  left  for 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIfiS    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  fi95 

tbe  •sense  of  ber  own  inJeiiority.  Yet  she  sighed  when 
Helen  cose  and  fiarlej  thanked  Miss  Digby  for  the 
delight  she  had  given  him. 

The  day  was  fine.  Lady  Lansmere  proposed  to  walk 
in  the  garden.  While  the  ladies  went  np-stairs  for  their 
shawls  and  bonnets,  fiarley  lighted  his  -cigar,  and  stepped 
from  the  window  opoo  the  lawn.  Lady  Lansmere  joined 
him  before  the  giris  eame  out. 

*'  Harley/'  said  she,  taking  his  arm,  *'  what  a  charming 
companion  you  have  introduced  to  as  !  I  never  met  wiUi 
any  that  both  pleased  and  delighted  me  Mke  this  dear 
YIolani)e.  Most  girls  who  possess  aome  power  of  con- 
versation, and  who  have  dared  to  think  for  theioselves, 
are  so  pedantic,  or  so  masculine  ^  but  she  is  always  so 
simple,  and  always  still  the  girl.     Ah,  Hariey  I " 

"  Why  that  sigh,  my  dear  moth^  ? " 

"  I  was  thinking  how  exactly  she  would  have  suited 
you— how  proud  I  should  have  been  of  such  a  daughter- 
in-law  —  and  how  happy  you  would  have  been  with  such 
a  wife." 

Hariey  started.  "  Tut,"  said  he,  peevishly,  "she  is  a 
mere  child;  you  forget  my  years." 

"  Why,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  surprised,  "  Helen  is 
quite  as  young  as  Violante." 

"In  dates  —  yes.  But  Helen's  character  is  so  staid; 
—  what  it  is  now  it  will  be  ever ;  and  Helen,  from  grati- 
tude, respect,  or  pity,  condescends  to  accept  the  ruins  of 
my  heart ;  —  while  this  bright  ItaMan  has  the  soul  of  a 
Juliet,  and  would  expect  in  a  husband  all  ihe  .pa$8iQn  of 
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a  Romeo.  Nay,  mother,  hush.  Do  not  forget  that  1 
am  engaged — and  of  my  own  free  will  and  choice  I 
Poor  dear  Helen  !  Apropos,  have  you  spoken  to  my 
father,  as  you-  undertook  to  do  ? '' 

'*  Not  yet.  I  must  seize  the  right  moment.  You  know- 
that  my  lord  requires  management." 

"  My  dear  mother,  that  female  notion  of  marrying  us 
men,  costs  you  ladies  a  great  waste  of  time,  and  occasions 
us  a  great  deal  of  sorrow.  Men  are  easily  managed  by 
plain  truth.  We  are  brought  up  to  respect  it,  strange  as 
it  may  seem  to  you  1 " 

Lady  Lansmere  smiled  with  the  air  of  superior  wisdom, 
and  the  experience  of  an  accomplished  wife.  "  Leave  it 
to  me,  Harley,  and  rely  on  my  lord's  consent. " 

Harley  knew  that  Lady  Lansmere  always  succeeded  in 
obtaining  her  way  with  his  father ;  and  he  felt  that  the 
Earl  might  naturally  be  disappointed  in  such  an  alliance, 
and,  without  due  propitiation,  evince  that  disappointment 
in  his  manner  to  Helen.  Harley  was  bound  to  save  her 
from  all  chance  of  such  humiliation.  He  did  not  wish 
her  to  think  that  she  was  not  welcomed  into  his  family  ; 
therefore  he  said,  "  I  resign  myself  to  your  promise  and 
your  diplomacy.  Meanwhile,  as  you  love  me,  be  kind  to 
my  betrothed." 

"  Am  I  not  so  ?  " 

"  Hem.  Are  you  as  kind  as  if  she  were  the  great 
heiress  you  believe  Violante  to  be  ? " 

"Is  it,"  answered  Lady  Lansmere,  evading  the  ques- 
tion, "is  it  because  one  is  an  heiress  and  the  other  is  not, 
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that  you  make  so  marked  a  difference  in  your  own 
manner  to  the  two  ;  treating  Violante  as  a  spoiled  child, 
and  Miss  Digby  as " 

"The  destined  wife  of  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  the 
daughter-in-law  of  Lady  Lansmere  —  yes." 

The  Countess  suppressed  an  impatient  exclamation  that 
rose  to  her  lips,  for  Harley's  brow  wore  that  serious 
aspect  which  it  rarely  assumed,  save  when  he  was  in  those 
moods  in  which  men  must  be  soothed,  not  resisted.  And 
after  a  pause  he  went  on  —  "I  am  going  to  leave  you  to- 
day. I  have  engaged  apartments  at  the  Clarendon.  I 
intend  to  gratify  your  wish,  so  often  expressed,  that  I 
should  enjoy  what  are  called  the  pleasures  of  my  rank, 
and  the  privileges  of  single-blessedness  —  celebrate  my 
adieu  to  celibacy,  and  blaze  once  more,  with  the  splendor 
of  a  setting  sun,  upon  Hyde  Park  and  May  Fair." 

"  You  are  a  positive  enigma.  Leave  our  house,  just 
when  you  are  betrothed  to  its  inmate  I  Is  that  the 
natural  conduct  of  a  lover  ?  " 

"How  can  your  woman  eyes  be  so  dull,  and  your 
woman  heart  so  obtuse  ?  "  answered  Harley,  half-laughing, 
half-scolding.  "  Can  you  not  guess  that  I  wish  that 
Helen  and  myself  should  both  lose  the  association  of  mere 
ward  and  guardian  ;  that  the  very  familiarity  of  our  inter- 
course under  the  same  roof  almost  forbids  us  to  be  lovers  ; 
that  we  lose  the  joy  to  meet,  and  the  pang  to  part. 
Dont  you  remember  the  story  of  the  Frenchman,  who 
for  twenty  years  loved  a  lady,  and  never  missed  passing 
his  evenisgs  at  her  house.     She  became  a  widow.     '1 
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wish  you  joy,'  cried  his  friend ;  *  you  may  now  marry  the 
woman  you  have  so  long  adored.'  'Alaa,'  said  the  poor 
Frenchman,  profoundly  dejected ;  *  and  if  so,  where  shall 
I  spend  ray  evenings  ? ' " 

Here  Yiolante  and  Helen  were  seen  in  the  garden, 
walking  affectionately  arm-in-arm. 

"I  don't  perceive  the  point  of  your  witty,  heartless 
anei-dote,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  obstinately.  ^'Settle 
that,  however,  with  Miss  Di^by.  But,  to  leave  the  very 
day  after  your  friend's  daughter  comes  as  a  guest  I  -— 
what  will  she  think  of  it  ?  " 

Lord  L 'Estrange  looked  steadfastly  at  his  mother. 
**  Does  it  matter  much  what  she  thinks  of  me  ?  —  of  a 
man  engaged  to  another ;  and  old  enough  to  be " 

"  I  wish  to  Heaven  you  would  not  talk  of  your  age, 
Harley ;  it  is  a  reflection  upon  mine ;  and  I  never  saw 
you  look  so  well  nor  so  handsome."  With  that  she  drew 
him  on  towards  the  young  ladies ;  and,  taking  Helen's 
arm,  asked  her,  aside,  "  If  she  knew  that  Lcnrd  L'Bstrange 
had  engaged  rooms  at  the  Clarendon ;  and  if  she  under- 
stood why?^'  As  while  she  said  this  she  moved  on, 
Harley  was  left  by  Viol  ante's  side. 

"  You  will  be  very  dull  here,  I  fear,  my  poor  child," 
said  he. 

"  Dull !  But  why  fvill  you  call  me  child  ?  Am  I  so 
very  —  very  child-like  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  you  are  to  me  —  a  mere  infant.  Have  I 
not  seen  you  one ;  have  I  not  held  you  in  my  aarma  ?  " 

VioiiA.WTE.  —  But  that  was  a  long  time  aj^o  I 
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Habust.  —  Trae.  But  if  years  have  not  stood  still 
for  you,  they  haTe  not  been  stationary  for  me.  There  is 
tbe  same  difference  between  us  now  that  there  was  then. 
And,  therefore,  permit  me  still  to  call  you  child,  and  as 
child  to  treat  you! 

VioiiANTE.  —  I  will  do  no  such  thing.  Do  you  know 
tbat  I  always  thought  I  was  good-tempered  till  this 
morning. 

Kavojey  — And  what  undeceived  you  ?  Did  you  break 
yonr  doll? 

VioiiANTE  (with  an  indignant  flash  from  her  dark  eyes). 
^  There  1  —  again  I — you  delight  in  provoking  me  I 

Harlet.  —  It  was  the  doll,  then.  Don't  cry ;  I  will 
get  you  another. 

Violante  plucked  her  arm  from  him,  and  walked  away 
towards  the  Countess  in  speechless  scorn.  Hariey's  brow 
contracted,  in  thought  and  in  gloom.  He  stood  still  for 
a  moment  or  so,  and  then  joined  the  ladies. 

"  I  ftm  trespassing  sadly  on  your  morning ;  but  I  wait 
for  a  visitor,  whom  I  sent  to  before  you  were  up.  He  is 
to  be  here  at  twelve.  With  your  permission,  I  will  dine 
with  you  to-morrow,  and  you  will  invite  him  to  meet  me." 

"  CJertainfy.  And  who  is  your  fnend  ?  I  guess  —  the 
young  author  ? '' 

"Leonard  Fairfield,"  cried  Violante,  who  had  con- 
quered, or  felt  ashamed  of  her  short-lived  anger. 

"  Fairfield  I "  repeated  Lady  Lansmere.  "  I  thought, 
Harley,  you  said  the  name  was  Oran  ? " 
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"  He  has  assumed  the  latter  name.  He  is  the  son  of 
Mark  Fairfield,  who  married  an  Avenel.  Did  you  re- 
cognise no  family  likeness  ?  —  none  in  those  eyes  — 
mother  ?  "  said  Harley,  sinking  his  voice  into  a  whisper. 

"  No,"  answered  the  Countess,  falteringly. 

Harley,  observing  that  Yiolante  was  now  speaking  to 
Helen  about  Leonard,  and  that  neither  was  listening  to 
him,  resumed  in  the  same  low  tone,  —  "And  his  mother 
—  Nora's  sister  ^-  shrank  from  seeing  me  1  That  is  the 
reason  why  I  wished  you  not  to  call.  She  has  not  told 
the  young  man  why  she  shrank  from  seeing  me;  nor 
have  I  explained  it  to  him  as  yet.  Perhaps  I  never 
shall." 

"  Indeed,  dearest  Harley,"  said  the  Countess,  with  great 
gentleness,  "  I  wish  you  too  much  to  forget  the  folly  — 
well,  I  will  not  say  that  word  —  the  sorrows  of  your  boy- 
hood, not  to  hope  that  you  will  rather  strive  against  such 
painful  memories  than  renew  them  by  unnecessary  con- 
fidence to  any  one  ;  least  of  all  to  the  relation  of " 

** Enough  I — don't  name  her;  the  very  name  pains 
me.  And  as  to  confidence,  Uiere  are  but  two  persons  in 
the  world  to  whom  I  ever  bare  the  old  wounds  —  your- 
self and  EgertoB.  Let  this  pass.  Ha  1 —  a  ring  at  the 
bell ;  that  is  he  I " 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Leonard  entered  on  the  scene,  and  joined  the  party  in 
the  garden.  The  Countess,  perhaps  to  please  her  son, 
was  more  than  civil  — she  was  markedly  kind  to  him. 
She  noticed  him  more  attentively  than  she  had  hitherto 
done ;  and,  with  all  her  prejudices  of  birth,  was  struck  to 
find  the  son  of  Mark  Fairfield  the  carpenter  so  thoroughly 
the  gentleman.  He  might  not  have  the  exact  tone  and 
phrase  by  which  Convention  stereotypes  those  born  and 
schooled  in  a  certain  world  ;  but  the  aristocrats  of  Nature 
can  dispense  with  such  trite  minutiae.  And  Leonard  had 
lived  —  of  late  at  least  —  in  the  best  society  that  exists 
for  the  polish  of  language  and  the  refinement  of  manners, 
—  the  society  in  which  the  most  graceful  ideas  are  clothed 
in  the  most  graceful  forms,  —  the  society  which  really, 
though  indirectly,  gives  the  law  to  courts,  —  the  society 
of  the  most  classic  authors  in  the  various  ages  in  which 
literature  has  flowered  forth  from  civilisation.  And  if 
there  was  something  in  the  exquisite  sweetness  of  Leon- 
ard's voice,  look,  and  manner,  which  the  Countess  ac- 
knowledged to  attain  that  perfection  in  high  breeding, 
which,  under  the  name  of  "  suavity,"  steals  its  way  into 
the  heart,  so  her  interest  in  him  was  aroused  by  a  certain 
subdued  melancholy  which  is  rarely  without  distinction, 
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and  never  without  charm.  He  and  Helen  exchanged  but 
few  words.  There  was  but  one  occasion  in  which  they 
could  have  spoken  apart,  and  Helen  herself  contrived  to 
elude  it.  His  face  brightened  at  Lady  Lansmere's  cordial 
invitation,  and  he  gianced  at  Helen  as  he  accepted  it ; 
but  her  eye  did  not  meet  his  own. 

"And  now,"  said  Harley,  whistling  to  Neros  whom  his 
ward  was  silently  caressing,  "  T  must  take  LeoBftrd  away. 
Adieu  I  all  of  you,  til?  to-morrow  at  dinner.  Miss  Vio- 
lante,  is  the  doll  to  have  blue  eyes  or  black  ?  *' 

Violante  turned  her  own  black  eyes  in  mute  appeal  to 
Lady  Lansmere,  and  nestled  to  that  lady's  side,  as  if  in 
refuge  from  unworthy  insult 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"  Let  the  carriage  go  to  the  Clarendon,"  said  Harley 
to  his  servant ;  "  I  and  Mr.  Oran  will  walk  to  town. 
Leonard,  I  think  you  would  rejoice  at  an  occasion  to 
serve  your  old  friends.  Dr.  Riccabocca  and  his  daughter  ?  ^ 

"  Serve  them  !  —  0  yes."  And  there  instantly  returned 
to  Leonard  the  recollection  of  Violante 's  words  when,  on 
leaving  his  quiet  village,  he  had  sighed  to  part  from  all 
those  he  loved ;  and  the  little  dark-eyed  girl  had  said, 
proudly,  yet  consolingly,  '*  But  to  serve  those  you  love  I " 
He  turned  to  L 'Estrange  with  beaming,  inquisitive  eyes. 

"  I  said  to  our  friend,"  resumed  Harley,  '■'  that  I  would 
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?€«ch  for  your  honor  as  my  ottd.  I  am  aboot  to  prore 
my  words,  and  to  confide  the  secrets  which  your  penetra* 
tioii  has  indeed  divined ;  —  onr  friend  is  not  what  he 
seems."  Harley  then  briefly  related  to  Leonard  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  exile's  history,  the  rank  he  had  held  in  his 
native  land,  the  manner  in  which,  partly  throngh  the  mis- 
representations of  a  kinsman  he  had  trusted,  partly  through 
the  influence  of  a  wife  he  had  loved,  he  had  been  drawn 
into  schemes  which  he  believed  bounded  to  the  emancipa- 
tion of  Italy  from  a  foreign  yoke,  by  the  united  exertions 
of  her  best  and  bravest  sons. 

"A  noble  ambition,"  interrupted  Leonard,  manfully. 
"And  pardon  me,  my  lord,  I  should  not  have  thought 
that  you  would  speak  of  it  in  a  tone  that  implies  blame. " 

"  The  ambition  in  itself  was  noble,'*  answered  Harley ; 
"  but  tbe  cause  to  which  it  was  devoted  became  defiled 
in  this  instance  in  its  dark  channel  through  Secret 
Societies.  It  is  the  misfortune  of  all  miscellaneous 
political  combinations,  that  with  the  purest  motives  of 
their  more  generous  members  are  ever  mixed  the  most 
sordid  interests  and  the  fiercest  passions  of  mean  con- 
federates. When  those  combinations  act  openly,  and  in 
daylight,  under  the  eye  of  Public  Opinion,  the  healthier 
elements  usually  prevail;  where  they  are  shrouded  in 
mystery,  —  where  they  are  subjected  to  no  censor  in  the 
discussion  of  the  impartial  and  dispassionate,  —  where 
chiefe  working  in  the  dark  exact  blind  obedience,  and 
every  inan  who  is  at  war  with  law  is  at  once  admitted  as 
a  friend  of  freedom,  —  the  history  of  the  world  tells  us 
that  patriotism  soon  passes  away.   Where  all  is  in  public, 
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public  virtue,  bj  the  natural  sympathies  of  the  common 
mind,  and  by  the  wholesome  control  of  shame,  is  likely  to 
obtain  ascendency ;  where  all  is  in  private,  and  shame  is 
but  for  him  who  refuses  the  abnegation  of  his  conscience, 
each  man  seeks  the  indulgence  of  his  private  vice.  And 
hence,  in  Secret  Societies  (from  which  may  yet  proceed 
great  danger  to  all  Europe),  we  find  but  foul  and  hateful 
Eleusinia,  affording  pretexts  to  the  ambition  of  the  great, 
to  the  license  of  the  peniless,  to  the  passions  of  the  re- 
vengeful, to  the  anarchy  of  the  ignorant.  In  a  word,  the 
societies  of  these  Italian  Carbonari  did  but  engender 
schemes  in  which  the  abler  chiefs  disguised  new  forms  of 
despotism,  and  in  which  the  revolutionary  many  looked 
forward  to  the  overthrow  of  all  the  institutions  that  stand 
between  Law  and  Chaos.  Naturally,  therefore  "  (added 
L'Estrange,  drily),  "  when  their  schemes  were  detected, 
and  the  conspiracy  foiled,  it  was  for  the  silly  honest  men 
entrapped  into  the  league  to  suffer  —  the  leaders  turned 
king's  evidence,  and  the  common  mercenaries  became  — 
banditti."  Harley  then  proceeded  to  state  that  it  was 
just  when  the  soi-disant  Riccabocca  had  discovered  the 
true  nature  and  ulterior  views  of  the  conspirators  he  h^d 
joined,  and  actually  withdrawn  from  their  councils,  that 
he  was  denounced  by  the  kinsman  who  had  duped  him 
into  the  enterprise  and  who  now  profited  by  his  treason. 
Harley  next  spoke  of  the  packet  despatched  by  Rieca- 
bocca'ts  dying  wife,  as  it  was  supposed  to  Mrs.  Bertram ; 
and  of  the  hopes  he  founded  on  the  contents  of  that 
packet,  if  discovered.     He  then  referred  to  the  design 
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which  had  brought  Peschiera  to  England  —  a  design 
which  that  personage  had  avowed  with  such  effrontery  to 
his  companions  at  Vienna,  that  he  had  publicly  laid 
wagers  on  his  success. 

**  But  these  men  can  know  nothing  of  England  —  of  the 
safety  of  English  laws,"  said  Leonard,  naturally.  "We 
take  it  for  granted  that  Riccabocca,  if  I  am  still  so  to  call 
him,  refuses  his  consent  to  the  marriage  between  his 
daughter  and  his  foe.  Where,  then,  the  danger  ?  This 
Count,  even  if  Violante  were  not  under  your  mother's 
roof,  could  not  get  an  opportunity  to  see  her.  He  could 
not  attack  the  house  and  carry  her  off  like  a  feudal  baron 
m  the  middle  ages." 

"All  this  is  very  true,"  answered  Harley.  "  Yet  I  have 
found  through  life  that  we  cannot  estimate  danger  by  ex- 
ternal circumstances,  but  by  the  character  of  those  from 
whom  it  is  threatened.  This  Count  is  a  man  of  singular 
audacity,  of  no  mean  natural  talents  —  talents  practised 
in  every  art  of  duplicity  and  intrigue ;  one  of  those  men 
whose  boast  it  is  that  they  succeed  in  whatever  they  un- 
dertake ;  and  he  is,  here,  urged  on  the  one  hand  by  all 
that  can  whet  the  avarice,  and  on  the  other,  by  all  that 
can  give  invention  to  despair.  Therefore,  though  I 
cannot  guess  what  plan  he  may  possibly  adopt,  I  never 
doubt  that  soine  plan,  formed  with  cunning  and  pursued 
with  daring,  will  be  embraced  the  moment  he  discovers 
Violante 's  retreat,  unless,  indeed,  we  can  forestall  all  peril 
by  the  restoration  of  her  father,  and  the  detection  of  the 
fraud  and  falselMMjd  to  which  Peschiera  owes  the  fortune 
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he  appropriates.  Thus,  while  we  must  prosecute  to  tiae 
utmost  our  inquiries  for  the  missing  documents,  so  it 
should  be  our  care  to  possess  ourselves,  if  possible,  of 
such  knowledge  of  the  Count's  machinations  as  may  en- 
able us  to  defeat  them.  Now,  it  was  with  satisfaekition  that 
I  learned  in  Germany  that  Peschiera^s  sister  was  in  Lon- 
don. J,  knew  enougb  both  of  his  disposition  and  of  the 
intimacy  between  himself  and  this  Lady,  to  make  me  think 
it  probable  he  will  seek  to  make  her  his  instrument  and 
accomplice,  should  he  require  one.  Peschiera  (as  you 
may  suppose  by  his  audacious  wager)  is  not  one  of  those 
secret  villains  who  would  cut  ofif  their  right  hand  if  it  could 
betray  the  knowledge  of  what  was. done  by  the  left  — 
rather  one  of  those  self-confident,  vaunting  knaves  of  high 
animal  spirits,  and  conscience  so  obtuse  that  it  clouds 
their  intellect  —  who  must  have  some  one  to  whom  they 
can  boast  of  their  abilities  and  confide  their  projects-  And 
Peschiera  has  done  all  he  can  to  render  this  poor  woman 
so  wholly  dependent  on  him,  as  to  be  his  slave  and  his 
tool.  But  I  have  learned  certain  traits  in  her  chacaeter 
that  show  it  to  be  impressionable  to  good,  aj9td  with  ten- 
dencies to  honor.  Peschiera  had  taken  .advaota.ge  of  the 
admiration  she  excited,  some  years  ago,  in  a  rich  yoxuig 
Englishman,  to  entice  this  admirer  into  gambling,  and 
sought  to  make  his  sister  both  a  decoy  and  an  InstrumeDt 
in  his  designs  of  plunder.  She  did  not  encourage  the 
addresses  of  our  countryman,  but  she  warned  him  of  the 
m&re  laid  for  him,  and  entreated  him  to  leave  the  place, 
lest  her  brother  should  discover  and  punish  her  honeity 
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The  Euglishman  told  me  this  himself.  In  fine,  my  hope 
of  detaxjhing  this  lady  ftom  Peschiera's  interests,  and  in- 
docing  her  to  forewarn  ns  of  his  purpose,  consists  bnt  in 
the  innoeeat,  and,  I  hope,  laudable  artifice,  of  redeeming 
herself —  of  appealing  to,  and  calling  into  disnsed  exer- 
cise, the  better  springs  of  her  nature." 

Leonard  listened  with  admiration  and  some  surprise  to 
the  singularly  subtle  and  sagacious  insight  into  character 
which  Harley  evinced  in  the  brief  clear  strokes  by  which 
he  had  thus  depicted  Peschiera  and  Beatrice,  and  was 
struck  by  the  boldness  with  which  Harley  rested  a  whole 
system  of  action  upon  a  few  deductions  drawn  from  his 
reasonings  on  human  motiye  and  characteristic  bias. 
Leonard  had  not  e:xpected  to  find  so  much  practical  acnte- 
ness  in  a  man  who,  however  accomplished,  usually  seemed 
indifferent,  dreamy,  and  abstracted  to  the  ordinary  things 
of  life.  But  Harley  L'Estrange  was  one  of  those  whose 
powers  lie  dormant  till  circumstance  supplies  to  them  all 
they  need  for  activity  —  the  stimulant  of  a  motive. 

Harley  resumed  T— "  After  a  conversation  I  had  with 
the  lady  last  night,  it  occurred  to  me  that  in  this  part  of 
our  diplomacy  you  could  render  us  essential  service. 
Madame  diNegra — such  is  the  sister^s  name  —  has  con- 
ceived an  admiration  for  your  genius,  and  a  strong  desire 
to  know  you  personally.  I  have  promised  to  present  you 
to  her ;  and  I  shall  do  so  after  a  preliminary  caution. 
The  lady  is  very  handsome,  and  very  fascinating.  It  is 
possible  that  your  heart  and  your  senses  may  not  be  proof 
igftiBft  aer  attractions." 
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"Oh,  do  not  fear  that  I"  exclaimed  Leonard,  with  a 
tone  of  conviction  so  earnest  that  Harley  smiled. 

"  Forewarned  is  not  always  forearmed  against  the  might 
of  beauty,  my  dear  Leonard  ;  so  I  cannot  at  once  accept 
your  assurance.  But  listen  to  me  I  Watch  yourself  nar- 
rowly, and  if  yon  find  that  you  are  likely  to  be  captivated, 
promise,  on  your  honor,  to  retreat  at  once  from  the  field. 
I  have  no  right,  for  the  sake  of  another,  to  expose  you  to 
danger ;  and  Madame  di  Negra,  whatever  may  be  her 
good  qualities,  is  the  last  person  I  should  wish  to  see  you 
in  love  with." 

"  In  love  with  her  I     Impossible  1 " 

"  Impossible  is  a  strong  word,"  returned  Harley ;  "  still, 
I  own  fairly  (and  this  belief  alone  warrants  me  in  trusting 
you  to  her  fascinations)  that  I  do  think,  as  far  as  one  man 
can  judge  of  another,  that  she  is  not  the  woman  to  attract 
you ;  and,  if  filled  by  one  pure  and  generous  object  in 
your  intercourse  with  her,  you  will  see  her  with  purged 
eyes.     Still  I  claim  your  promise  as  one  of  honor." 

"  I  give  it,"  said  Leonard,  positivply  "  But  how  can 
I  serve  Riccabocca  ?     How  aid  in " 

*'  Thus,"  interrupted  Harley.  —  "  The  spell  of  your  wri- 
tings is,  that,  unconsciously  to  ourselves,  they  make  us 
better  and  nobler.  And  your  writings  are  but  the  im- 
pressions struck  off  from  your  mind.  Your  conversation, 
when  you  are  roused,  has  the  same  effect.  And  as  you 
grow  more  familiar  with  Madame  di  Negra,  I  wish  you  to 
speak  of  your  boyhood,  your  youth.  Describe  the  exile 
as  you  have  seen  him  —  so  touching  amidst  his  foibles,  ro 
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grand  amidst  the  petty  privations  of  his  fallen  fortunes, 
so  benevolent  while  poring  over  his  hateful  Machiavelli, 
80  stingless  in  his  wisdom  of  the  serpent,  so  playfully  as- 
tute in  his  innocence  of  the  dove  —  I  leave  the  picture  to 
your  knowledge  of  humor  and  pathos.  Describe  Violante 
brooding  over  her  Italian  poets,  and  filled  with  dreams 
of  her  fatherland  ;  describe  her  with  all  the  flashes  of  her 
princely  nature,  shining  forth  through  humble  circumstance 
and  obscure  position  ;  waken  in  your  listener  compassion, 
respect,  admiration  for  her  kindred  exiles ;  —  and  I  think 
our  work  is  done.  She  will  recognise  evidently  those 
whom  her  brother  seeks.  She  will  question  you  closely 
where  you  met  with  them  —  where  they  now  are.  Pro- 
tect that  secret;  say  at  once  that  it  is  not  your  own. 
Against  your  descriptions  and  the  feelings  they  excite, 
she  will  not  be  guarded  as  against  mine.  And  there  are 
other  reasons  why  your  influence  over  this  woman  of  mixed 
nature  may  be  more  direct  and  efi'ectual  than  my  own." 

"Nay,  I  cannot  conceive  that." 

•*  Believe  it,  without  asking  me  to  explain,"  answered 
Harley.  For  he  did  not  judge  it  necessary  to  say  to 
Leonard,  "  I  am  high-born  and  wealthy  —  you  a  peasant's 
son,  and  living  by  your  exertions.  This  woman  is  ambi- 
tious and  distressed.  She  might  have  projects  on  me  that 
would  counteract  mine  on  her.  You  she  would  but  listen 
to,  and  receive,  through  the  sentiments  of  good  or  of 
poetical  that  are  in  her  —  you  she  would  have  no  interest 
to  subjugate,  no  motive  to  ensnare." 

"And  now,"  said  Harley,  turning  the  subject,  "  I  have 
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anotliev  object  ia  view.  This  foolish:  sage  friend  of  out«^ 
in  his  bewilderment  and  fears,  has  sought  to  save  Violante 
from  one  rogue  by  promising  her  hand  to  a  man  who, 
unless  my  instincts  deceive  me,  I  suspect  much  disposed 
to  be  another.  Sacrifice  such  exuberance  of  life  and 
spirit  to  that  bloodless  heart,  to  that  cold  and  earthward 
intellect  I     By  Heaven,  it  shall  not  be  1 " 

'*  But  whom  can  the  exile  possibly  have  sewi  of  birth 
and  fortunes  to  render  him  a  fitting  spouse  for  his  daughter  f 
Whom,  my  lord,  except  yourself?" 

"  Me  I "  exclaimed  Harley,  angrily,  and  changing  color* 
"  I  worthy  of  such  a  creature  ?  I^ — with  my  habits  1  I 
—  silken  egotist  that  I  am  !  And  you,  a  po^,  to  form 
such  an  estimate  of  one  who  might  be  the  queen  of  a. 
poet^s  dream  I " 

''  My  lord,  when  we  sat  the  other  night  rooad  Ricca- 
bocca's  hearth  —  when  I  heard  her  speak,  and  observed 
you  listen,  I  said  to  myself,  from  such  knowledge  of  human 
nature  as  comes,  we  know  not  how,  to  us  poets  —  I  said, 
'  Harley  L'Estrange  has  looked  long  and  wistfully  on  the 
heavens,  and  he  now  hears  the  murmur  of  the  wings  that 
can  waft  him  towards  them.'  And  then  I  sighed,  for  I  • 
thought  how  the  world  rules  us  all  in  spite  of  ourselves, 
and  I  said, '  What  pity  for  both,  that  the  exile's  daughter 
is  not  the  worldly  equal  of  the  peer's  son  1 '  And  you  too 
sighed,  as  I  thus  thought ;  and  I  fancied  that,  while  you 
listened  to  the  music  of  the  wing,  you  felt  the  iron  of  the 
chain.  But  the  exile's  daughter  18  your  equal  in  hirtli, 
and  you  are  her  equal  in  heart  and  in  soul." 
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**  My  poor  Leonard,  you  rave,"  answered  Harley,  calmly 
"And  if  Violante  in  not  to  be  some  young  prince's  bride 
she  should  be  some  youBg"  poet's." 

"  Poet's  I  O,  no ! "  said  Leonard,  with  a  gentle  laugh. 
"  Poets  need  repose  where  they  love  f" 

Harley  was  struck  by  the  answer,  and  mused  over  it  in 
silence.  "  I  comprehend,"  thought  he  ;  "  it  is  a  new  light 
that  dawns  on  me.  What  is  needed  by  the  man,  whose 
whole  life  is  one  stMn  after  ^ory  —  whose  soul  sinks,  in 
fatigue,  to  the  companionship  of  earth  —  is  not  the  love 
of  a  nature  like  his  own.  He  is  right  —  it  is  repose  I 
While  I !  —  it  is  true  —  boy  that  he  is,  his  intuitions  are 
wiser  than  all  my  experience  I  It  is  excitement  —  energy 
—  elevation,  that  Love  should  bestow  on  me.  But  I  have 
chosen ;  and,  at  least,  with  Helen,  my  life  will  be  calm, 
aad  my  heartii  sacred.  Let  the  rest  sleep  in  the  same 
grave  as  my  youth*" 

"But,"  said  Leonard,  wishing  kindly  to  arouse  his 
noble  friend  from  a  reverie  which  he  felt  was  mournful, 
though  he  did  not  divine  its  true  cause  —  "  but  you  have 
not  yet  told  me  the  name  of  the  Signorina's  suitor.  May 
I  know  ?  " 

"Probably  one  you  never  heard  of.  Riaudal  Leslie  — 
a  placeman.    You  refused  a  place ;  — you  were  right." 

"  Randal  Leslie  ?  Heaven  forWd  !  "  cried  Leonard, 
revealing  his  surprise  at  the  name. 

"Amen  !     But  what  do  you  know  of  him  ?  " 

Leonard  related  the  story  of  Buriey's  pamphlet, 

Hai'ley  seemed   delighted  to  hear  his  suspicions  of 
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Randal  confirmed.  "  The  paltry  pretender  I  —  and  yet  I 
fancied  that  he  might  be  formidable  I  However,  we  must 
dismiss  him  for  the  present ; — we  are  approaching  Madame 
di  Negra's  house.  Prepare  yourself,  and  remember  your 
promise^" 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Some  days  have  passed  by.  Leonard  and  Beatrice  di 
Negra  have  already  made  friends.  Harley  is  satisfied 
with  his  young  friend's  report.  He  himself  has  been 
actively  occupied.  He  has  sought,  but  hitherto  in  vain, 
all  trace  of  Mrs.  Bertram ;  he  has  put  that  investigation 
into  the  hands  of  his  lawyer,  and  his  lawyer  has  not  been 
more  fortunate  than  himself.  Moreover,  Harley  has  blazed 
forth  again  in  the  London  \vorld,  and  promises  again  d^ 
/aire  fureur ;  but  he  has  always  found  time  to  spend 
some  hours  in  the  twenty-four  at  his  father's  house.  He 
has  continued  much  the  same  tone  with  Yiolante,  and  she 
begins  to  accustom  herself  to  it,  and  reply  saucily.  His 
calm  courtship  to  Helen  flows  on  in  silence.  Leonard, 
too,  has  been  a  frequent  guest  at  the  Lansmeres :  all 
welcome  and  like  him  there.  Peschiera  has  not  evinced 
any  sign  of  the  deadly  machinations  ascribed  to  him. 
He  goes  less  into  the  drawing-room  world ;  for  in  that 
world  he  meets  Lord  L'Bstrange;  and  brilliant  and 
handsome  though  Peschiera  be,  Lord  L'Estrange,  like 
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Rob  Roy  Macgregor,  is  "  on  his  native  heath,''  and  has 
the  decided  advantage  over  the  foreigner.  Peseh*era, 
however,  shines  in  the  clubs,  and  plays  high.  Still  scarcely 
an  evening  passes  in  which  he  and  Baron  Levy  do  not  meet. 

Audley  Egerton  has  been  intensely  occupied  with  affairs. 
Only  seen  once  by  Hariey.  Harley  then  was  about  to 
deliver  himself  of  his  sentiments  respecting  Randal  Leslie, 
and  to  communicate  the  story  of  Buriey  and  the  pamphlet. 
Egerton  stopped  him  short. 

*'  My  dear  Harley,  don't  try  to  set  me  against  this  young 
man.  I  wish  to  hear  nothing  in  his  disfavor.  In  the 
first  place,  it  would  not  alter  the  line  of  conduct  I  mean 
to  adopt  with  regard  to  him.  He  is  my  wife's  kinsman ; 
1  charged  myself  with  his  career,  as  a  wish  of  hers,  and 
therefore  as  a  duty  to  myself.  In  attaching  him  so  young 
to  my  own  fate,  I  drew  him  necessarily  away  from  the 
professions  in  which  his  industry  and  talents  (for  he  has 
both  in  no  common  degree)  would  hare  secured  his  for- 
tunes ;  therefore,  be  he  bad,  be  he  good,  I  shall  try  to 
provide  for  him  as  I  best  can  ;  and,  moreover,  cold  as  I 
am  to  him,  and  worldly  though  perhaps  he  be,  I  have 
somehow  or  other  conceived  an  interest  in  him— a  liking 
to  him.  He  has  been  under  my  roof,  he  is  dependent  on 
me ;  he  has  been  docile  and  prudent,  and  I  am  a  lone 
childless  man ;  therefore,  spare  him,  since  in  so  doing 
you  spare  me ;  and  ah,  Harley,  I  have  so  many  cares  on 
roe  noWj  that " 

"  O,  say  no  more,  my  dear,  dear  Audley,"  cried  the 
generous  friend  ;  "  how  little  people  know  you  I " 
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Andley's  hand  trembled.  Oertainlj  his  nerves  began 
to  show  wear  and  tear. 

Meanwhile,  the  object  of  this  dialogue — the  type  of 
perverted  intellect  —  of  mind  without  heart — of  know- 
ledge which  had  no  aim  but  power  —  was  in  a  state  of 
anxious  perturbed  gloom.  He  did  not  know  whether 
wholly  to  believe  Levy's  assurance  of  his  patron's  ruin. 
He  could  not  believe  it  when  he  saw  that  great  house  in 
Grosvenor  Square,  its  hall  crowded  with  lacqueys,  its 
sideboard  blazing  with  plate;  when  no  dun  was  ever 
seen  in  the  antechamber ;  when  not  a  tradesman  was  ever 
known  to  call  twice  for  a  bill.  He  hinted  to  Levy  the 
doubts  all  these  phenomena  suggested  to  him ;  but  the 
Baron  only  smiled  ominously,  and  said  — 

"  True,  the  tradesmen  are  always  paid ;  but  tiie  how 
is  the  question  I  Randal,  mon  cher,  you  are  too  inno^ 
cent.  I  have  but  two  pieces  of  advice  to  suggest,  in  the 
shape  of  two  proverbs  —  *  Wise  rats  run  from  a. falling 
house,'  and,  'Make  hay  while  the  sun  shines.'  Apropos, 
Mr.  Avenel  likes  you  greatly,  and  has  been  talking  of  the 
borough  of  Lansmere  for  you.  He  has  contrived  to  get 
together  a  great  interest  there.     Make  much  of  him. " 

Randal  had  indeed  been  to  Mrs.  AvenePs  soirSe  dan* 
sant€j  and  called  twice  and  found  her  at  home,  and  been 
very  bland  and  civil,  and  admired  the  children.  She  had 
two,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  very  like  their  father,  with  open 
faces  as  bold  as  brass.  And  as  all  this  had  won  Mrs. 
Avenel's  good  graces,  so  it  had  propitiated  her  husband's. 
Avenel  was  shrewd  enough  to  see  how  clever  Randal 
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was.  He  called  him  '*  smart,"  and  said  "  he  would  bare 
^ot  on  in  America,"  which  was  the  highest  praise  Dick 
Arenel  ever  accorded  to  any  man.  Bat  Dick  himself 
looked  a  little  care-worn  ;  and  this  was  the  first  year  in 
which  he  had  mnrmnred  at  the  bills  of  his  wife's  dress- 
maker, and  said  with  an  oath,  that  **  there  was  snch  a 
thing  as  going  too  much  ahead." 

Randal  had  visited  Dr.  Riccabocca,  and  found  Violante 
flown.  True  to  his  promise  to  Harley,  the  Italian  re« 
fused  to  say  where,  and  suggested,  as  was  agreed,  that< 
for  the  present  it  would  be  more  prudent  if  Randal  sus- 
pended his  visits  to  himself.  Leslie,  not  liking  this  pro<- 
position,  attempted  to  make  himself  still  necessM^,  by 
working  on  Riccabocca's  fears  as  to  that  espionage  on 
hj«  retreat,  which  had  been  among  the  reasons  that  had 
hurried  the  sage  into  offering  Randal  Yiolante's  hand. 
But  Riccabocca  had  already  learned  that  the  fancied  spy 
was  but  his  neighbor  Leonard  ;  and,  without  so  saying, 
^  cleverly  contrived  to  make  the  supposition  of  such 
espionage  an  additional  reason  for  the  cessation  of  Les* 
lie's  visits.  Randal  then,  in  his  own  artful,  quiet,  round- 
about way,  had  sought  to  find  out  if  any  communication 
had  passed  between  L'Estrange  and  Riccabocca.  Brood- 
ing over  Harley's  words  to  him,  he  suspected  there  had 
been  such  communication,  with  his  usual  penetrating 
astutenesa  Riccabocca,  here,  was  less  on  his  guard,  and 
rather  parried  the  sidelong  questions  than  denied  their 
inferences* 

Randal  began  already  to  surmise  the  truth.     Where 
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was  it  likely  Tiolante  should  go  but  to  the  Lansmeres  ? 
This  confirmed  his  idea  of  Harley^s  pretensions  to  her 
hand.  With  such  a  rival,  what  chance  had  he  ?  Randal 
never  doubted  for  a  moment  that  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli 
would  '*  throw  him  over,"  if  such  an  alliance  to  his  daughter 
really  presented  itself.  The  schemer  at  once  discarded 
from  his  projects  all  further  aim  on  Violante  ;  either  she 
would  be  poor,  and  he  would  not  have  her ;  or  she  would 
be  rich,  and  her  father  would  give  her  to  another.  As 
his  heart  had  never  been  touched  by  the  fair  Italian,  so 
the  moment  her  inheritance  became  more  doubtful,  it  gave 
him  no  pang  to  lose  her ;  but  he  did  feel  very  sore  and 
resentful  at  the  thought  of  being  supplanted  by  Lord 
L^Estrange,  —  the  man  who  had  insulted  him. 

Neither,  as  yet,  had  Randal  made  any  way  in  his  de- 
signs on  Franks  For  several  days  Madame  di  NBgra  had 
not  been  at  home  either  to  himself  or  young  Hazeldean  ; 
and  Frank,  though  very  unhappy,  was  piqued  and  angry  ; 
and  Randal  suspected,  and  suspected,  and  suspected,  he 
knew  not  exactly  what,  but  that  the  devil  was  not  so  kind 
to  him  there  as  that  father  of  lies  ought  to  have  been  to 
a  son  so  dutiful.  Yet,  with  all  these  discouragements, 
there  was  in  Randal  Leslie  so  dogged  and  determined  a 
conviction  of  his  own  success  —  there  was  so  great  a 
tenacity  of  purpose  under  obstacles,  and  so  vigilant  an 
eye  upon  all  chances  that  could  be  turned  to  his  favor, 
that  he  never  once  abandoned  hope,  nor  did  more  than 
change  the  details  in  his  main  schemes.  Out  of  calcu- 
lations apparently  the  most  far-fetched  and  improb^We, 
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he  had  constructed  a  patient  policy,  to  which  he  obsti- 
nately clung.  How  far  his  reasonings  and  patience  served 
to  his  ends,  remains  yet  to  be  seen.  But  could  our  con- 
tempt for  the  baseness  of  Randal  himself  be  separated 
from  the  faculties  which  he  elaborately  degraded  to  the 
service  of  that  baseness,  one  might  allow  that  there  was 
something  one  could  scarcely  despise  in  this  still  self- 
reliance,  this  inflexible  resolve.  Had  such  qualities, 
aided  as  they  were  by  abilities  of  no  ordinary  acuteness, 
been  applied  to  objects  commonly  honest,  one  would  have 
backed  Randal  Leslie  against  any  fift>^  picked  prize-men 
from  the  colleges.  But  there  are  judges  of  weight  and 
metal  who  do  that  now,  especially  Baron  Levy,  who  says 
to  himself,  as  he  eyes  that  pale  face  all  intellect,  and  that 
spare  form  all  nerve,  *'  This  is  a  man  who  must  make  way 
in  life;  he  is  worth  helping." 

By  the  words  "worth  helping,"  Baron  Levy  meant 
"worth  getting  into  my  power,  that  he  may  help  me." 


CHAPTER  Xiy. 

But  Parliament  had  met.  Events  that  belonged  to 
history  had  contributed  yet  more  to  weaken  the  adminis- 
tration. Randal  Leslie's  interest  became  absorbed  in 
polities ;  for  the  stake  to  him  was  his  whole  political 
career.  Should  Audley  lose  office,  and  for  good,  Audley 
eould  aid  him  no  more ;  but  to  abandon  his  patron,  as 
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Levy  recommended,  and  pin  himself,  in  the  hope  of  a  seat 
in  Parliament,  to  a  stranger  —  an  obscure  stranger,  like 
Dick  Avenel — that  was  a  policy  not  to  be  adopted  at  a 
breath.  Meanwhile,  almost  every  night,  when  the  House 
met,  that  pale  face  and  spare  form,  which  Levy  so  identi- 
fied with  shrewdness  and  energy,  might  be  seen  amongst 
the  benches  appropriated  to  those  more  select  strangers 
who  obtain  the  Speaker's  order  of  admission.  There, 
Bandal  heard  the  great  men  of  that  day,  and  with  the 
half-contemptuous  surprise  at  their  fame,  which  is  com- 
mon enough  amongst  clever  well-educated  young  men, 
who  know  not  what  it  is  to  speak  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. He  heard  much  slovenly  English,  much  trite 
reasoning,  some  eloquent  thoughts,  and  close  argument, 
often  delivered  in  a  jerking  tone  of  voice  (properly  called 
the  Parliamentary  twang),  and  often  accompanied  by 
gesticulations  that  would  have  shocked  the  manager  of  a 
provincial  theatre.  He  thought  how  much  better  than 
these  great  dons  (with  but  one  or  two  exceptions}  he  him- 
self could  speak  —  with  what  more  refined  logic- — with 
what  more  polished  periods — how  much  more  like  Cicero 
and  Burke  1  Very  probably  he  might  have  so  spoken, 
and  for  that  very  reason  have  made  that  deadest  of  all 
dead  failures  —  a  pretentious  imitation  of  Burke  and 
Cicero.  One  thing,  however,  he  was  obliged  to  own,  viz., 
that  in  a  popular  representative  assemby  it  is  not  pre- 
cisely knowledge  which  is  power,  or  if  knowledge,  it  iR 
but  the  knowledge  of  that  particular  assembly,  and  what 
will  best  take  with  it ;  —  passion,  invective,  sarcasm,  bold 
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^clamation,  shrewd  common  sense,  the  readiness  so  rarely 
found  in  a  very  profound  mind  —  he  owned  that  all  these 
were  the  qaalities  that  told  ;  when  a  man  who  exhibited 
nothing  but  "  knowledge,"  in  the  ordinary  sense  of  the 
word,  stood  an  imminent  chance  of  being  coughed  down. 
There  at  his  left — last  but  one  in  the  row  of  the  minis- 
terial chiefs — ^Randal  watched  Audley  Egerton,  his  arms 
folded  on  his  breast,  his  hat  drawn  over  his  brows,  his 
eyes  fixed  with  steady  courage  on  whatever  speaker  in 
the  Opposition  held  possession  of  the  floor.  And  t^ice 
Randal  heard  Egerton  speak,  and  marvelled  much  at  the 
elPBct  that  minister  produced.  For  of  thos«r  qualities 
enumerated  above,  and  which  Randal  had  observed  to  be ' 
most  sure  of  success,  Audley  Egerton  only  exhibited  to  a 
marked  degree  —  the -common  sense  and  the  readiness. 
And  yet,  though  but  little  applauded  by  noisy  cheers,  no 
speaker  seemed  more  to  satisfy  fHends,  and  command 
respect  from  foes.  The  true  secret  was  this,  which  Randal 
might  well  not  divine,  since  that  young  person,  despite 
Ms  ancient  birth,  his  Eton  rearing,  and  his  refined  air, 
was  not  one  of  Nature's  gentlemen ;  —  the  true  secret 
was,  that  Audley  Egerton  moved,  looked,  and  spoke  like 
a  thorough  gentleman  of  England.  A  gentleman  of  more 
than  average  talents  and  of  long  experience,  speaking  his 
sincere  opinions  —  not  a  rhetorician  aiming  at  effect. 
Moreover,  Egerton  was  a  consummate  man  of  the  world. 
He  said,  with  nervous  simplicity,  what  his  party  desired 
to  be  said,  and  put  what  his  opponents  felt  to  be  the 
«8troBg  points  of  the  case.    Calm  and  decorous,  yet  spirited 
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and  energetic,  vHith  little  variety  of  tone,  and  action  sub- 
dued and  rare,  but  yet  signalised  by  earnest  vigor,  Audley 
Egerton  impressed  the  understanding  of  the  dullest,  aod 
pleased  the  taste  of  the  most  fastidious 

But  once,  when  allusions  were  made  to  a  certain  popu- 
lar question,  on  which  the  premier  had  announced  his 
resolutioa  to  refuse  all  concession,  and  on  the  expediency 
of  which  it  was  announced  that  the  cabinet  was  neverthe- 
less divided  —  and  when  such  allusions  were  coupled  with 
direct  appeals  to  Mr.  Egerton,  as  '*  the  enlightened  mem- 
ber of  a  great  commercial  constituency,"  and  with  a 
flattering  doubt  that  "that  Bight  Honorable  gentleman, 
member  for  that  great  city,  identified  with  the  cause  of 
the  Burgher  class,  could  be  so  far  behind  the  spirit  of  the 
age  as  his  official  chief," — Randal  observed  that  Egerton 
drew  his  hat  still  more  closely  over  his  brows,  and  turned 
to  whisper  with  one  of  his  colleagues.  He  could  not  be 
got  up  to  speak. 

That  evening  Randal  walked  home  with  Egerton,  and 
intimated  his  surprise  that  the  minister  had  declined  what 
seemed  to  him  a  good  occasion  for  one  of  those  brief, 
weighty  replies  by  which  Audley  was  chiefly  distinguished 
— an  occasion  to  which  he  had  been  loudly  invited  by  the 
*'  hears "  of  the  House. 

"Leslie,"  answered  the  statesman,  briefly,  "I  owe  all 
my  success  in  Parliament  to  this  rule  —  I  have  never 
spoken  against  my  convictions.  I  intend  to  abide  by  it 
to  the  last." 

"  But  if  the  question  at  issue  comes  before  the  House, 
you  will  vote  against  it  ? "  ,,„.,,,Google 
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"  Certainly,  I  vote  as  a  member  of  the  cabinet.  But 
since  I  am  not  leader  and  mouthpiece  of  the  party,  I  re- 
tain as  an  individual  the  privilege  to  speak  or  keep 
sOence." 

"Ah,  my  dear  Mr.  Egerton,"  exclaimed  Randal,  "  for- 
give me.  But  this  question,  right  or  wrong,  has  got  such 
hold  of  the  public  mind.  So  little,  if  conceded  in  time, 
would  give  content ;  and  it  is  so  clear  (if  I  may  judge  by 
the  talk  I  hear  everywhere  I  go)  that  by  refusing  all  con- 
cession, the  Government  must  fall,  that  I  wish " 

"  So  do  I  wish,"  interrupted  Egerton,  with  a  gloomy, 
impatient  sigh  —  "so  do  I  wish  I  But  what  avails  it? 
If  my  advice  had  been  taken  but  three  weeks  ago  -^  now 
it  is  too  late  —  we  could  have  doubled  the  rock ;  we  re- 
fused, we  must  split  upon  it." 

This  speech  was  so  unlike  the  discreet  and  reser?ed 
minister,  that  Randal  gathered  courage  to  proceed  with  an 
idea  that  had  occurred  to  his  own  sagacity.  And  before 
I  state  it,  I  must  add  that  Egerton  had  of  late  shown 
much  more  personal  kindness  to  his  protige  ;  whether  his 
spirits  were  broken,  or  that  at  last,  close  and  compact  as 
his  nature  of  bronze  was,  he  felt  the  imperious  want  to 
groan  aloud  in  some  loving  ear,  the  stern  Audley  seemed 
tamed  and  softened.     So  Randal  went  on. 

"May  I  say  what  I  have  heard  expressed  with  regard 
to  you  and  your  position — in  the  streets — in  the  clubs  ?  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  in  the  streets  and  the  clubs  that  statesmen 
Bhould  go  to  school.     Say  on." 

"  Well,  then,  I  have  heard  it  made  a  matter  of  wonder 
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why  jou,  and  one  or  two  others  I  will  not  name,  do  not 
at  once  retire  from  the  ministry,  and  on  the  avowed 
ground  that  you  side  with  the  public  feeling  on  this  irre- 
Bistible  question." 

"Eh  I" 

"  It  is  clear  that  in  so  doing  you  would  become  the 
most  popular  man  in  the  country  —  cl^ir  that  you  would 
be  summoned  back  to  power  on  the  shoulders  of  the 
people.  No  new  cabinet  could  be  formed  without  you, 
and  your  station  in  it  would  perhaps  be  higher,  for  life, 
than  that  which  you  may  now  retain  but  for  a  few  weeks 
longer.     HaS  not  this  ever  occurred  to  you?" 

"  Never,"  said  Audley,  with  dry  composure. 

Amazed  at  such  obtuseness,  Randal  exclaimed,  "  Is  it 
possible  I  And  yet,  forgive  nae  if  I  say  I  think  you  are 
ambitious,  and  love  power." 

"  No  man  more  ambitions ;  and  if  by  power  you  mean 
office,  it  has  grown  the  habit  of  my  life,  and  I  shall  not 
know  what  to  do  without  it." 

"And  how,  then,  has  what  seems  to  me  so  obvious 
never  occurred  to  you  ?  " 

"Because  you  are  young,  and  therefore  I  forgive  you  ; 
but  not  the  gossips  who  could  wonder  why  Audley  Eger- 
ton  refused  to  betray  the  friends  of  his  whole  career,  and 
to  profit  by  the  treason." 

"But  one  should  love  one^s  country  before  a  party." 

"  No  doubt  of  that ;  and  the  first  interest  of  a  country 
is  the  honor  of  its  public  men." 

"But  men  may  leave  th^ir  party  without  dishonor  I »* 
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*'  Who  doubts  that  ?  Do  you  suppose  that  if  1  were 
an  ordinary  independent  member  of  Parliament,  loaded 
with  no  obligations,  charged  with  no  trust,  I  could  hesi- 
tate for  a  moment  what  course  to  pursue  ?     Oh,  that  1 

were  but  the  member  for !   Oh,  that  I  had  the  full 

right  to  be  a  free  agent  I  But  if  a  member  of  a  cabinet, 
a  chief  in  whom  thousands  confide,  because  he  is  outvoted 
in  a  council  of  his  colleagues,  suddenly  retires,  and  by  so 
doing  breaks  up  the  whole  party  whose  confidence  he  has 
enjoyed,  whose  rewards  he  has  reaped,  to  whom  he  owes 
the  very  position  which  he  employs  to  their  ruin  —  own 
that  though  his  choice  may  be  honest,  it  is  one  which 
requires  all  the  consolations  of  conscience." 

"But  you  will  have  those  consolations.  And,"  added 
Randal,  energetically,  "  the  gain  to  your  career  will  be  so 
immense  I " 

"  That  is  precisely  what  it  cannot  be,"  answered  Eger- 
ton,  gloomily.  "  I  grant  that  I  may,  if  I  choose,  resign 
office  with  the  present  Government,  and  so  at  once  de- 
stroy that  government;  for  my  resignation  on  such 
ground  would  suffice  to  do  it.  I  grant  this ;  but  for  that 
very  reason  I  could  not  the  next  day  take  office  with  an- 
other administration.  I  could  not  accept  wages  for  de- 
sertion.    No  gentleman  could  I  and  therefore "  Aud- 

ley  stopped  short,  and  buttoned  his  coat  over  his  broad 
breast.  The  action  was  significant ;  it  said  that  the  man's 
mind  was  made  up. 

In  fact,  whether  Audley  Egerton  was  right  or  wrong 
In  his  theory,  depends  upon  much  subtler,  and  perhaps 
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loftier  views  in  the  casuistry  of  political  duties,  than  it 
was  in  his  character  to  take.  And  I  guard  myself  from 
saying  anything  in  praise  or  disfavor  of  his  notions,  or 
implying  that  he  is  a  fit  or  unfit  example  in  a  parallel 
case.  I  am  but  describing  the  man  as  he  was,  and  as  a 
man  like  him  would  inevitably  be,  under  the  influences  in 
which  he  lived,  and  in  that  peculiar  ^orld  of  which  he 
was  so  emphatically  a  member.  "  Ce  ri'est  pas  moi  qui 
parle,  c^est  Marc  AurUe. 

He  speaks,  not  I. 

Randal  had  no  time  for  further  discussion.  They  now- 
reached  Egerton's  house,  and  the  minister,  taking  the 
chamber  candlestick  from  his  servant^s  hand,  nodded  a 
silent  good-night  to  Leslie,  and  with  a  jaded  look  retired 
to  his  room. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

But  not  on  the  threatened  question  was  that  eventftd 
campaign  of  Party  decided.  The  Government  fell  less  in 
battle  than  skirmish.  .  It  was  one  fatal  Monday  —  a  dull 
question  of  finance  and  figures.  Prosy  and  few  were  the 
speakers.  All  the  Government  silent,  save  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer,  and  another  business-like  personage 
connected  with  the  Board  of  Trade,  whom  the  House 
would  hardly  condescend  to  hear.  The  House  was  in  no 
mood  to  think  of  facts  and  figures.     Early  in  the  evening, 
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between  nine  and  ten,  the  Speaker's  sonorous  voice 
Bounded,  ''  Strangers  must  withdraw  !  "  And  Randal, 
anxious  and  foreboding,  descended  from  his  seat  and 
went  out  of  the  fatal  doors.  He  turned  to  take  a  last 
glance  at  Audley  Egerton.  The  whipper-in  was  whisper- 
ing to  Audley ;  and  the  minister  pushed  back  his  hat  from 
his  brows,  and  glanced  round  the  House,  and  up  into  the 
galleries,  as  if  to  calculate  rapidly  the  relative  numbers 
of  the  two  armies  in  the  field ;  then  he  smiled  bitterly, 
and  threw  himself  back  into  his  seat.  That  smile  long 
haunted  Leslie. 

Amongst  the  strangers  thus  banished  with  Randal, 
while  the  division  was  being  taken,  were  many  young 
men,  like  himself,  connected  with  .the  administration  — 
some  by  blood,  some  by  place.  Hearts  beat  loud  in  the 
swarming  lobbies.  Ominous  mournful  whispers  were  ex- 
changed. "  They  say  the  Government  will  have  a  majority 
often."     "No;  I 'hear  they  will  certainly  be  beaten. '* 

"  H says  by  fifty."    ^*  I  don't  believe  it,"  said  a  Lord 

of  the  Bedchamber  ;  "  it  is  impossible.  I  left  five  Govern- 
ment members  dining  at  the  'Travellers.'"  "No  one 
thought  the  division  would  be  so  early."  "A  trick  of 
the  Whigs  —  shameful."     "Wonder  some  one  was  not 

set  up  to  talk  for  time  ;  very  odd  P did  not  speak  ; 

however,  he  is  so  cursedly  rich,  he  does  not  care  whether 
he  is  out  or  in."  "  Yes  ;  and  Audley  Egerton  too,  just 
such  another ;  glad,  no  doubt,  to  be  set  free  to  look  after 
his  property;  very  different  tactics  if  we  had  men  to 
whom  office  was  as  necessary  as  it  is  —  to  me  J  "  said  a 
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oandid  young  placeman.  Suddenly  the  silent  Leslie  felt 
a  frienly  grasp  on  his  arm.     He  turned  and  saw  Levy. 

"  Did  I  not  tell  you  ?  "  said  the  Baron,  with  an  exulting 
smile. 

"  You  are  sure,  then,  that  the  Government  will  be  out- 
voted?" 

"I  spent  the  morning  in  going  over  the  list  of  members 
with  a  parliamentary  client  of  mine,  who  knows  them  all 
as  a  shepherd  does  his  sheep.  Majority  for  the  Opposi- 
tion at  least  twenty-five." 

"And  in  that  case  must  the  Government  resign,  sir  ?  " 
asked  the  candid  young  placeman,  who  had  been  listening 
to  the  smart  well-dressed  Baron,  "  his  soul  planted  in  his 
ears. " 

''  Of  course,  sir,"  replied  the  Baron,  blandly,  and  of- 
fering his  snuff-box  (true  Louis  Quinze,  with  a  miniature 
of  Madame  de  Pompadour,  set  in  pearls)  "  You  are  a 
.  friend  to  the  present  ministers  ?  You  could  not  wish 
them  to  be  mean  enough  to  stay  in  ?  "  Randal  drew  aside 
the  Baron. 

"  If  Audley's  affairs  are  as  you  state,  what  can  he  do  ?  " 

"  I  shall  ask  him  that  question  to-morrow,"  answered 
the  Baron,  with  a  look  of  visible  hate.  "And  I  have 
come  here  just  to  see  how  he  bears  the  prospect  before 
him." 

"  You  will  not  discover  that  in  his  face.  And  those 
absurd  scruples  of  his  I  If  he  had  but  gone  out  in  time 
—  to  come  in  again  with  the  New  Men  ! " 
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"  Oh,  of  course,  our  Right  Honorable  is  too  punctilious 
for  that ! "  answered  the  Baron,  sneering. 

Suddenly  the  doors  opened  —  in  rushed  the  breathless 
expectants.  "What  are  the  numbers?  What  is  the 
division  ?  " 

"  Majority  against  ministers,"  said  a  member  of  Oppo- 
sition, peeling  an  orange,  "twenty-nine." 

The  Baron,  too,  had  a  Speaker's  order ;  and  he  came 
into  the  House  with  Randal,  and  sat  by  his  side.  But, 
to  their  disgust,  some  member  was  talking  about  the  other 
motions  before  the  House. 

"  What  1  has  nothing  been  said  as  to  the  division  f " 
asked  the  Baron  of  a  young  county  member,  who  was 
talking  to  some  non-parliamentary  friend  in  the  bench 
before  Levy.  The  county  member  was  one  of  the  Baron's 
pet  eldest  sons  —  had  dined  often  with  Levy  —  was  under 
"  obligations  "  to  him.  The  young  legislator  looked  very 
much  ashamed  of  Levy's  friendly  pat  on  his  shoulder,  and 

answered,  hurriedly,  "  O   yes ;    H asked,  *  if,  after 

such  an  expression  of  the  House,  it  was  the  intention  of 
ministers  to  retain  their  places,  and  carry  on  the  business 
of  the  Government  ? ' " 

"  Just  like  H 1     Very  inquisitive   mind  I     And 

what  was  the  answer  he  got  ?  " 

"  None,"  said  the  county  member ;  and  returned  in 
haste  to  his  proper  seat  in  the  body  of  the  House. 

"  There  comes  Egerton,"  said  the  Baron.  And,  indeed, 
as  most  of  the  members  were  now  leaving  the  House,  to 
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talk  over  affairs  at  clubs  or  in  saloons,  and  spread  through 
town  the  great  tidings,  Audley  Egerton's  tall  head  was 
seen  towering  above  the  rest.  And  Levy  turned  away 
disappointed.  For  not  only  was  the  minister's  handsome 
face,  though  pale,  serene  and  cheerful,  but  there  was  an 
obvious  courtesy,  a  marked  respect,  in  the  mode  in  which 
that  assembly  —  heated  though  it  was  —  made  way  for 
the  fallen  minister  as  he  passed  through  the  jostling 
crowd.  And  the  frank,  urbane  noblemati,  who  afterwards, 
from  the  force,  not  of  talent  but  of  character,  became  the 
leader  in  that  House,  pressed  the  hand  of  his  old  oppo- 
nent, as  they  met  in  the  throng  near  the  doors,  and  said 
aloud,  "  I  shall  not  be  a  proud  man  if  ever  I  live  to  have 
ofl&ce  ;  but  I  shall  be  proud  if  ever  I  leave  it  with  as  little 
to  be  said  against  me  as  your  bitterest  opponents  can  say 
against  you,  Egerton." 

"I  wonder,"  exclaimed  the  Baron  aloud,  and  leaning 
over  the  partition  that  divided  him  from  the  throng  below, 
so  that  his  voice  reached  Egerton  —  and  there  was  a  cry 
from  formal  indignant  members,  *'  Order  in  the  stranger's 
gallery  I  "  *'  I  wonder  what  Lord  L 'Estrange  will  say  ! " 

Audley  lifted  his  dark  brows,  surveyed  the  Baron  for 
an  instant  with  flashing  eyes,  then  walked  down  the 
narrow  defile  between  the  last  benches,  and  vanished  from 
the  scene  in  which,  alas  I  so  few  of  the.  most  admired  per- 
formers leave  more  than  an  actor's  short-lived  name  I 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Babon  Levy  did  not  execute  his  threat  of  calling  on 
Egerton  the  next  morning.  Perhaps  he  shrank  from 
again  meeting  the  flash  of  those  indignant  eyes.  And 
indeed  Egerton  was  too  busied  all  the  forenoon  to  see  any 
one  not  upon  public  affairs,  except  Harley,  who  hastened 
to  console  or  cheer  him.  When  the  House  met,  it  was 
announced  that  the  ministers  had  resigned,  only  holding 
their  oflBces  till  their  successors  were  appointed.  But  al- 
ready there  was  some  reaction  in  their  favor ;  and  when  it 
became  generally  known  that  the  new  administration  was 
to  be  formed  of  men,  few  indeed  of  whom  had  ever  before 
held  office,  the  common  superstition  in  the  public  mind, 
that  government  is  like  a  trade,  in  which  a  regular  ap- 
prenticeship must  be  served,  began  to  prevail ;  and  the 
talk  at  the  clubs  was,  that  the  new  men  could  not  stand  ; 
that  the  former  ministry,  with  some  modification,  would 
be  back  in  a  month.  Perhaps  that  too  might  be  a  reason 
why  Baron  Levy  thought  it  prudent  not  prematurely  to 
offer  vindictive  condolences  to  Mr.  Egerton.  Randal 
spent  part  of  his  morning  in  inquiries  as  to  what  gentle- 
men in  his  situation  meant  to  do  with  regard  to  their 
places :  he  heard  with  great  satisfaction  that  very  few  in- 
tended  to  volunteer  retirement  from  their  desks.     As 
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Randal  himself  bad  observed  to  Egerton,  "their  country 
before  their  party  !  " 

RandaPs  place  was  of  great  moment  to  him  ;  its  duties 
were  easy,  its  salary  amply  sufficient  for.  his  wants,  and 
sufficed  to  defray  such  expenses  as  were  bestowed  on  the 
education  of  Oliver  and  his  sister.  For  I  am  bound  to 
do  justice  to  this  young  man  —  indijfferent  as  he  was  to- 
wards liis  species  in  general,  the  ties  of  family  were  strong 
with  him  ;  and  he  stinted  himself  in  many  temptations 
most  alluring  to  his  age,  in  the  endeavor  to  raise  the  dull 
honest  Oliver  and  the  loose-haired  pretty  Juliet  somewhat 
more  to  his  own  level  of  culture  and  refinement.  Men 
essentially  griping  and  unscrupulous  often  do  make  the 
care  for  their  family  an  apology  for  their  sins  against  the 
w^orld.  Even  Richard  111.,  if  the  chroniclers  are  to  be 
trusted,  excused  the  murder  of  his  nephews  by  his  pas^ 
sionate  affection  for  his  son.  With  the  loss  of  that  place, 
Randal  lost  all  means  of  support,  save  what  Audley  could 
give  him  ;  and  if  Audley  were  in  truth  ruined  I  More- 
over, Randal  had  already  established  at  the  office  a  repu- 
tation for  ability  and  industry.  It  was  a  career  in  which, 
if  he  abstained  from  party  politics,  he  might  rise  to  a  fair 
station  and  to  a  considerable  income.  Therefore,  much 
contented  with  what  he  learned  as  to  the  general  deter- 
mination of  his  fellow-officials,  a  determination  warranted 
by  ordinary  precedent  in  such  cases,  Randal  dined  at  a 
club  with  good  relish,  and  much  Christian  resignation  for 
the  reverse  of  his  patron,  and  then  walked  to  Grosrenor 
Square,  on  the  chance  of  finding  Audley  within.    Learn- 
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ing  that  he  was  so,  from  the  porter  who  opened  the  door, 
Randal  entered  the  library.  Three  gentlemen  were  seatea 
there  with  Egerton :  one  of  the  three  was  Lord  L'Estrange ; 
the  other  two  were  members  of  the  really  defanet,  though 
nominally  still  existing,  Government.  He  was  about  to 
withdraw  from  intruding  on  this  conclave,  when  Egerton 
said  to  him  gently,  "Come  in,  Leslie;  I  was  just  speak- 
ing about  yourself." 

"About  me,  sir?" 

"Yes;    about  you  and  the  place  you  hold.     I  had 

asked  Sir (pointing  to  a  fellow-minister)  whether  I 

might  not,  with  propriety,  request  your  chief  to  leave 
some  note  of  his  opinion  of  your  talents,  which  I  know  is 
high,  and  which  might  serve  yon  with  his  successor.'' 

"  Oh,  sir,  at  such  a  time  to  think  of  me  ! "  exclaimed 
Randal,  and  he  was  genuinely  touched. 

"But,"  resumed  Audley,  with  his  usual  dryness,  "Sir 

,  to  my  surprise,  thinks  that  it  would  better  become 

you  that  you  should  resign.  Unless  his  reasons,  which 
he  has  not  yet  stated,  are  very  strong,  such  would  not  be 
my  advice." 

"My  reasons,"  said  Sir ,  with  official  formality, 

"  are  simply  these  :  I  have  a  nephew  in  a  similar  situa- 
tion ;  he  will  resign,  as  a  matter  of  course.  Every  one  in 
the  public  offices  whose  relations  and  near  connections 
hold  high  appointments  in  the  Government,  will  do  so. 
I  do  not  think  Mr.  Leslie  will  like  to  feel  himself  a 
solitary  exception." 

"  Mr.  Leslie  is  no  relation  of  mine  —  not  even  a  near 
connection,"  answered  Egerton.  Digitized  by  Google 
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"But  his  name  is  so  associated  with  your  own  —  he  has 
resided  so  long  in  your  >  house  —  is  so  well  known  in 
society  (and  don't  think  I  compliment  when  I  add,  that 
we  hope  so  well  of  him,)  that  I  can't  think  it  worth  his 
while  to  keep  this  paltry  place,  which  incapacitates  him 
too  from  a  seat  in  Parliament" 

Sir was  one  of  those  terribly  rich  men,  to  whom 

all  considerations  of  mer6  bread  and  cheese  are  paltry 
But  I  must  add  that  he  supposed  Egerton  to  be  still 
wealthier  than  himself,  and  sure  to  provide  handsomely 

for  Randal,  whom  Sir rather  liked  than  not ;  and 

for  Randal's  own  sake.  Sir thought  it  would  lower 

him  in  the  estimation  of  Egerton  himself,  despite  that 
gentleman's  advocacy,  if  he  did  not  follow  the  example 
of  his  avowed  and  notorious  patron. 

"  You  see,  Leslie,"  said  Egerton,  checking  Randal's 
meditated  reply,  "  that  nothing  can  be  said  against  your 
honor  if  you  stay  where  you  are  ;  it  is  a  mere  question  of 
expediency ;  I  will  judge  that  for  you  ;  keep  your  place." 

Unhappily  the  other  member  of  the  Government,  who 
had  hitherto  been  silent,  was  a  literary  man.  Unhappily, 
while  this  talk  had  proceeded,  he  had  placed  his  hand 
upon  Randal  Leslie's  celebrated  pamphlet,  which  lay  on 
the  library  table  ;  and,  turning  over  the  leaves,  the  whole 
spirit  and  matter  of  that  masterly  composition  in  defence 
of  the  administration  (a  composition  steeped  in  all  the 
essence  of  party)  recurred  to  his  too  faithful  recollection. 
He,  too,  liked  Randal;  he  did  more  —  he  admired  the 
author  of  that  striking   and  effective   pamphlet.     And 
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therefore,  rousing  himself  from  the  sublime  indifference 
he  had  before  felt  for  the  fate  of  a  subaltern,  he  said,  with 
a  bland  and  complimentary  smile,  "  No ;  the  writer  of 
this  most  able  publication  is  no  ordinary  placeman.  Hia 
opinions  also  are  too  vigorously  stated  ;  this  fine  irony  on 
the  very  person  who  in  all  probability  will  be  the  chief  in 
his  office,  has  excited  too  lively  an  attention  to  allow  him 
the  sedet  oeternumque  sedebit  on  an  official  stool.  Ha, 
ha  !  this  is  so  good  I     Read  it,  L'Estrange.     What  say 

yon  ?  " 

Harley  glanced  over  the  page  pointed  out  to  him 
The  original  was  in  one  of  Burley's  broad,  coarse,  but 
telling  burlesques,  strained  fine  through  Randal's  more 
polished  satire.  It  was  capital.  Harley  smiled,  and 
lifted  his  eyes  to  Randal.  The  unlucky  plagiarist's  face 
was  flushed — the  beads  stood  on  his  brow.  Harley  was 
a  good  hater;  he  loved  too  warmly  not  to  err  on  the 
opposite  side ;  but  he  was  one  of  those  men  who  forget 
hate  when  its  object  is  distressed  and  humbled.  He  put 
down  the  pamphlet  and  said,  "  I  am  no  politician ;  but 
Egerton  is  so  well  known  to  be  fastidious  and  over- 
scrupulous in  all  points  of  official  etiqutte,  that  Mr. 
Leslie  cannot  follow  a  safer  counsellor." 

"  Read  that  yourself,  Egerton,"  said  Sir ;  and  he 

pushed  the  pamphlet  to  Audley. 

Now  Egerton  had  a  dim  recollection  that  that  pamphlet 

was  unlucky;   but  he   had   skimmed   over  its  contents 

hastily,  and  at  that  moment  had  forgotten  all  about  it. 

He  took  up  the  too  famous  work  with  a  reluctant  hand 
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but  he  read  attentively  the  passages  pointed  out  to  him, 
and  then  said  gravely  and  sadly  — 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  I  retract  my  advice.     I  believe  Sir 

is  right ;  that  the  nobleman  here  so  keenly  satirised  will 
be  the  chief  in  your  office.  I  doubt  whether  he  will  not 
compel  your  dismissal ;  at  all  events,  he  could  scarcely  be 
expected  to  promote  your  advancement.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances, I  fear  you  have  no  option  as  a "     Eger*- 

ton  paused  a  moment,  and,  with  a  sigh  that  seemed  to 
settle  the  question,  concluded  with — "as  a  gentleman." 

Never  did  Jack  Cade,  never  did  Wat  Tyler,  feel  a  more 
deadly  hate  to  that  word  "  gentleman,"  than  the  well-bom 
Leslie  felt  then ;  but  he  bowed  his  head,  and  answered 
with  his  usual  presence  of  mind  — 

'^You  utter  my  own  sentiment." 

"You  think  we  are  right,  Harley?"  asked  Egertoa, 
with  an  irresolution  that  surprised  all  present. 

"I  think,"  answered  Harley,  with  a  compassion  for 
Randal  that  was  almost  over-generous,  and  yet  with  an 
equivoque  on  the  words,  despite  the  compassion  —  "I 
think  whoever  has  served  Audley  Egerton,  never  yet  has 
been  a  loser  by  it ;  and  if  Mr.  Leslie  wrote  this  pamphlet, 
he  must  have  well  served  Audley  Egerton.  If  he  under- 
goes the  penalty,  we  may  safely  trust  to  Egerton  for  the 
compensation." 

'*  My  compensation  has  long  since  been  made,"  an- 
swered Randal,  with  grace  ;  "  and  that  Mr.  Egerton  could 
thus  have  cared  for  my  fortunes,  at  an  hour  so  occupied, 
is  a  thought  of  pride  which " 
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"Enough,  Leslie  I  enough  I"  interrupted  Egerton,  ri- 
sing and  pressing  his  proUg^^s  hand.  **  See  me  before  you 
go  to  bed." 

Then  the  two  other  ministers  rose  also  and  shook  hands 
with  Leslie,  and  told  him  he  had  done  the  right  thing, 
and  that  they  hoped  soon  to  see  him  in  Parliament ;  and 
hinted,  smilingly,  that  the  next  administration  did  not 
promise  to  be  very  long-lived  ;  and  one  asked  him  to  din- 
ner, and  the  other  to  spend  a  week  at  his  country  seat. 
And  amidst  these  congratulations  at  the  stroke  that  left 
him  penniless,  the  distinguished  Pamphleteer  left  the  room. 
How  he  cursed  big  John  Burleyl 


CHAPTER-XYII. 

It  was  past  midnight  when  Audley  Egerton  summoned 
Randal.  The  statesman  was  then  alone,  seated  before 
his  great  desk,  with  its  manifold  compartments,  and  en- 
gaged on  the  task  of  transferring  various  papers  and  let- 
ters, some  to  the  waste-basket,  some  to  the  flames,  some 
to  two  great  iron  chest s,^  with  patent  locks,  that  stood, 
open-mouthed,  at  his  feet.  Strong,  stem,  and  grim,  looked 
those  iron  chests,  silently  receiving  the  relics  of  power 
departed  ;  strong,  stem,  and  grim  as  the  grave.  Audley 
lifted  his  eyes  at  Randal's  entrance,  signed  to  him  to  take 
a  chair,  continued  his  task  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
tummg  round,  as  if  by  an  eflTort,  he  plucked  himself  from 
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his  n^aster-passion  —  Public  Life,  —  he  said,  with  delib*  . 
erate  tones  — 

'*  1  know  not,  Randal  Leslie,  whether  you  thought  me 
needl'vssly  cautious,  or  wantonly  unkind,  when  I  told  you 
never  to  expect  from  me  more  than  such  advance  to  your 
career  as  my  then  position  could  effect  —  never  to  expect 
from  my  liberality  in  life,  nor  from  my  testament  in  death 
—  an  addition  to  your  private  fortunes.  I  see  by  your 
gesture  what  would  be  your  reply,  and  I  thank  you  for 
it.  I  now  tell  you,  as  yet  in  confidence,  though  before 
long  it  can  be  no  secret  to  the  world,  that  my  pecuniary 
affair;;  have  been  so  neglected  by  me  in  my  devotion  to 
those  of  the  State,  that  I  am  somewhat  like  the  man  who 
portioned  out  his  capital  at  so  much  a  day,  calculating 
to  live  just  long  enough  to  make  it  last.  Unfortunately 
he  lived  too  long.  '^  Audley  smiled  —  but  the  smile  was 
cold  as  a  sunbeam  upon  ice — and  went  on  with  the  same 
firm  unfaltering  accents  :  "  The  prospects  that  &ce  me  I 
am  prepared  for ;  they  do  not  take  me  by  surprise.  I 
knew  long  since  how  this  would  end,  if  I  survived  the 
loss  of  office.  I  knew  it  before  you  came  to  me,  and 
therefore  I  spoke  to  you  as  I  did,  judging  it  manful  and 
right  to  guard  you  against  hopes  which  you  might  other- 
wise have  naturally  entertained.  On  this  head,  I  need 
say  no  more.  It  may  excite  your  surprise,  possibly  your 
blame,  that  I,  esteemed  methodical  and  practical  enough 
in  the  affairs  of  the  State,  should  be  so  imprudent  as  to 
my  own." 

"  Oh,  sir  I  you  owe  no  account  to  me  " 
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"To  you,  at  least,  as  much  as  to  any  one.  I  am  a 
solitary  man ;  my  few  relations  need  nothing  from  me. 
I  had  a  right  to  spend  what  I  possessed  as  I  pleased ; 
and  if  I  have  spent  it  recklessly  as  regards  myself,  I  have 
not  spent  it  ill  in  its  effect  on  others.  It  has  been  my 
object  for  many  years  to  have  no  Private  Life  —  to  dis- 
pense with  its  sorrows,  joys,  affections ;  and  as  to  its 
duties,  they  did  not  exist  for  me. — I  have  said."  Mechan- 
ically, as  he  ended,  the  minister's  hand  closed  the  lid  of 
one  of  the  irop  boxes,  and  on  the  closed  lid  he  rested  his 
firm  foot.  "But  now,"  he  resumed,  "I  have  failed  to 
advance  your  career.  True,  I  warned  you  that  you  drew 
into  a  lottery ;  but  you  had  more  chance  of  a  prize  than 
a  blank.  A  blank,  however,  it  has  turned  out,  and  th6 
question  becomes  grave  —  What  are  you  to  do  ?  " 

Here,  seeing  that  Egerton  came  to  a  full  pause,  Randal 
answered,  readily  — 

"Still,  sir,  to  go  by  your  advice." 

"  My  advice,"  said  Audley,  with  a  softened  look, 
"  would  perhaps  be  rude  and  unpalatable.  I  would  rather 
place  before  you  an  option.  On  the  one  hand,  recom- 
mence life  again.  I  told  you  that  I  would  keep  your 
name  on  your  college  books.  You  can  return — you  can 
take  your  degree  —  after  that,  you  can  go  to  the  bar  — 
you  have  just  the  taLents  calculated  to  succeed  in  that 
profession.  Success  will  be  slow,  it  is  true ;  but,  with 
perseverance,  it  will  be  sure.  And,  believe  me,  Leslie, 
Ambition  is  only  sweet  while  it  is  but  the  loftier  name 

III.  — 29  II.  w 
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for  Hope.  Who  would  care  for  a  fox's  brush,  if  it  had 
not  been  rendered  a  prize  by  the  excitement  of  the  chase  ?" 

*^  Oxford — again  !  It  is  a  long  step  back  in  life,"  said 
Randal,  drearily,  and  little  heeding  Egerton's  unusual  in- 
dulgence of  illustration.  "A  long  step  back  —  and  to 
what  ?  To  a  profession  in  which  one  never  begins  to  rise 
till  one's  hair  ie  grey  ?  Besides,  how  live  in  the  mean- 
while ?  " 

"  Do  not  let  that  thought  disturb  you.  The  modest 
income  that  suffices  for  a  student  at  the  bar,  I  trust,  at 
least,  to  insure  you  from  the  wrecks  of  my  fortune." 

"Ah,  sir,  I  would  not  burthen  you  farther.  What  right 
have  I  to  such  kindness,  save  my  name  of  Leslie  ?  "  And 
in  spite  of  himself,  as  Randal  concluded,  a  tone  of  bitter- 
ness, that  betrayed  reproach,  broke  forth.  Egerton  was 
too  much  the  man  of  the  world  not  to  comprehend  the 
reproach,  and  not  to  pardon  it. 

"Certainly,"  he  answered,  calmly,  "as  a  Leslie  you 
are  entitled  to  my  consideration,  and  would  have  been 
entitled  perhaps  to  more,  had  I  not  so  explicitly  warned 
you  to  the  contrary.  But  the  bar  does  not  seem  to  please 
you  ?  " 

"  What  is  the  alternative,  sir  ?  Let  me  decide  when  I 
hear  it,"  answered  Randal,  sullenly.  He  began  to  lose 
respect  for  the  man  who  owned  he  could  do  so  little  for 
him,  and  who  evidently  recommended  him  to  shift  for 
himself. 

If  one  could  have  pierced  into  Egerton 's  gloomy  heart 
as  he  noted  the  young  man's  change  of  tone,  it  may  be  a 
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doubt  whether  one  would  have  seen  there  pain  or  pleasure 
—  pain,  for  merely  from  the  force  of  habit  he  had  begun 
to  like  Randal  —  or  pleasure,  at  the  thought  that  he 
might  have  reason  to  withdraw  that  liking.  So  lone  and 
stoical  had  grown  the  man,  who  had  made  it  his  object  to 
have  no  private  life  I  Revealing,  however,  neither  plea- 
sure nor  pain,  but  with  the  composed  calmness  of  a  judge 
upon  the  bench,  Egerton  replied  — 

"  The  alternative  is,  to  continue  in  the  course  you  have 
begun,  and  still  to  rely  on  me.'* 

"  Sir,  my  dear  Mr.  Egerton,"  exclaimed  Randal,  regain- 
ing all  his  usual  tenderness  of  look  and  voice,  "  rely  on 
you!     But  that  is  all  I  ask  I     Only " 

"  Only,  you  would  say,  I  am  going  out  of  power,  and 
you  don't  see  the  chance  of  my  return  ?  " 

*'I  did  not  mean  that." 

''  Permit  me  to  suppose  that  you  did  :  very  true  ;  but 
the  party  I  belong  to  is  as  sure  of  return  as  the  pendulum 
of  that  clock  is  sure  to  obey  the  mechanism  that  moves 
it  from  left  to  right.  Our  successors  profess  to  come  in 
upon  a  popular  question.  All  administrations  who  do 
that  are  necessarily  short-lived.  Either  they  do  not  go 
far  enough  to  please  present  supporters,  or  they  go  so  far 
as  to  arm  new  enemies  in  the  rivals  who  outbid  them  with 
the  people.  Tis  the  history  of  all  revolutions,  and  of  all 
reforms.  Our  own  administration  in  reality  is  destroyed 
for  having  passed  what  was  called  a  popular  measure  a 
year  ago,  which  lost  us  half  our  friends,  and  refusing  to 
propose  another  popular  measure  this  year,  in  the  which 
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we  are  outstripped  by  the  men  who  hallo o'd  us  on  to  the 
last.  Therefore,  whatever  our  successors  do,  we  shall, 
by  the  law  of  reaction,  have  another  experiment  of  power 
afforded  to  ourselves.  It  is  but  a  question  of  time  ;  you 
can  wait  for  it ;  whether  I  can  is  uncertain.  But  if  I  die 
before  that  day  arrives,  I  have  influence  enough  still  left 
with  those  who  will  come  in,  to  obtain  a  promise  of  a 
better  provision  for  you  than  that  which  you  have  lost. 
The  promises  of  public  men  are  proverbially  uncertain. 
But  I  shall  intrust  your  cause  to  a  man  who  never  failed 
a  friend,  and  whose  rank  will  enable  him  to  see  that  justice 
is  done  to  you  —  I  speak  of  Lord  L'Estrange." 

"  Oh,  not  him ;  he  is  unjust  to  me ;  he  dislikes  me ; 
he " 

''  May  dislike  you  (he  has  his  whims),  but  he  loves  me  : 
and  though  for  no  other  human  being  but  you  would  I 
ask  Harley  L'Estrange  a  favor,  yet  for  you  I  will,"  said 
Egerton,  betraying,  for  the  first  time  in  that  dialogue,  a 
visible  emotion  —  "  for  you,  a  Leslie,  a  kinsman,  however 
remote,  to  the  wife  from  whom  I  received  my  fortune  I 
And  despite  all  my  cautions,  it  is  possible  that  in  wasting 
that  fortune  I  may  have  wronged  you.  Enough  I  You 
have  now  before  you  the  two  options,  much  as  you  had 
at  first ;  but  you  have  at  present  more  experience  to  aid 
you  in  your  choice.  You  are  a  man,  and  with  more  brains 
than  most  men  ;  think  over  it  well,  and  decide  for  your- 
self. Now  to  bed,  and  postpone  thought  till  the  morrow. 
Poor  Randal,  you  look  pale  ! " 

Audley,  as  he  said  the  last  words,  put  his  hand  on 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  641 

RandaPs  shoulder,  almost  with  a  father^s  gentleness  ;  and 
then  suddenly  drawing  himself  up,  as  the  hard  inflexible 
expression,  stamped  on  that  face  by  years,  returned,  he 
moved  away  and  resettled  to  Public  Life  and  the  iron  box. 


CHAPTER  XYIII. 

Early  the  next  day,  Randal  Leslie  was  in  the  luxurious 
business-room  of  Baron  Levy.  How  unlike  the  cold  Doric 
simplicity  of  the  statesman's  library  I  Axminster  carpets 
three  inches  thick,  portilres  d  la  Frangaise  before  the 
doors ;  Parisian  bronzes  on  the  chimney-piece ;  and  all 
the  receptacles  that  lined  the  room,  and  contained  title- 
deeds,  and  post-obits,  and  bills,  and  promises  to  pay,  and 
lawyer-like  japan  boxes,  with  many  a  noble  name  written 
thereon  in  large  white  capitals  — "  making  iniin  pompous  '^ 
—  all  these  sepulchres  of  departed  patrimonies  veneered 
in  rosewood  that  gleamed  with  French  polish,  and  blazed 
with  ormolu.  There  was  a  coquetry,  an  air  of  petit-maUref 
so  diffused  over  the  whole  room,  that  you  could  not,  for 
the  life  of  you,  recollect  you  were  with  an  usurer  1  Plutus 
wore  the  aspect  of  his  enemy  Cupid ;  and  how  realise 
your  idea  of  Harpagon  in  that  Baron,  with  his  easy  French 
''Mon  cheVy^^  and  his  white  warm  hands  *hat  pressed  yours 
so  genially,  and  his  dress  so  exquisite,  even  at  the  earliest 
morn  ?  No  man  ever  yet  saw  that  Baron  in  a  dressing- 
(^own.  and  slippers  1     As  one  fancies  some  feudal  baron 
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of  old  (not  half  so  terrible)  everlastingly  clad  in  mail,  so 
all  one^s  notions  of  this  grand  marauder  of  civilisation 
were  inseparably  associated  with  varnished  boots  and  a 
camelia  in  the  button-hole. 

"And  this  is  all  that  he  does  for  you  I "  cried  the  Baron, 
[)ressing  together  the  points  of  his  ten  taper  fingers. 
''  Had  he  but  let  you  conclude  your  career  at  Oxford,  I 
have  heard  enough  of  your  scholarship  to  know  that  you 
would  have  taken  high  honors  —  been  secure  of  a  fellow- 
ship—  have  betaken  yourself  with  content  to  a  slow  and 
laborious  profession,  and  prepared  yourself  to  die  on  the 
woolsack." 

''  He  proposes  to  me  now  to  return  to  Oxford,"  said 
Randal.     "  It  is  not  too  late  I " 

"  Yes  it  is,"  said  the  Baron.  "  Neither  individuals  nor 
nations  ever  go  back  of  their  own  accord.  There  mast 
be  an  earthquake  before  a  river  recedes  to  its  source." 

'*  You  speak  well,"  answered  Randal,  "  and  I  cannot 
gainsay  you.     But  now  1 " 

"Ah,  the  now  is  the  grand  question  in  life  —  the  then 
is  obsolete,  gone  by — out  of  fashion  ;  and  now,  mon  chert 
you  come  to  ask  my  advice  ? " 

"No,  Baron,  I  come  to  ask  your  explanation." 

"  Of  what  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  know  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  Mr.  Eger- 
ton's  ruin ;  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  the  lands  to  be  sold 
Oy  Mr.  Thornhill ;  and  why  you  spoke  to  me  of  Count 
Peschiera.  You  touched  on  each  of  those  points  within 
ten  minutes  —  you  omitted  to  indicate  whdt  Ihik  can  con- 
nect them." 
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"  By  Jove,"  said  the  Baron,  rising,  and  with  more  ad- 
miration in  his  face  than  you  could  have  conceived  that 
face,  so  smiling  and  so  cynical,  could  exhibit — "  by  Jove, 
Randal  Leslie,  but  your  shrewdness  is  wonderful.  You 
really  are  the  first  young  man  of  your  day ;  and  I  will 
•  help  you,'  as  I  helped  Audley  Egerton.  Perhaps  you 
will  be  more  grateful." 

Randal  thought  of  Egerton's  ruin.  The  parallel  im- 
plied by  the  Baron  did  not  suggest  to  him  the  rare  en- 
thusiasm of  gratitude.  However,  he  merely  said,  '*  Pray, 
proceed — I  listen  to  you  with  interest." 

"As  for  politics,  then,"  said  the  Baron,  "we  will  dis- 
cuss that  topic  later.  I  am  waiting  myself  to  see  how 
these  new  men  get  on.  The  first  consideration  is  for 
your  private  fortunes.  You  should  buy  this  ancient 
Leslie  property — Rood  and  Dulmansberry — only  £20,000 
down  ;  the  rest  may  remain  on  mortgage  for  ever  —  or  at 
least  till  I  find  you  a  rich  wife — as  in  fact  I  did  for  Eger- 
ton. Thornhill  wants  the  £20,000  now  —  wants  them 
very  much." 

"And  where,"  said  Randal,  with  an  iron  smile,  "are 
the  £20,000  you  ascribe  to  me  to  come  from  ?  " 

"  Ten  thousand  shall  come  to  you  the  day  Count  Pes- 
chiera  marries  the  daughter  of  his  kinsman  with  your  help 
and  aid  —  the  remaining  ten  thousand  I  will  lend  you. 
No  scruple  —  I  shall  hazard  nothing  —  the  estates  will 
bear  that  additional  burden.  What  say  you  —  shall  it 
be  so  ?  " 

"  Ten  thousand  pounds  from  Count  Peschieru  I "  said 
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Randal,  breathing  hard.  "  You  cannot  be  serious  I  Such 
a  sum  —  for  what  ?  —  for  a  mere  piece  of  information? 
How  otherwise  can  I  aid  him  ?  There  must  be  trick:  and 
deception  intended  here." 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  answered,  Levy,  "  I  will  give  you  a 
hint.  There  is  such  a  thing  in  life  as  being  over- suspi- 
cious. If  you  have  a  fault,  it  is  that.  The  information 
you  allude  to  is,  of  course,  the  first  assistance  you  are  to 
give.  Perhaps  more  may  be  needed  —  perhaps  not.  Of 
that  you  will  judge  yourself,  since  the  £10,000  are  con- 
tingent on  the  marriage  aforesaid." 

"  Over-suspicious  or  not,"  answered  Randal,  "  the 
amount  of  the  sum  is  too  improbable,  and  the  security  too 
bad,  for  me  to  listen  to  this  proposition,  even  if  I  could 
descend  to " 

"  Stop,  mon  cher.  Business  first,  scruples  afterwards. 
The  security  too  bad  —  what  security?" 

"The  word  of  Count  di  Peschiera." 

"  He  has  nothing  to  do  with  it — he  need  know  nothing 
about  it.    'Tis  my  word  you  doubt.    I  am  your  security." 

Randal  thought  of  that  dry  witticism  in  Gibbon,  "  Abu 
Rafe  says  he  will  be  witness  for  this  fact,  but  who  will  be 
witness  for  Abu  Rafe?"  but  he  remained  silent,  only 
fixing  on  Levy  those  dark  observant  eyes,  with  their  con- 
tracted wary  pupils. 

"  The  fact  is  simply  this,"  resumed  Levy  :  "  Count  di 
Peschiera  has  promised  to  pay  his  sister  a  dowry  of 
£20,000,  in  case  he  has  the  money  to  spare.  He  can 
only  have  it  to  spare  by  the  marriage  we  are  discussing. 
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Ou  ni}'  part,  as  I  manage  his  affairs  in  England  for  him 
I  have  promised  that,  for  the  said  sum  of  £20,000,  I  will 
guarantee  the  expenses  in  the  way  of  that  marriage,  and 
settle  with  Madame  di  Negra.  Now,  though  Peschiera 
is  a  very  liberal,  warm-hearted  fellow,  I  don't  say  that  he 
would  have  named  so  large  a  sum  for  his  sister's  dowry, 
if  in  strict  truth  he  did  not  owe  it  to  her.  It  is  the 
amount  of  her  own  fortune,  which,  by  some  arrangements 
with  her  late  husband,  not  exactly  legal,  he  possessed 
himself  of.  If  Madame  di  Negra  went  to  law  with  him 
for  it,  she  could  get  it  back.  I  have  explained  this  to 
him  ;  and,  in  short,  yoti  now  understand  why  the  sum  is 
thus  assessed.  But  I  have  bought  up  Madame  di  Negra's 
debts.  I  have  bought  up  young  Hazeldean's  (for  we 
must  make  a  match  between  these  two  a  part  of  our 
arrangements),  I  shall  present  to  Peschiera,  and  to  those 
excellent  young  persons,  an  account  that  will  absorb  the 
whole  £20,000.  That  sum  will  come  into  my  hands.  If 
I  settle  the  claims  against  them  for  half  the  money,  which, 
making  myself  the  sole  creditor,  I  have  the  right  to  do, 
the  moiety  will  remain.  And  if  I  choose  to  give  it  to 
you  in  return  for  the  services  which  provide  Peschiera 
with  a  princely  fortune  —  discharge  the  debts  of  his  sister 
—  and  secure  her  a  husband  in  my  promising  young  client 
Mr.  Hazeldean,  that  is  my  look-out  —  all  parties  are 
satisfied,  and  no  one  need  ever  be  the  wiser.  The  sum 
is  large,  no  doubt ;  it  answers  to  me  to  give  it  to  you ; 
does  it  answer  to  you  to  receive  it  ? " 

Randal  was  greatly  agitated  ;  but,  vile  as  he  was,  and 
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feysteraatically  as  in  thought  he  had  brought  himself  to 
regard  others  merely  as  they  could  be  made  subservient 
to  his  own  interest,  still  with  all  who  have  not  hardened 
themselves  in  actual  crime,  there  is  a  wide  distinction 
between  the  thought  and  the  act ;  and  though,  in  the  ex- 
ercise of  ingenuity  and  cunning,  he  would  have  had  few 
scruples  in  that  moral  swindling  which  is  mildly  called 
"outwitting  another,"  yet  thus  nakedly  and  openly  to 
accept  a  bribe  for  a  deed  of  treachery  towards  the  poor 
Italian  who  had  so  generously  trusted  him  —  he  recoiled. 
He  was  nerving  himself  to  refuse,  when  Levy,  opening 
his  pocket-book,  glanced  over  the  memoranda  therein, 
and  said,  as  to  himself,  "Rood  Manor  —  Dulmansberry, 
sold  to  the  Thornhills  by  Sir  Gilbert  Leslie,  knight  of  the 
shire  ;  estimated  present  net  rental  £2,250.  Is.  Od.  It  is 
the  greatest  bargain  I  ever  knew.  And  with  this  estate 
in  hand,  and  your  talents,  Leslie,  I  don't  see  why  you 
should  not  rise  higher  than  Audley  Egerton.  He  was 
poorer  than  you  once  I  " 

The  old  Leslie  lands  —  a  positive  stake  in  the  country 

—  the  restoration  of  the  fallen  family ;  and  on  the  other 
hand,  either  long  drudgery  at  the  bar,  —  a  scanty  allow- 
ance on  Egerton's  bounty  —  his  sister  wasting  her  youth 
at  slovenly,  dismal  Rood  —  Oliver  debased  into  a  boor  I 

—  or  a  mendicant's  dependence  on  the  contemptuous  pity 
of  Harley  L'Estrange  —  Harley,  who  had  refused  his  hand 
to  him  —  Harley,  who  perhaps  would  become  tlie  husband 
of  Yiolante  I  Rage  seized  him  as  these  contrasting  pic- 
tures rose  before  his  view.     He  walked  to  and  fro  in  dis- 
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order,  striving  to  recollect  his  thoughts.,  and  reduce  him- 
self from  the  passions  of  the  human  heart  into  the  mere 
mechanism  of  calculating  intellect.  *'  I  cannot  conceive," 
said  he,  abruptly,  *'  why  you  should  tempt  me  thus  —  what 
interest  it  is  to  you  1 " 

Baron  Levy  smiled,  and  put  up^  his  pocket-book.  He 
saw  from  that  moment  that  the  victory  was  gained. 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  he,  with  the  most  agreeable  607?- 
homiey  '*  it  is  very  natural  that  you  should  think  a  man 
would  have  a  personal  interest  in  whatever  he  does  for 
another.  I  believe  that  view  of  human  nature  is  called 
utilitarian  philosophy,  and  is  much  in  fashion  at  present. 
Let  me  try  and  explain  to  you.  In  this  affair  I  shan't 
injure  myself.  True,  you  will  say,  if  I  settle  claims,  which 
amount  to  £20,000,  for  £10,000,  I  might  put  the  surplus 
into  my  own  pocket  instead  of  yours.  Agreed.  But  I 
shall  not  get  the  £20,000,  nor  repay  myself  Madame  di 
Negra's  debts  (whatever  I  may  do  as  to  Hazeldean's), 
unless  the  Count  gets  this  heiress.  You  can  help  in  this. 
I  want  you  ;  and  I  don't  think  I  could  get  you  by  a  less 
offer  than  I  make.  I  shall  soon  pay  myself  back  the 
£10,000  if  the  Count  get  hold  of  the  lady  and  her  for- 
tune. Brief — I  see  my  way  here  to  my  own  interests. 
Do  you  want  more  reasons  —  you  shall  have  them.  I  am 
now  a  very  rich  man.  How  have  I  become  so  ?  Through 
attaching  myself  from  the  first  to  persons  of  expectations, 
whether  from  fortune  or  talent.  I  have  made  connections 
ir  'society,  and  society  has  enriched  me.  I  have  tJtill  a 
passion  for  making  money.     Que  voulez-vous  f    It  is  my 
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profession,  my  hobby.  It  will  be  useful  to  me  in  a  thou- 
sand ways,  to  secure  as  a  friend  a  young  man  who  will 
have  influence  with  other  young  men,  heirs  to  something 
better  than  Rood  Hall.  You  may  succeed  in  public  life 
A  man  in  public  life  may  attain  to  the  knowledge  of  state 
secrets  that  are  very  pi'ofitable  to  one  who  dabbles  a  little 
in  the  Funds.  We  can  perhaps  hereafter  do  business  to- 
gether that  may  put  yourself  in  a  way  of  clearing  off  all 
mortgages  on  these  estates  —  on  the  encumbered  posses- 
sion of  which  I  shall  soon  congratulate  you.  You  see  I 
am  frank ;  'tis  the  only  way  of  coming  to  the  point  with 
so  clever  a  fellow  as  you.  And  now,  since  the  less  we 
rake  up  the  mud  in  a  pond  from  which  we  have  resolved 
to  drink,  the  better,  let  us  dismiss  all  other  thoughts  but 
that  of  securing  our  end.  Will  you  tell  Peschiera  where 
the  young  lady  is,  or  shall  I  ?  Better  do  it  yourself ;  rea- 
son enough  for  it,  that  he  has  confided  to  you  his  hope, 
and  asked  you  to  help  him  ;  why  should  not  you  ?  Not  a 
word  to  him  about  our  little  arrangement ;  he  need  never 
know  it.  You  need  never  be  troubled."  Levy  rang  the 
bell:  ''Qrder  my  carriage  round." 

Randal  made  no  objection.  He  was  death-like  pale, 
but  there  was  a  sinister  expression  of  firmness  on  his  thin 
bloodless  lips. 

''The  next  point,"  Levy  resumed,  "is  to  hasten  the 
match  between  Frank  and  the  fair  widow.  How  doea 
that  stand?" 

"  She  will  not  see  me,  nor  receive  him." 

"  Oh,  learn  why  !  And  if  you  find  on  either  side  there 
is  a  hitch,  just  let  me  know  ;  I  will  soon  remoY 


YARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  349 

"  Has  Hazeldean  consented  to  the  post-obit  ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  I  have  not  pressed  it ;  I  wait  the  right  mo- 
raent,  if  necessary." 

"It  will  be  necessary. '' 

"Ah,  you  wish  it.     It  shall  be  so." 

Randal  Leslie  again  paced  the  room,  and  after  a  silent 
fielf-coramune,  came  op  close  to  the  Baron,  and  said  — 

"  Look  you,  sir,  I  am  poor  and  ambitious ;  you  have 
tempted  me  at  the  right  moment,  and  with  the  right  in- 
ducement. I  succumb.  But  what  guarantee  have  I  that 
this  money  will  be  paid  —  these  estates  made  mine  upon 
the  condition  stipulated  ? " 

"  Before  anything  is  settled,"  replied  the  Baron,  "  go 
and  ask  my  character  of  any  of  our  young  friends,  Bor- 
rowell,  Spendquick  —  whom  you  please ;  you  will  hear 
me  abused,  of  course ;  but  they  will  all  say  this  of  me, 
that  when  I  pass  my  word,  I  keep  it.  If  I  say,  'Mon  chcr^ 
you  shall  have  the  money,'  a  man  has  it;  if  I  say,  'I 
renew  your  bill  for  six  months,'  it  is  renewed.  'Tis  my 
way  of  doing  business.  In  all  cases  my  word  is  my  bond. 
la  this  case,  where  no  writing  can  pass  between  us,  my 
only  bond  must  be  my  word.  Go,  then,  make  your  mind 
clear  as  to  your  vsecurity,  and  come  here  and  dine  at 
eight.     We  will  call  on  Peschiera  afterwards." 

"  Yes,"  said  Randal,  "  I  will  at  all  events  take  the  day 
to  consider.  Meanwhile,  I  say  this  —  I  do  not  disguise 
from  myself  the  nature  of  the  proposed  transaction,  but 
what  I  have  once  resolved  I  go  through  with.  My  sole 
Tindication  to  myself  is,  that  if  I  play  here  with  a  false 

III  —30  n        \ 
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die,  il  will  be  for  a  stake  so  grand,  as,  once  won,  the 
magnitude  of  the  prize  will  cancel  the  ignominy  of  the 
play.  It  is  not  this  sum  of  money  for  which  I  sell  my- 
self—  it  is  for  what  that  sum  will  aid  me  to  achieve.  And 
in  the  marriage  of  young  Hazeldean  with  the  Italian 
woman,  I  have  another,  and  it  may  be,  a  larger  interest. 
I  have  slept  on  it  lately  —  I  wake  to  it  now.  Insure  that 
marriage,  obtain  the  post-obit  ft*om  Hazeldean,  and  what- 
ever the  issue  of  the  more  direct  scheme  for  which  you 
seek  my  services,  rely  on  my  gratitude,  and  believe  that 
you  will  have  put  me  in  the  way  to  render  gratitude  of 
avail.     At  eight  I  will  be  with  you." 

Randal  left  the  room. 

The  Baron  sat  thoughtful.  "  It  is  true,"  said  he  to 
himself,  '^  this  young  man  is  the  next  of  kin  to  the  Hazel- 
dean  estate,  if  Frank  displease  his  father  sufficiently  to 
lose  his  inheritance  ;  that  must  be  the  clever  boy's  design. 
Well,  in  the  long  run,  I  should  make  as  much,  or  more, 
out  of  him  than  out  of  the  spendthrift  Frank.  Frank's 
faults  are  those  of  youth.  He  will  reform  and  retrench. 
But  this  man  !  No,  I  shall  have  him  for  life.  And  should 
he  fail  in  this  project,  and  have  but  this  encumbered  pro- 
perty —  a  landed  proprietor  mortgaged  up  to  his  ears  — 
why,  he  is  my  slave,  and  I  can  foreclose  when  I  wish,  or 
if  he  prove  useless  ;  —  no,  I  risk  nothing.  And  if  I  did 
—  if  I  lost  ten  thousand  pounds  —  what  then  ?  I  can 
afford  it  for  revenge  I  —  aflford  it  for  the  luxury  of  leaving 
Audley  Egerton  alone  with  penury  and  ruin,  deserted,  Ib 
his  hour  of  need,  by  the  pensioner  of  his  bounty  —  as  he 
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will  be  by  the  last  friend  of  his  youth — when  it  so  pleases 
me  —  me  whom  he  has  called  '  scoundrel  I '  and  whom  he 
• "  Levy's  soliloquy  halted  there,  for  the  servant  en- 
tered to  announce  the  carriage.  And  the  Baron  hurried 
his  hand  over  his  features,  as  if  to  sweep  away  all  trace 
of  the  passions  that  distorted  their  smiling  effrontery. 
And  so,  as  he  took  up  his  cane  and  gloves,  and  glanced 
at  the  glass,  the  face  of  the  fashionable  usurer  was  once 
more  as  varnished  as  his  boots. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

When  a  clever  man  resolves  on  a  villanous  action,  he 
hastens,  by  the  exercise  of  his  cleverness,  to  get  rid  of 
the  sense  of  his  villany.  With  more  than  his  usual  alert- 
ness, Randal  employed  the  next  hour  or  two  in  ascertain- 
ing how  far  Baron  Levy  merited  the  character  he  boasted, 
and  how  far  his  word  might  be  his  bond.  He  repaired 
to  young  men  whom  he  esteemed  better  judges  on  these 
points  than  Spendquick  and  Borrowell  —  young  men  who 
resembled  the  Merry  Monarch,  inasmuch  as 

**Tliey  never  snid  a  foolish  thing, 
And  never  did  a  wise  one." 

There  are  many  such  young  men  about  town  —  sharp  and 
able  in  all  affairs  except  their  own.  No  one  knows  the 
world  better,  nor  judges  of  character  more  truly,  than 
Toar  half-beggared  rou6.     From  all  these  Baron  Levy 
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obtained  much  the  same  testimonials :  he  was  ridiculed  as 
a  would-be  dandy,  but  respected  as  a  very  responsible 
man  of  business,  and  rather  liked  as  a  friendly,  accommo- 
dating species  of  the  Sir  Epicure  Mammon,  who  very 
often  did  what  were  thought  handsome,  liberal  things ; 
and,  "  in  short,"  said  one  of  these  experienced  referees, 
"  he  is  the  best  fellow  going  —  for  a  money-lender  I  You 
may  always  rely  on  what  he  promises,  and  he  is  generally 
very  forbearing  and  indulgent  to  us  of  good  society ; 
perhaps  for  the  same  reason  that  our  tailors  are ;  —  to 
send  one  of  us  to  prison  would  hurt  his  custom.  His 
foible  is  to  be  thought  a  gentleman.  I  believe,  much  as 
I  suppose  he  loves  money,  he  would  give  up  half  his 
fortune  rather  than  do  anything  for  which  we'could  cut 
him.     He  allows  a  pension  of  three  hundred  a-year  to 

Lord  S .     True ;   he  was  his  man  of  business  for 

twenty  years,  and  before  then  S was  rather  a  prudent 

fellow,  and  had  fifteen  thousand  a-year.  He  has  helped 
on,  too,  many  a  clever  young  man  ;  —  the  best  borough-  • 
monger  you  ever  knew.  He  likes  having  friends  in  Parlia- 
ment. In  fact,  of  course,  he  is  a  rogue  ;  but  if  one  wants 
a  rogue,  one  can't  find  a  pleasanter.  I  should  like  to  see 
him  on  the  French  stage  —  a  prosperous  Macaire ;  Le 
Maitre  could  hit  him  off  to  the  life." 

From  information  in  these  more  fashionable  quarters, 
gleaned  with  his  usual  tact,  Randal  turned  to  a  source 
less  elevated,  but  to  which  he  attached  more  iniportance. 

Dick  Avenel  associated  with  the  Baron  —  Dick  Avenel 

« 

must  be  in  his  clutches.     Now  Randal  did  justice  to  t<hat 
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gentleman's  practical  shrewdness.  Moreover,  Avene)  was 
by  profession  a  man  of  business.  He  must  know  more 
of  Levy  than  these  men  of  pleasure  could ;  and,  as  he 
was  a  plain-spoken  person,  and  evidently  honest,  in  the 
ordinary  acceptation  of  the  word,  Randal  did  not  doubt 
that  out  of  Dick  Avenel  he  should  get  the  truth. 

On  arriving  in  Eton  Square,  and  asking  for  Mr.  Avenel, 
Randal  was  at  once  ushered  into  the  drawing-room.  The 
apartment  was  not  in  such  good,  solid,  mercantile  taste 
as  had  charactised  AvenePs  more  humble  bachelor's  resi- 
dence at  Screwstown.  The  taste  now  was  the  Honorable 
Mrs.  AvenePs ;  and,  truth  to  say,  no  taste  could  be  worse. 
Furniture  of  all  epochs  heterogeneously  clumped  together 
—  here  a  sofa  d  la  renaissance  in  Gobelin  —  there  a  rose- 
wood console  from  Gillow — a  tall  mock-Elizabethan  chair 
in  black  oak,  by  the  side  of  a  modern  Florentine  table  of 
mosaic  marbles.  All  kinds  of  colors  in  the  room,  and 
all  at  war  with  each  other.  Very  bad  copies  of  the  best- 
known  pictures  in  the  world,  in  the  most  gaudy  frames, 
and  imprudently  labelled  by  the  names  of  their  murdered 
originals — *' Raffaele,"  "Corregio,"  "Titian,"  Sebastian 
del  Piombo."  Nevertheless,  there  had  been  plenty  of 
money  spent,  and  there  was  plenty  to  show  for  it.  Mrs. 
Avenel  was  seated  on  her  sofa  d  la  renaissance,  with  one 
of  her  children  at  her  feet,  who  was  employed  in  reading 
a  new  Annual  in  crimson  silk  binding.  Mrs.  Avenel  was 
in  an  atUtude  as  if  sitting  for  her  portrait. 

Polite  society  is  most  capricious  in  its  adoptions  or 
rejectioie.     You  see  many  a  vulgar  person  firmly  esta- 
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Wished  in  the  beau  monde  ;  others,  with  very  good  pre- 
tensions as  to  birth,  fortune,  Ac,  either  rigorously  ex- 
cluded, or  only  permitted  a  peep  over  the  pales.  The 
Honorable  Mrs.  Avenel  belonged  to  ^milies  unquestion- 
ably noble,  both  by  her  own  descent  and  by  her  first 
marriage  ;  and  if  poverty  had  kept  her  down  in  her  earlier 
career,  she  now,  at  least,  did  not  want  wealth  to  back  her 
pretensions.  Nevertheless,  all  the  dispensers  of  fashiom 
concurred  in  refusing  their  support  to  the  Honorable  Mrs. 
Avenel.  One  might  suppose  it  was  solely  on  account  of 
her  plebeian  husband ;  but  indeed  it  was  not  so.  Many  a 
woman  of  high  family  can  marry  a  low-bom  man  not  so 
presentable  as  Avenel,  and,  by  the  help  of  his  money,  get 
the  fine  world  at  her  feet.  But  Mrs.  Avenel  had  not  that 
art.  She  was  still  a  very  handsome  showy  woman  ;  and 
as  for  dress,  no  duchess  could  be  more  extravagant.  Yet 
these  very  circumstances  had  perhaps  gone  against  her 
ambition ;  for  your  quiet  little  plain  woman,  provoking 
no  envy,  slips  into  the  coteries,  when  a  handsome  flaunt- 
ing lady  —  who,  once  seen  in  your  drawing-room,  can  be 
no  more  overlooked  than  a  scarlet  poppy  amidst  a  violet 
bed  —  is  pretty  sure  to  be  weeded  out  as  ruthlessly  as  a 
poppy  would  be  in  a  similar  position. 

Mr.  Avenel  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  rather  moodily,  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  whistling  to  himself  To  say 
truth,  that  active  mind  of  his  was  very  much  bored  in 
London,  at  least  during  the  fore  part  of  the  day.  He 
hailed  RandaPs  entrance  with  a  smile  of  relief,  and  rising 
and  posting  himself  before  the  fire  —  a  coat-tail  under 
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each  arm  —  he  scarcely  allowed  Kandal  to  shake  haiid& 
with  Mrs.  Avenel,  and  pat  the  child  on  the  head,  mur 
muring,  *'  Beautiful  creature."  (Randal  was  ever  .iyil  to 
children — that  sort  of  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  always  is — 
don't  be  taken  in,  O  you  foolish  young  mothers  !)  Dick, 
I  say,  scarcely  allowed  his  visitor  these  preliminary 
courtesies,  before  he  plunged  far  beyond  depth  of  wife 
and  child,  into  the  political  ocean.  "  Things  now  were 
coming  right  —  a  vile  oligarchy  was  to  be  destroyed. 
British  respectabOity  and  British  talent  were  to  have  fair 
play."  To  have  heard  him,  you  would  have  thought  the 
day  fixed  for  the  millennium  I  "  And  what  is  more,"  said 
Avenel,  bringing  down  the  fist  of  his  right  hand  upon  the 
palm  of  his  left,  "  if  there  is  to  be  a  new  parliament,  we 
must  have  new  men — not  worn-out  old  brooms  that  never 
sweep  clean,  but  men  who  understand  how  to  govern  the 
country,  sir.     I  intend  to  come  in  myself  I " 

"  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Avenel,  hooking  in  a  word  at  last 
"  I  am  sure,  Mr.  Leslie,  you  will  think  I  did  right.  I 
persuaded  Mr.  Avenel  that,  with  his  talents  and  property, 
he  ought,  for  the  sake  of  his  country,  to  make  a  sacrifice  ; 
and  then  you  know  his  opinions  now  are  all  the  fashion, 
Mr.  Leslie  ;  formerly  thej  would  have  been  called  shocking 
and  vulgar  I " 

Thus  saying,  she  looked  with  fond  pride  at  Dick's 
comely  face,  which  at  that  moment,  however,  was  all 
scowl  and  frown.  I  must  do  justice  to  Mrs.  Avenel ;  she 
was  a  weak,  silly  woman  in  some  things,  and  a  cunning 
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one  in  others ;  but  she  was  a  good  wife,  as  wives  go. 
Scotchwomen  generally  are. 

"  Bother  I  "  said  Dick  ;  "  what  do  women  know  about 
politics  ?  I  wish  you'd  mind  the  child  —  it  is  crumpling 
up,  and  playing  almighty  smash  with  that  flim-flam  book, 
which  cost  me  one  pound  one." 

Mrs.  Avenel  submissively  bowed  her  head,  and  removed 
the  Annual  from  the  hands  of  the  young  destructive :  the 
destructive  set  up  a  squall,  as  destructives  usually  do 
when  they  don't  have  their  own  way.  Dick  clapped  bif 
hand  to  his  ears.  "  Whe-e-ew,  I  can't  stand  this  ;  come 
and  take  a  walk,  Leslie :  I  want  stretching  I "  He 
stretched  himself  as  he  spoke,  first  half-way  up  to  the 
ceiling,  and  then  fairly  out  of  the  room 

Randal,  with  his  May  Fair  manner,  turned  towards 
Mrs.  Avenel  as  if  to  apologise  for  her  husband  and  himself. 

"  Poor  Richard  I "  said  she,  "  he  is  in  one  of  his 
humors  —  all  men  have  them.  Come  and  see  me  again 
soon.    When  does  Almack's  open  ?  " 

*'  Nay,  I  ought  to  ask  you  that  question,  you  who 
know  everything  that  goes  on  in  our  set,"  said  the  young 
serpent.  Any  tree  planted  in  "our  set,"  if  it  had  been 
but  a  crab-tree,  would  have  tempted  Mr.  Avenel's  Eve  to 
jump  at  its  boughs. 

"  Are  you  coming,  there  ?  "  cried  Dick,  from  the  foot 
of  the  stairs. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

"  I  HAVE  just  been  at  our  friend  Levy^s,"  said  "Randal, 
when  he  and  Dick  were  otitside  the  street-door.  "  He, 
like  you,  is  full  of  politics  —  pleasant  man  —  for  the 
business  he  is  said  to  do." 

"  Well,"  said  Dick,  slowly,  **  I  suppose  he  is  pleasa,nt, 
but  make  the  best  of  it  —  and  still " 

"  Still  what,  my  dear  Avenel ! "  (Randal  here  for  the 
first  time  discarded  the  formal  Mister.) 

Mr.  Avenel.  —  Still  the  thing  itself  is  not  pleasant. 

Randal  (with  his  soft  hollow. laugh).  —  You  mean 
borrowing  money  upon  more  than  five  per  cent. 

*'  Oh,  curse  the  per-centage.  I  agree  with  Bentham 
on  the  Usury  Laws — no  shackles  in  trade  for  me,  whether 
in  money  or  anything  else.  That^s  not  it.  But  when 
one  owes  a  fellow  money  even  at  two  per  cent,  and  'tis 
not  convenient  to  pay  him,  why,  somehow  or  other,  it 
makes  one  feel  small ;  it  takes  the  British  Liberty  out  of 
a  man  I " 

"  I  should  have  thought  you  more  likely  to  lend  money 
*  than  to  borrow  it." 

"  Well,  I  guess  you  are  right  there,  as  a  general  rule. 
But  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  sir  ;  th^re  is  too  great  a  mania 
for  competition  getting  up  in  this  old  rotten  country  of 
ours.     I  am  as  liberal  as  most  men.     I  like  competition 
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to  a  certain  extent,  but  there  is  too  much  of  it,  sir  —  too 
much  of  it»" 

Randal  looked  sad  and  convinced.  But  if  Leonard 
had  heard  Dick  Avenel,  what  would  have  been  his  amaze  ? 
Dick  Avenel  rail  against  competition !  Think  there 
could  be  too  much  of  it  1  Of  course,  "  heaven  and  earth 
are  coming  together,"  said  the  spider,  when  the  house- 
maid's broom  invaded  its  cobweb.  Dick  was  all  for 
sweeping  away  other  cobwebs  ;  but  he  certainly  thought 
heaven  and  earth  coming  together  when  he  saw  a  great 
Turk's-head  besom  poked  up  at  his  own. 

Mr.  Avenel,  in  his  genius  for  speculation  and  improve- 
ment, had  established  a  factory  at  Screwstown,  the  first 
which  had  ever  eclipsed  the  church  spire  with  its  Titanic 
chimney.  It  succeeded  well  at  first  Mr.  Avenel  trans- 
ferred to  this  speculation  nearly  all  his  capital.  "  No- 
thing," quoth  he,  "paid  such  an  interest.  Manchester 
was  getting  worn  out  —  time  to  show  what  Screwstown 
could  do.  Nothing  like  competition."  But  by-and-by  a 
still  greater  capitalist  than  Dick  Avenel,  finding  out  that 
Screwstown  was  at  the  mouth  of  a  coal-mine,  and  that 
Dick's  profits  were  great,  erected  a  still  uglier  edifice, 
with  a  still  taller  chimney.  And  having  been  Brought 
up  to  the  business,  and  making  his  residence  in  the  town, 
while  Dick  employed  a  foreman  and  flourished  in  London, 
this  infamous  competitor  so  managed  first  to  share,  and 
theti  gradually  to  sequester,  the  profits  which  Dick  had 
hitherto  monopolised,  that  no  wonder  Mr.  Avenel  thought 
competition  should  have  its  limits.    "  The  tongue  touchei 
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where  the  tooth  aches,"  as  Dr.  Riccabocca  would  tell  us. 
By  little  and  little  our  juvenile  Talleyrand  (I  beg  the 
elder  great  man's  pardon)  wormed  out  from  Dick  this 
grievance,  and  in  the  grievance  discovered  the  origin  of 
Dick's  connection  with  the  money-lender. 

*'But  Levy,"  said  Avenel,  candidly,  "is  a  decentish 
chap  in  his  way — friendly  too.  Mrs.  A.  finds  him  useful ; 
brings  some  of  your  young  highflyers  to  her  soirees.  To 
be  sure,  they  don't  dance — stand  all  in  a  row  at  the  door, 
like  mutes  at  a  funeral.  Not  but  what  they  have  been 
uncommon  civil  to  me  lately  —  Spendquick  particularly. 
By  the  bye,  I  dine  with  him  to-morrow.  The  aristocracy 
are  behindhand — not  smart,  sir — not  up  to  the  mark ;  but 
when  a  man  knows  how  to  take  'em,  they  beat  the  New 
Yorkers  in  good  manners.  I'll  say  that  for  them.  T 
have  no  prejudice." 

"  I  never  saw  a  man  with  less ;  no  prejudice  even  against 
Levy." 

"  No,  not  a  bit  of  it !  Every  one  says  he's  a  Jew ;  he 
says  he's  not.  I  don't  care  a  button  what  he  is.  His 
money  is  English — that's  enough  for  any  man  of  a  liberal 
turn  of  mind.  His  charges,  too,  are  moderate.  To  be 
sure,  he  knows  I  shall  pay  them  ;  only  what  I  don't  like 
in  him  is  a  sort  of  way  he  has  of  mon-cher-ing  and  my 
good-fellowing  one,  to  do  things  quite  out  of  the  natural 
way  of  that  sort  of  business.  He  knows  T  have  got 
Parliamentary  influence.  I  could  return  a  couple  of 
members  for  Screwstown,  and  one,  or  perhaps  two,  for 
Lansmere,  where  I  have  of  late  been  cooking  up  an 
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interest ;  and  he  dictates  to — no,  not  dictates — but  tries 
to  humbug  me  into  putting  in  his  own  men.  However, 
in  one  respect,  we  are  likely  to  agree.  He  says  you  want 
to  come  into  Parliament.  You  seem  a  smart  young 
fellow ;  but  you  must  throw  over  that  stiff  red-tapist  of 
yours,  and  go  with  Public  Opinion,  and  —  Myself." 

"  You  are  very  kind,  Avenel ;  perhaps  when  we  come 
to  compare  opinions,  we  may  find  that  we  agree  entirely. 
Still,  in  Egerton's  present  position,  delicacy  to  him  — 
however,  we'll  not  discuss  that  now.     But  you  really 
think  I  might  come  in  for  Lansmere  —  against  the  L'Es- 
trange  interest,  too,  which  must  be  strong  there  ?  " 
"  It  was  very  strong,  but  IVe  smashed  it,  I  calculate." 
'•  Would  a  contest  there  cost  very  much  ? " 
*'  Well,  I  guess  you  must  come  down  with  the  ready. 
But,  as  you  say,  time  enough  to  discuss  that  when  you 
have  squared  your  account  with  'delicacy  ; '  come  to  me 
then,  and  we'll  go  into  it." 

Randal,  having  now  squeezed  his  orange  dry,  had  no 
desire  to  waste  his  time  in  brushing  up  the  rind  with  his 
coat-sleeve,  so  he  unhooked  his  arm  from  Avenel's,  and, 
looking  at  his  watch,  discovered  he  should  be  just  in  time 
for  an  appointment  of  the  most  urgent  business. —  hailed 
a  cab,  and  drove  off. 

Dick  looked  hipped  and  disconsolate  at  being  left  alone ; 
he  yawned  very  loud,  to.  the  astonishment  of  three  prim 
old  maiden  Belgravians  who  were  passing  that  way ;  and 
then  his  mind  began  to  turn  towards  his  factory  at  Screws- 
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town,  which  had  led  to  his  connection  with  the  Baron  ; 
and  he  thought  over  a  letter  he  had  received  from  his 
foreman  that  morning,  informing  him  that  it  was  rumored 
at  Screwstown  that  Mr.  Dyce,  his  rival,  was  about  to 
have  new  machinery  on  an  improved  principle  ;  and  that 
Mr.  Djce  had  already  gone  up  to  town,  it  was  supposed 
with  the  intention  of  concluding  a  purchase  for  a  patent 
discovery  to  be  applied  to  the  new  machinery,  and  which 
that  gentleman  had  publicly  declared,  in  the  corn-market, 
"  would  shut  up  Mr.  AvenePs  factory  before  the  year  was 
out."  As  this  menacing  epistle  recurred  to  him,  Dick 
felt  his  desire  to  yawn  incontinently  checked.  His  brow 
grew  very  dark,  and  he  walked,  with  restless  strides,  on 
and  on,  till  he  found  himself  in  the  Strand.  He  then  got 
into  an  omnibus,  and  proceeded  to  the  city,  wherein  he 
spent  the  rest  of  the  day,  looking  over  machines  and 
foundries,  and  trying  in  vain,  to  find  out  what  diabolical 
invention  the  over-competition  of  Mr.  Dyce  had  got  hold 
of.  "If,"  said  Dick  Avenel  to  himself,  as  he  returned 
fretfully  homeward — "  If  a  man  like  me,  who  has  done  so 
much  for  British  industry  and  go-ahead  principles,  is  to 
be  catawarapously  champed  up  by  a  mercenary  selfish 
cormorant  of  a  capitalist  like  that  interloping  blockhead 
in  drab  breeches,  Tom  Dyce,  all  I  can  say  is,  that  the 
sooner  this  cursed  old  country  goes  to  the  dogs,  the  better 
pleased  I  shall  be.     I  wash  my  hands  of  it." 

III.  — 31 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

Randalls  mind  was  made  up.  All  he  had  learned  in. 
regard  to  Levy  had  confirmed  his  resolves  or  dissipated 
his  scruples.  He  had  started  from  the  improbability  that 
Peschiera  would  offer,  and  the  still  greater  improbability 
that  Peschiera  would  pay  him,  ten  thousand  pounds  for 
such  information  or  aid  as  he-  could  bestow  in  furthering 
the  Count's  object.  But  when  Levy  took  such  proposals 
entirely  on  himself,  the  main  question  to  Randal  became 
this — Could  it  be  Levy's  interest  to  make  so  considerable 
a  sacrifice  ?  Had  the  Baron  implied  only  friendly  senti- 
ments as  his  motives,  Randal  would  have  felt  sure  he  wan 
to  be  taken  in  j  but  the  usurer's  frank  assurance  that  it 
would  answer  to  him  in  the  long-run  to  concede  to  Randal 
terms  so  advantageous,  altered  the  case,  and  led  our 
young  philosopher  to  look  at  the  affair  with  calm  con- 
templative eyes.  Was  it  sufficiently  obvious  that  Levy 
counted  on  an  adequate  return  ?  Might  he  calculate  on 
reaping  help  by  the  bushel  if  he  sowed  it  by  the  handful  ? 
The  result  of  RandaPs  cogitations  was,  that  the  Baron 
might  fairly  deem  himself  no  wasteful  sowpr.  In  the 
first  place,  it  was  clear  that  Levy,  not  without  reasonable 
ground,  believed  that  he  could  soon  replace,  with  exceed- 
ing good  interest,  any  sum  he  might  advance  to  Randal, 
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oat  of  the  wealth  which  Randal's  prompt  mfoniiation 
might  bestow  on  Levy's  client,  the  Count ;  and,  secondly, 
Randal's  self-esteem  was  immense,  and  coald  he  but  suc- 
ceed in  securing  a  pecuniary  independence  on  the  instant, 
to  free  him  from  the  slow  drudgery  of  the  bar,  or  from  a 
precarious  reliance  on  Audley  Egerton,  as  a  politician 
out  of  power,  his  convictions  of  rapid  triumph  in  public 
life  were  as  strong  as  if  whispered  by  an  angel,  or  pro- 
mised by  a  fiend.  On  such  triumphs,  with  all  the  social 
position  they  would  secure.  Levy  might  well  calculate  for 
repayment  by  a  thousand  indirect  channels.  Randal's 
sagacity  detected  that,  through  all  the  good-natured  or 
liberal  actions  ascribed  to  the  usurer.  Levy  had  steadily 
pursued  his  own  interests,  —  he  saw  that  Levy  meant  to 
get  him  into  his  power,  and  use  his  abilities  as  instru- 
ments for  digging  new  mines,  in  which  Baron  Levy  would 
claim  the  right  of  large  royalties.  But  at  that  thought 
Randal's  pale  lip  curled  disdainfully  ;  he  confided  too 
much  in  his  own  powers  not  to  think  that  he  could  elude 
the  grasp  of  the  usurer,  whenever  it  suited  him  to  do  so. 
Thus,  on  a  survey,  all  conscience  hushed  itself, — ^liis  mind 
rushed  buoyantly  on  to  anticipations  of  the  future.  He 
saw  the  hereditary  estates  regained  —  no  matter  how 
mortgaged,  —  for  the  moment  still  his  own  —  legally  his 
own, — yielding  for  the  present  what  would  suflfice  for 
competence  to  one  of  few  wants,  and  freeing  his  name 
from  that  title  of  Adventurer,  which  is  so  prodigally 
given  in  rich  old  countries  to  those  who  have  no  estates 
but  tbdr  brains      He  thought  of  Violante  but  as  the 
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civilized  trader  thinks  of  a  trifling  coin,  of  a  glass  bead, 
which  he  exchanges  with  some  barbarian  for  gold  dust ; 
— he  thought  of  Frank  Hazeldean  married  to  the  foreign 
woman  of  beggared  means,  and  repute  that  had  known 
the  breath  of  scandal, — married,  and  living  on  post-obit 
instalments  of  the  Casino  property ; — he  thought  of  the 
poor  Squire^s  resentment,  —  his  avarice  swept  from  the 
lands  annexed  to  Rood  on  to  the  broad  fields  of  Hazel- 
dean  ;  —  he  thought  of  Avenel,  of  Lansmere,  of  Parlia- 
ment ; — With  one  hand  he  grasped  fortune,  with  the  next 
power.  ''And  yet  I  entered  on  life  with  no  patrimony 
(save  a  ruined  hall  and  a  barren  waste)  —  no  patrimony 
but  knowledge.  I  have  but  turned  knowledge  from  books 
to  men  ;  for  books  may  give  fame  after  death,  but  men 
give  us  power  in  life."  And  all  the  while  he  thus  rumi- 
nated, his  act  was  speeding  his  purpose.  Though  it  was 
but  in  a  miserable  hack  cab  that  he  erected  ai*ry  scaffold- 
ings round  airy  castles,  still  the  miserable  hack  cab  was 
flying  fast  to  secure  the  first  foot  of  solid  ground  whereon 
to  transfer  the  mental  plan  of  the  architect  to  foundations 
of  positive  slime  and  clay.  The  cab  stopped  at  the  door 
of  Lord  Lansmere^s  house.  Randal  had  suspected  Vior 
lante  to  be  there ;  he  resolved  to  ascertain.  Randal 
descended  from  his  vehicle,  and  rang  the  bell.  The  lodge- 
keeper  opened  the  great  wooden  gates. 

"  I  have  called  to  see  the  young  lady  staying  here  — 
^he  foreign  young  lady." 

Lady  Lansmere  had  been  too  confident  of  the  security 
of  her  roof  to  condescend  to  give  any  orders  to  her  servants 
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with  regard  to  her  guest,  and  the  lodge-keeper  answered 
directly,  — 

"  At  home,  I  beheve  sir.  I  rather  think  she  is  in  the 
garden  with  my  lady." 

"  I  see,"  said  Randal.  And  he  did  see  the  form  of 
Violante  at  a  distance.  "  But  since  she  is  walking,  I  will 
not  disturb  her  at  present.     I  will  call  another  day." 

The  lodge-keeper  bowed  respectfully,  Randal  jumped 
into  his  cab  —  "To  Curzon  Street  —  quick  I' 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Harley  had  made  one  notable  oversight  in  that  appeal 
to  Beatrice's  better  and  gentler  nature,  which  he  intrusted 
to  the  advocacy  of  Leonard,  —  a  scheme  in  itself  very 
characteristic  of  Harley's  romantic  temper,  and  either 
wise  or  foolish,  according  as  his  indulgent  theory  of  hu- 
man idiosyncrasies  in  general,  and  of  those  peculiar  to 
Beatrice  di  Negra  in  especial,  was  the  dream  of  an  enthu- 
siast, or  the  inductive  conclusion  of  a  sound  philosopher. 

Harley  had  warned  Leonard  not  to  fall  in  love  with  the 
Italian, — he  had  forgotten  to  warn  the  Italian  not  to  fall 
in  love  with  Leonard ;  nor  had  he  ever  anticipated  the 
probability  of  that  event.  This  is  not  to  be  very  much  won- 
dersd  at ;  for  if  there  be  anything  on  which  the  most  sen- 
sible men  are  dull-eyed,  where  those  eyes  are  not  lighted 
31* 
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by  jealousy,  it  is  as  to  the  probabilities  of  another  male 
creature  being  beloved.  All,  the  least  vain  of  the 
whiskered  gender,  think  it  prudent  to  guard  themselves 
against  being  too  irresistible  to  the  fair  sex ;  and  each 
says  of  his  friend,  "  Good  fellow  enough,  but  the  last  man 
for  that  woman  to  fall  in  love  with  I  " 

But  certainly  there  appeared  on  the  surface  more  than 
ordinary  cause  for  Harley's  blindness  in  the  special  in- 
stance of  Leonard. 

Whatever  Beatrice's  better  qualities,  she  was  generally 
esteemed  worldly  and  ambitious.  She  was  pinched  in 
circumstances, —  she  was  luxurious  and  extravagant ;  how 
was  it  likely  that  she  could  distinguish  any  aspirant  of  the 
humble  birth  and  fortunes  of  the  young  peasant  author  ? 
As  a  coquette,  she  might  try  to  win  his  admiration,  and 
attract  his  fancy ;  but  her  own  heart  would  surely  be 
guarded  in  the  triple  mail  of  pride,  poverty,  and  the  con- 
ventional opinions  of  the  world  in  which  she  lived.-  Had 
Harley  thought  it  possible  that  Madame  di  Negra  could 
stoop  below  her  station,  and  love,  not  wisely,  but  too 
well,  he  would  rather  have  thought  that  the  object  would 
be  some  brilliant  adventurer  of  fashion,  —  some  one  who 
could  turn  against  herself  all  thw  arts  of  deliberate  fasci- 
nation, and  all  the  experience  bestowed  by  frequent  con- 
quest. One  so  simple  as  Leonard  —  so  young  and  so 
new  !  Harley  L'Estrange  would  have  smiled  at  himself, 
if  the  idea  of  that  image  subjugating  the  ambitious  woman 
to  the  disinterested  love  of  a  village  maid,  had  once 
crossed  his  mind.     Nevertheless,  so  it  was,  and  precisely 
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from  those  causes  which  would  have  seemed  to  Harley  to 
forbid  the  weakness. 

It  was  that  fresh,  pure  heart,  —  it  was  that  simple, 
earnest  sweetness,  —  it  was  that  contrast  in  look,  in  tone, 
in  sentiment,  and  in  reasonings,  to  all  that  had  jaded  and 
disgusted  her  in  the  circle  of  her  admirers,  —  it  was  all 
this  that  captivated  Beatrice  at  the  first  interview  with 
Leonard.  Here  was  what  she  had  confessed  to  the  scep- 
tical Randal  she  had  dreamed  and  sighed  for.  Her 
earliest  youth  had  passed  into  abhorrent  marriage,  with- 
out the  soft,  innocent  crisis  of  human  life  —  virgin  love. 
Many  a  wooer  might  have  touched  her  vanity,  pleased 
her  fancy,  excited  her  ambition  —  her  heart  had  never 
been  awakened  :  it  woke  now.  The  world,  and  the  years 
that  the  world  had  wasted,  seemed  to  fleet  away  as  a 
cloud.  She  was  as  if  restored  to  the  blush  and  the  sigh 
of  youth  —  the  youth  of  the  Italian  maid.  As  in  the 
restoration  of  our  golden  age  is  the  spell  of  poetry  with 
US  all,  so  such  was  the  spell  of  the  poet  himself  on  her. 

Oh,  how  exquisite  was  that  brief  episode  in  the  life  of 
the  woman  palled  with  the  "  hack  sights  and  sounds  "  of 
worldly  life  1  How  strangely  happy  were  those  honrs, 
when,  lured  on  by  her  silent  sympathy,  the  young  scholar 
spoke  of  his  early  struggles  between  circumstance  and  im- 
pulse, musing  amidst  the  flowers,  and  hearkening  to  the 
fountain;  or  of  his  wanderings  in  the  desolate,  lamp-lit 
streets,  while  the  vision  of  Chatterton's  glittering  eyes 
shone  dread  through  the  friendless  shadows.  And  as  he 
«poke,  whether  of  his  hopes  or  his  fears,  her  looks  dwelt 
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fondly  on  the  young  face,  that  varied  between  pride  and 
sadness  —  pride  ever  so  gentle,  and  sadness  ever  so  nobly 
touching.  She  was  never  weary  of  gaziug  on  that  brow, 
with  its  quiet  power ;  but  her  lids  dropped  before  those 
eyes,  with  their  serene,  unfathomable  passion.  She  felt, 
as  they  haunted  her,  what  a  deep  and  holy  thing  love  in 
such  souls  must  be.  Leonard  never  spoke  to  her  of  Helen 
—  that  reserve  every  reader  can  comprehend.  To  natures 
like  his,  love  is  a  mystery ;  to  confide  it  is  to  profane. 
But  he  fulfilled  his  commission  of  interesting  her  in  the 
exile  and  his  daughter.  And  his  description  of  them 
brought  tears  to  her  eyes.  She  inly  resolved  not  to  aid 
Peschiera  in  his  designs  on  Violante.  She  forgot  for  the 
moment  that  her  own  fortune  was  to  depend  on  the  suc- 
cess of  those  designs.  —  Levy  had  arranged  so  that  she 
was  not  reminded  of  her  poverty  by  creditors  —  she  knew 
not  how ;  she  knew  nothing  of  business :  she  gave  herself 
up  to  the  delight  of  the  present  hour,  and  to  vague  pros- 
pects of  a  future,  associated  with  that  young  image  — 
with  that  face  of  a  guardian  angel  that  she  saw  before 
her,  fairest  in  the  moments  of  absence  :  for  in  those  mo- 
ments came  the  life  of  fairy-land,  when  we  shut  our  eyes 
on  the  world,  and  see  through  the  haze  of  golden  reverie. 
Dangerous,  indeed,  to  Leonard  would  have  been  the  soft 
society  of  Beatrice  di  Negra,  had  not  his^heart  been  wholly 
devoted  to  one  object,  and  had  not  his  ideal  of  woman 
been  from  that  object  one  sole  and  indivisible  reflection. 
But  Beatrice  guessed  not  this  barrier  between  herself  and 
him.     Ainidst  the  shadows  that  he  conjured  up  from  his 
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past  life,  she  beheld  no  rival  form.  She  saw  him  lonelv 
in  the  world  as  she  was  herself.  And  in  his  lowly  birth, 
his  youth,  in  the  freedom  from  presumption  which  char- 
acterised him  in  all  things  (save  that  confidence  in  his  in- 
tellectual destinies,  which  is  the  essential  attribute  of  ge- 
nius), she  but  grew  the  bolder  by  the  belief  that,  even  if 
he  loved  her^  he  would  not  dare  to  hazard  the  avowal 
And  thus,  one  day,  yielding,  as  she  had  ever  been  wont 
to  yield,  to  the  impulse  of  her  quick  Italian  heart  —  how 
she  never  remembered  —  in  what  words  she  never  could 
recall  —  she  spoke  —  she  owned  her  love  —  she  pleaded, 
with  tears  and  blushes,  for  love  in  return.  All  that 
passed  was  to  her  as  a  dream  —  a  dream  from  which  she 
woke  with  a  fierce  sense  of  agony,  of  humiliation  —  woke 
as  the  woman  **  scorned."  No  matter  how  gratefully,  how 
tenderly  Leonard  had  replied  —  the  reply  was  refusal. 
For  the  first  time  she  learned  she  had  a  rival ;  that  all  he 
could  give  of  love  was  long  since,  from  his  boyhood,  given 
to  another.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life  that  ardent  na- 
ture knew  jealousy,  its  torturing  stings,  its  thirst  for  ven- 
geance, its  tempest  of  loving  hate.  But,  to  outward  ap- 
pearance, silent  and  cold  she  stood  as  marble.  Words 
that  sought  to  soothe  fell  on  her  ear  unheeded  ;  they  were 
drowned  by  the  storm  within.  Pride  was  the  first  feeling 
which  dominated  the  warring  elements  that  raged  in  her 
soul.  She  tore  her  hand  from  that  which  clasped  hers 
with  so  loyal  a  respect.  She  could  have  spurned  the  form 
that  knelt  at  h^r  feet,  not  for  love,  but  for  pardon.  She 
•pointed  to  the  door  with  the  gesture  of  an  insulted  queen. 
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She  knew  no  more  till  she  was  alone.  Then  came  that 
rapid  flash  of  conjecture  peculiar  to  the  storms  of  jealousy ; 
that  which  seems  to  single  from  all  nature  the  one  object 
to  dread  and  to  destroy ;  the  conjecture  so  often  false  ; 
yet  received  at  once  by  our  convictions  as  the  revelation 
of  instinctive  truth.  He  to  whom  sh€  had  humbled  her- 
self loved  another;  whom  but  Yiolante?  —  whom  else, 
young  and  beautiful,  had  he  named  in  the  record  of  his 
life  ?  —  None  I  And  he  had  sought  to  interest  her, 
Beatrice  di  Negra,  in  the  object  of  his  love  ;  —  hinted  at 
dangers,  which  Beatrice  knew  too  well ;  —  impli«d  trust 
in  Beatrice's  will  to  protect.  Blind  fool  that  she  had 
been  I  This,  then,  was  the  reason  why  he  had  come,  day- 
after  day,  to  Beatrice's  house ;  this  was  the  charm  that 
had  drawn  him  thither ;  this  —  she  pressed  her  hands  to 
her  burning  temples,  as  if  to  stop  the  torture  of  thought. 
Suddenly  a  voice  was  heard  below,  the  door  opened,  and 
Randal  Leslie  entered. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Punctually  at  eight  o'clock  that  evening,  Baron  Levy 
welcomed  the  new  ally  he  had  secured.  The  pair  dined 
en  tete-d'tite,  discussing  general  matters  till  the  servants 
left  them  to  their  wine.  Then  said  the  Baron,  rising  and 
stirring  the  fire  —  then  said  the  Baron,  briefly  and  sig- 
nificantly — 

"Weill" 
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"As  regards  the  property  you  spoke  of,"  answered 
Randal,  **  I  am  willing  to  purchase  it  on  the  terms  yon 
name.  The  only  point  that  perplexes  me  is  how  to  ac- 
count to  Audley  Egerton,  to  my  parents,  to  the  world,  for 
the  power  of  purchasing  it." 

"True,"  said  the  Baron,  without  even  a  smile  at  the 
ingenious  and  truly  Greek  manner  in  which  Randal  had 
contrived  to  denote  his  meaning,  and  conceal  the  ugliness 
of  it  —  "  true,  we  must  think  of  that.  If  we  could  manage 
to  conceal  the  real  name  of  the  purchaser  for  a  year  or  so 
—  it. might  be  easy  —  you  may  be  supposed  to  have  spec- 
ulated in  the  Funds ;  or  Egerton  may  die,  and  people 
may  believe  that  he  had  secured  to  you  something  hand- 
some from  the  ruin  of  his  fortune." 

"Little  chance  of  Egerton ^s  dying." 

"  Humph  !  "  said  the  Baron,  "  However,  this  is  a  mere 
detail,  reserved  for  consideration.  You  can  now  tell  us 
where  the  young  lady  is  ? " 

"  Certainly.  I  could  not  this  morning  —  I  can  now.  I 
will  go  with  you  to  the  Count.  Meanwhile,  I  have  seen 
Madame  di  Negra ;  she  will  accept  Frank  Hazeldean,  if 
he  will  but  offer  himself  at  once." 

"Will  he  not?" 

"  No  I  I  have  been  to  him.  He  is  overjoyed  at  my 
representations,  but  considers  it  his  duty  to  ask  the  con- 
sent of  his  parents.  Of  course  they  will  not  give  it ;  and 
if  there  be  delay,  she  will  retract.  She  is  under  the  in- 
jSuence  of  passions,  on  the  duration  of  which  there  is  no 
^eliance." 
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"What  passions?     Love?" 

"Love;  but  not  for  Hazeldean.  The  passions  that 
bring  her  to  accept  his  hand  are  pique  and  jealousy.  She 
believes,  in  a  word,  that  one,  who  seems  to  have  gained 
the  mastery  over  her  affections  with  a  strange  suddenness, 
is  but  blind  to  her  charms  because  dazzled  by  Violante's. 
She  is  prepared  to  aid  in  all  that  can  give  her  rival  to 
Peschiera ;  and  yet,  such  is  the  inconsistency  of  woman," 
added  the  young  philosopher,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoul- 
ders, "  that  she  is  also  prepared  to  lose  all  chance  of  se- 
curing him  she  loves,  by  bestowing  herself  on  another  I  " 

"  Woman,  indeed,  all  over  I "  said  the  Baron,  tapping 
the  snuff-box  (Louis  Quinze),  and  regaling  his  nostrils 
with  a  scornful  pinch.  "  But  who  is  the  man  whom  the 
fair  Beatrice  has  thus  honored  ?  Superb  creature  I  I  had 
some  idea  of  her  myself  when  I  bought  up  her  debts  ;  but 
it  might  have  embarrassed  me,  in  more  general  plans,  as 
regards  the  Count.  All  for  the  best.  Who's  the  man  ? 
Not  Lord  L'Estrange  ?  » 

"  I  do  not  think  it  is  he  ;  but  I  have  not  yet  ascertained. 
I  have  told  you  all  I  know.  I  found  her  in  a  state  so 
excited,  so  unlike  herself,  that  I  had  no  little  difficulty  in 
soothing  her  into  confidence  so  far.  I  could  not  venture 
more." 

"And  she  will  accept  Frank  ? " 

"  Had  he  offered  to-day,  she  would  have  accepted  him  I " 

"  It  may  be  a  great  help  to  your  fortunes,  mon  cher, 
if  Frank  Hazeldean  marry  this  lady  without  his  fatner'a 
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consent.  Perhaps  he  may  be  disinherited.  You  are  next 
of  kin." 

"How  do  you  know  that  ?  "  asked  Randal,  sullenly. 

"It  is  my  business  to  know  all  about  the  chances  and 
connections  of  any  one  with  whom  I  do  money  matters. 
I  do  money  matters  with  young  Mr.  Hazeldean  ;  so  1 
know  that  the  Hazeldean  property  is  not  entailed ;  and 
as  the  Squire's  half-brother  has  no  Hazeldean  blood  in 
him,  you  have  excellent  expectations." 

"  Did  Frank  tell  you  I  was  next  of  kin  ?  " 

"I  rather  think  so;  but  I  am  sure  you  did." 

"I  — when?" 

"  When  you  told  me  how  important  it  was  to  you  that 
Frank  should  marry  Madame  di  Negra.  Pestef  mon 
cher,  do  you  think  I'm  a  blockhead  ? " 

"  Well,  Baron,  Frank  is  of  age,  and  can  marry  to  please 
himself  You  implied  to  me  that  you  could  help  him  in 
this." 

"  I  will  try.  See  that  he  call  at  Madame  di  Negra's 
to-morrow,  at  two  precisely." 

"  I  would  rather  keep  clear  of  all  apparent  interference 
in  this  matter.  Will  you  not  arrange  that  he  call  on  her  ? 
And  do  not  forget  to  entangle  him  in  a  post'ObiL" 

"  Leave  it  to  me.  Any  more  wine  ?  No ;  —  then  let 
us  go  to  the  Count's." 


III.  — 32 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TuE  next  morning  Frank  Hazeldean  was  sitting  over 
his  solitary  breakfast-table.  It  was  long  past  noon.  The 
young  man  had  risen  early,  it  is  true,  to  attend  his  mili- 
tary duties,  but  he  had  contracted  the  habit  of  breakfast- 
ing late.  One's  appetite  does  not  come  early  when  one 
lives  in  London,  and  never  goes  to  bed  before  daybreak. 

Tiiere  was  nothing  very  luxurious  or  effeminate  about 
Frank's  rooms,  though  they  were  in  a  very  dear  street, 
and  he  paid  a  monstrous  high  price  for  them.  Still  to  a 
practised  eye,  they  betrayed  an  inmate  who  can  get 
through  his  money ;  and  make  very  little  show  for  it. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  colored  prints  of  racers,  and 
steeple-chases,  interspersed  with  the  portraits  of  opera- 
dancers  —  all  smirk  and  caper.  Then  there  was  a  semi- 
circular recess  covered  with  red  cloth,  and  fitted  up  for 
smoking,  as  you  might  perceive  by  sundry  stands  full  of 
Turkish  pipes  in  cherry-stick  and  jessamine,  with  amber 
mouth-pieces  j  whiles  a  great  serpent  hookah,  from  which 
Frank  could  no  more  have  smoked  than  he  Gould  have 
smoked  out  of  the  head  of  a  boa-constrictor,  coiled  itself 
up  on  the  floor ;  over  the  chimney-piece  was  a  coUectioa 
of  Moorish  arms.  What  use  on  earth,  ataghan  and 
scimitar,  and  damasquined  pistols,  that  woulu  not  carry 
straight  three  yards,  could  be  to  an  officer  in  his  Majesty's 
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Guards,  is  more  than  I  can  conjecture,  or  even  Frank 
satisfactorily  explain.  I  have  strong  suspicions  that  this 
valuable  arsenal  passed  to  Frank  in  part  payment  of  i 
bill  to  be  discounted.  At  all  events,  if  so,  it  was  an  im- 
provement on  the  bear  that  he  had  sold  to  the  hairdresser. 
No  books  were  to  be  seen  anywhere,  except  a  Court  Guide, 
a  Racing  Calendar,  an  Army  List,  a  Sporting  Magazine 
complete  (whole-bound  in  scarlet  morocco,  at  about  a 
guinea  per  volume),  and  a  small  book,  as  small  as  an 
Elzevir,  on  the  chimney-piece,  by  the  side  of  a  cigar-case. 
That  small  book  had  cost  Frank  more  than  all  the  rest 
put  together ;  it  was  his  Own  Book,  his  book  par  excel- 
lence; book  made  up  by  himself — his  Betting  Book  ! 

On  a  centre-table  were  deposited  Frank's  well-brushed 
hat — a  satin -wood  box,  containing  kid  gloves,  of  various 
delicate  tints,  from  primrose  to  lilac  —  a  tray  full  of  cards 
and  three-cornered  notes  —  an  opera-glass,  and  an  ivory 
subscription -ticket  to  his  opera  stall. 

In  one  corner  was  an  ingenious  receptacle  for  canes, 
sticks,  and  whips  —  I  should  not  like,  in  these  bad  times, 
to  have  paid  the  bill  for  them ;  and  mounting  guard  by 
that  receptacle,  stood  a  pair  of  boots  as  bright  as  Baron 
Levy's  —  *'the  force  of  brightness  could  no  further  go." 

Frank  wi^  in  his  dressing-gown  —  very  good  taste 

quite  Oriental  —  guaranteed  to  be  true  India  cashmere, 
and  charged  as  such.  Nothing  could  be  more  neat, 
though  perfectly  simple,  than  the  appurtenances  of  his 
breakfast-table;  —  silver  tea-pot,  ewer  and  basin  —  all 
fitting  into  his  di'essiug  box  —  (for  the  which  may  Storr 
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and  Mortimer  be  now  praised,  and  some  Jay  paid)  1 
Frank  looked  very  handsome  —  rather  tired,  and  exceed- 
ingly bored.  He  had  been  trying  to  read  the  Morning 
Font,  but  the  efifort  had  proved  too  much  for  him. 

Poor  dear  Frank  Hazeldean  I  —  true  type  of  many  a 
poor  dear  fellow  who  has  long  since  gone  to  the  dogs. 
And  if,  in  this  road  to  ruin,  there  had  been  the  least 
thing  to  do  the  traveller  any  credit  by  the  way  I  One 
feels  a  respect  for  the  ruin  of  a  man  like  Audley  Egerton. 
He  is  ruined  en  roi  !  From  the  wrecks  of  his  fortune  be 
can  look  down  and  see  stately  monuments  built  from  the 
stones  of  that  dismantled  edifice.  In  every  institution 
which  attests  the  humanity  of  England,  was  a.  record  of 
the  princely  bounty  of  the  public  man.  In  those  objects 
of  party,  for  which  the  proverbial  sinews  of  war  are  ne- 
cessary—  in  those  rewards  for  service,  which  private 
liberality  can  confer  —  the  hand  of  Egerton  had  been 
opened  as  with  the  heart  of  a  king.  Many  a  rising  mem- 
ber of  Parliament,  in  those  days  when  talent  was  brought 
forward  through  the  aid  of  wealth  and  rank,  owed  his 
career  to  the  seat  which  Audley  Egerton's  large  subscrip- 
tion had  secured  to  him  ;  many  an  obscure  supporter  in 
letters  and  the  press  looked  back  to  the  day  when  he  had 
been  freed  from  the  gaol  by  the  gratitude  of  the  patron. 
The  city  he  represented  was  embellished  at  his  cost; 
through  the  shire  that  held  his  mortgaged  lands,  which  he 
had  rarely  ever  visited,  his  gold  had  flowed  as  a  Pactolus  ; 
all  that  could  animate  its  public  spirit,  or  increase  its 
civilisation,  claimed   kindred  with  his  munificence    and 
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nerer  had  a  claim  disallowed.  Even  in  his  grand,  care- 
less household,  with  its  large  retinue  and  superb  hospi- 
tality, there  was  something  worthy  of  a  representative 
of  that  time-honored  portion  of  our  true  nobility  —  the 
untitled  gentlemen  of  the  land.  The  Great  Commoner 
had,  indeed,  "  something  to  show  "  for  the  money  he  had 
disdained  and  squandered.  But  for  Frank  Hazeld can's 
mode  of  getting  rid  of  the  dross,  when  gone,  what  would 
be  left  to  tell  the  tale  ?  Paltry  prints  in  a  bachelor's 
lodging ;  a  collection  of  canes  and  cherry-sticks  ;  half  a 
dozen  letters  in  ill-spent  French  from  a  figurante;  some 
long-legged  horses,  fit  for  nothing  but  to  lose  a  race ; 
that  damnable  Betting-Book  ;  and  -  -mc  transit  gloria  — 
down  sweeps  some  hawk  of  a  Levy,  on  the  wings  of  an 
I  0  XJ,  and  not  a  feather  is  left  of  the  pigeon  ! 

Yet  Frank  Hazeldean  has  stuff  in  him  —  a  good  heart, 
and  strict  honor.  Fool  though  he  seem,  there  is  sound 
sterling  sense  in  some  odd  corner  of  his  brains,  if  one 
could  but  get  at  it.  All  he  wants  to  save  him  from  per- 
dition is,  to  do  what  he  has  never  yet  done  —  viz.,  pause 
and  think.  But,  to  be  sure,  that  same  operation  of  think- 
ing is  not  so  easy  for  folks  unaccustomed  to  it,  as  people 
who  think  — think  t 

"  I  can't  bear  this,"  said  Frank,  suddenly,  and  spring- 
ing to  his  feet.  "This  woman,  I  cannot  get  her  out  of 
my  head.  I  ought  to  go  down  to  the  governor's ;  but 
then  if  he  gets  into  a  passion,  and  refuses  his  consent, 
where  am  I  ?  And  he  will  too,  I  fear.  I  wish  I  could 
make  out  what  Randa^dvises.    He  seems  to  recommend 
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that  I  should  marry  Beatrice  at  once,  and  trust  to  my 
mother's  influence  to  make  all  right  afterwards.  But  whei: 
I  ask,  *  Is  that  your  advice  ? '  he  backs  out  of  it.  Well 
I  suppose  he  is  right  there.  I  can  understand  that  he  u 
unwilling,  good  fellow,  to  recommend  anything  that  my 
father  would  disapprove.     But  still " 

Here  Frank  stopped  in  his  soliloquy,  and  did  make  hif 
first  desperate  efifort  to  —  think  1 

Now,  O  dear  reader,  I  assume,  of  course,  that  thou  art 
one  of  the  class  to  which  thought  is  familiar ;  and,  per- 
haps, thou  hast  smiled  in  disdain  or  incredulity  at  that 
remark  on  the  difficulty  of  thinking  which  preceded  Frank 
Hazeldean's  discourse  to  himself.  But  art  thou  quite 
sure  that  when  thou  hast  tried  to  think  thou  hast  always 
succeeded  ?  Hast  thou  not  often  been  duped  by  that  pale 
visionary  simulacrum  of  thought  which  goes  by  the  name 
of  reverie  ?  Honest  o.d  Montaigne  confessed  that  he  did 
not  understand  that  process  of  sitting  down  to  think,  on 
which  some  folks  express  themselves  so  glibly.  He  could 
not  think  unless  he  had  a  pen  in  his  hand,  and  a  sheet  of 
paper  before  him ;  and  so,  by  a  manual  operation,  seized 
and  connected  the  links  of  ratiocination.  Very  often  has 
it  happened  to  myself,  when  I  have  said  to  Thought 
peremptorily,  "Bestir  thyself — a  serious  matter  is  before 
thee  —  ponder  it  well  —  think  of  it,"  that  that  same 
Thought  has  behaved  in  the  most  refractory,  rebellious 
manner  conceivable  —  and  instead  of  concentrating  it8 
rays  into  a  single  stream  of  light,  has  broken  into  all  the 
desultory  tints  of  the  rainbow,  coloring  senseless  clouds, 
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and  running  off  into  the  serenth  heaven  —  so  that  after 
sitting  a  good  hour  by  the  clock,  with  brows  as  knit  a^ 
if  I  was  intent  on  squaring  the  circle,  I  have  suddenW 
'iiscovered  that  I  might  as  well  have  gone  comfortably  t. 
icep  —  I  have  been  doing  nothing  but  dream  —  and  the 
most  nonsensical  dreams  I  So  when  Frank  Hazeldean, 
as  he  stopped  at  that  meditative  "  But  still "  —  and  lean- 
ing his  arm  on  the  chimney-piece,  and  resting  his  face  on 
his  hand,  felt  himself  at  the  grave  crisis  of  life,  and  fan- 
cied he  was  going  "  to  think  on  it,"  there  only  rose  before 
him  a  succession  of  shadowy  pictures :  Randal  Leslie, 
with  an  unsatisfactory  countenance,  from  which  he  could 
extract  nothing ;  —  the  Squire,  looking  as  black  as  thun- 
der in  his  study  at  Hazeldean  ;  —  his  mother  trying  to 
plead  for  him,  and  getting  herself  properly  scolded  for 
her  pains ;  —  and  then  off  went  that  Will-o'-the-wisp 
which  pretended  to  call  itself  Thought,  and  began  play- 
ing round  the  pale  charming  face  of  Beatrice  di  Negra  in 
the  drawing-room  at  Curzon  Street,  and  repeating,  with 
small  elfin  voice,  Randal  Leslie's  assurance  of  the  pre- 
ceding day,  "as  to  her  affection  for  you,  Frank,  there  is 
no  doubt  of  that;  she  only  begins  to  think  you  are  trifling 
with  her."  And  then  there  was  a  rapturous  vision  of  a 
young  gentleman  on  his  knee,  and  the  fair  pale  face  bathed 
in  blushes,  and  a  clergyman  standing  by  the  altar,  and  a 
carriage- and-f our  with  white  favors  at  the  church-door ; 
and  of  a  honeymoon,  which  would  have  astonished  as  to 
honey  all  the  bees  of  Hymettus.  And  in  the  midst  of 
these  phantasmagoria,  which  composed  what  Frank  fondly 
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Styled  "making  up  his  mind,"  there  came  a  single  man's 
-•at-tat-tat  at  the  street-door. 

"  One  never  has  a  moment  for  thinking,'*^  cried  Frank, 
!^nd  he  called  out  to  his  valet,  ''  Not  at  home." 

But  it  was  too  late.  Lord  Spendquick  was  in  the 
hall,  and  presently  within  the  room.  How  d'ye  do's  were 
-exchanged  and  hands  shaken. 

Lord  Spendquick. — I  have  a  note  for  you,  Hazeldean. 

Frank  (lazily).  —  From  whom  ? 

Lord  Spendquick.  —  Levy.  Just  come  from  him  — 
never  saw  him  in  such  a  fidget.  He  was  going  into  the 
city  —  I  suppose  to  see  X.Y.  Dashed  oflf  this  note  for 
you  —  and  would  have  sent  it  by  a  servant,  but  I  said  I 
would  bring  it. 

Frank  (looking  fearfully  at  the  note).  —  I  hope  be 
does  not  want  his  money  yet.  Private  and  confidential 
—  that  looks  bad. 

Spendquick.  —  Devilish  bad,  indeed. 

Frank  opens  the  note  and  reads,  half  aloud,  "  Deai 
Hazeldean." 

Spendquick  (interrupting).  — Gk)od  sign  !  He  always 
*'  Spendquicks"  me  when  he  lends  me  money ;  and  'tis 
*'  My  dear  Lord  "  when  he  wants  it  back.     Capital  sign  I 

Frank  reads  on,  but  to  himself,  and  with  a  changing 
countenance  — 

"Dear  Hazeldean,  —  I  am  very  sorry  to  tell  yoo 
that,  in  consequence  of  the  sudden  failure  of  a  house  at 
Paris  with  which  I  had  large  dealings,  I  am  pressed,  on 
a  sudden,  for  all  the  ready  money  I  can  get.     J  don't 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  381 

want  to  inconvenience  you  ;  but  do  try  and  see  if  you  can 
take  up  those  bills  of  yours  which  I  hold,  and  which,  as 
you  know,  have  been  due  some  little  time.  I  had  hit  on 
a  way  of  arranging  your  affairs ;  but  when  I  hinted  at  it, 
you  seemed  to  dislike  the  idea ;  and  Leslie  has  since  told 
me  that  you  have  strong  objections  to  giving  any  security 
on  your  prospective  property.  So  no  more  of  that,  my 
dear  fellow.  I  am  called  out  in  haste  to  try  what  I  can 
do  for  a  very  charming  client  of  mine,  who  is  in  great 
pecuniary  distress,  though  she  has  for  her  brother  a 
foreign  Count,  as  rich  as  a  Croesus.  There  is  sin  execu- 
tion in  her  house.  I  am  going  down  to  the  tradesman 
who  put  it  in,  but  have  no  hopes  of  softening  him  ;  and 
I  fear  there  will  be  others  before  the  day  is  out.  Another 
reason  for  wanting  money,  if  you  can  help  me,  mon  cherf 
—  An  execution  in  the  house  of  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
women  in  London  —  an  execution  in  Curzon  Street,  May 
Fair  !     It  will  be  all  over  the  town,  if  I  can't  stop  it.  — 

Yours  in  haste, 

"  Levy. 

"P./Si. — Don't  let  what  I  have  said  vex  you  too  much 
I  should  not  trouble  you  if  Spendquick  and  Borrowell  would 
pay  me  something.    Perhaps  you  can  get  them  to  do  so." 

Struck  by  Frank's  silence  and  paleness,  Lord  Spend- 
quick  here,  in  the  kindest  way  possible,  laid  his  hand  on 
the  young  Guardsman's  shoulder,  and  looked  over  the 
note  with  that  freedom '  which  gentlemen  in  difficulties 
i^ke  with  each   other's  private  and  confidential  corres- 
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pondence.  His  eye  fell  on  the  postscript.  "  Oh,  damn 
it,"  cried  Spendquick,  "  bat  that's  too  bad  —  employing 
you  to  get  rae  to  pay  him  I  Such  horrid  treaohery. 
Make  yourself  easy,  my  dear  Frank ;  I  could  never  sus- 
pect you  of  anything  so  unhandsome.     I  could  as  soon 

suspect  myself  of — paying  him " 

**  Curzon  Street  I  Count  I  " muttered  Frank,  asif  waking 
from  a  dream.    "  It  must  be  so."    To  thrust  on  his  boots 

—  change  his  dressing-robe  for  a  frock-coat  —  snatch  at 
his  hat,  gloves,  and  cane  —  break  from  Spendquick  — 
descend  the  stairs  —  a  flight  at  a  leap  —  gain  the  street 

—  throw  himself  into  a  cabriolet ;  all  this  was  done  before 
his  astounded  visitor  could  even  recover  breath  enough 
to  ask  "What's  the  matter?" 

Left  thus  alone,  Lord  Spendquick  shook  his  head  — 
shook  it  twice,  as  if  fiilly  to  convince  himself  that  there 
was  nothing  in  it ;  and  then  re-arranging  his  hat  before 
the  looking-glass,  and  drawing  on  his  gloves  deliberately, 
he  walked  down-stairs,  and  strolled  into  White's,  but  with 
a  bewildered  and  absent  air.  Standing  at  the  celebrated 
bow-window,  for  some  moments  in  musing  silence,  Lord 
Spendquick  at  last  thus  addressed  an  exceedingly  cynical, 
sceptical,  old  rou^  — 

"  Pray  do  you  think  there  is  any  truth  in  the  stories 
about  people  in  former  times  selling  themselves  to  the 
devil  ?  " 

"Ugh,"  answered  the  rou^j  much  too  wise  ever  to  be 
surprised.  "  Have  you  any  personal  interest  in  the  (pes- 
tion?" 
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"II  —  no ;  but  a  friend  of  mine  has  just  received  a 
letter  from  Levy,  and  he  flew  out  of  the  room  in  the 
most  ex-tra-or-di-na-ry  manner — just  as  people  did  in 
those  d&ys  when  their  time  was  up  T.  And  Levy,  you 
know,  is " 

"  Not  quite  as  great  a  fool  as  the  other  dark  gentleman 
to  whom  you  would  compare  him  :  for  Levy  never  made 
such  bad  bargains  for  himself.  Time  up  !  No  doubt  it 
is.     I  should  not  like  to  be  in  your  friend's  shoes." 

"  Shoes  I "  said  Spendquick,  with  a  sort  of  shudder ; 
"  you  never  saw  a  neater  fellow,  nor  one,  to  do  him  justice, 
who  takes  more  time  in  dressing  than  he  does  in  general. 
And  talking  of  shoes  —  he  rushed  out  with  the  right  boot 
on  the  left  foot,  and  the  left  boot  on  the  right.  Very 
mysterious  I  "  And  a  third  time  Lord  Spendquick  shook 
his  head  —  and  a  third  time  that  head  seemed  to  him 
wondrous  empty. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 

But  Frank  had  arrived  in  Curzon  Street  —  leapt  from 
the  cabriolet  —  knocked  at  the  door,  which  was  opened 
by  a  strange-looking  man  in  a  buff  waistcoat  and  corduroy 
smalls.  Frank  gave  a  glance  at  this  personage — pushed 
kim  aside  —  and  rushed  up-stairs.  He  burst  into  the 
toiwing-room  —  no  Beatrice  was  there.  A  thin  elderly 
a,  with  a  manuscript  book  in  his  hand,  appeared  en- 
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gaged  in  examining  the  furniture  and  making  an  inven- 
tory, with  the  aid  of  Madame  di  Negra's  upper  servant. 
The  thin  man  stared  at  Frank,  and  touched  the  hat  which 
was  on  his  head.'  The  servant,  who  was  a  foreigner, 
approached  Frank,  and  said,  in  broken  English,  that  his 
lad  J  did  not  receive  —  that  she  was  unwell,  and  kept  her 
room.  Frank  thrust  a  sovereign  into  the  servant's  hand, 
and  begged  him  to  tell  Madame  di  Negra  that  Mr. 
Hazeldean  entreated  the  honor  of  an  interview.  As  soon 
ast  the  servant  vanished  on  this  errand,  Frank  seized  the 
thin  man  by  the  arm  — ''  What  is  this  ? — an  execution  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  For  what  sum  ?  " 

"  Fifteen  hundred  and  forty-seven  pounds.  We  are  the 
first  in  possession." 

"  There  are  others,  then  ?  " 

"  Or  else,  sir,  we  should  never  have  taken  this  step. 
Most  painful  to  our  feelings,  sir ;  but  these  foreigners  are 
here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow.     And " 

The  servant  re-entered.  Madame  di  Negra  would  see 
Mr.  Hazeldean.  Would  he  walk  up-stairs  ?  Frank  has- 
tened to  obey  this  summons. 

Madame  di  Negra  was  in  a  small  room  which  was  fitted 
up  as  a  boudoir.  Her  eyes  showed  the  traces  of  recent 
tears,  but  her  face  was  composed,  and  even  rigid,  in  its 
haughty,  though  mournful  expression.  Frank,  however, 
did  not  pause  to  notice  her  countenance — to  hear  her 
dignified  salutation.  All  his  timidity  was  gone.  He  saw 
but  the  woman  whom  he  loved,  in  distress  and  humiliation. 
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As  the  door  clQsed  on  him,  he  flung  himself  at  her  feet. 
He  caught  at  her  hand  —  the  skirt  of  her  robe. 

"  Oh  I  Madame  di  Negra  I  —  Beatrice  I "  he  exclaimed, 
tears  in  his  eyes,  and  his  voice  half-broken  by  generous 
emotion  ;  "  forgive  me  —  forgive  me ;  don't  see  in  me  a 
mere  acquaintance.  By  accident  I  learned,  or,  rather, 
guessed  —  this  —  this  strange  insult  to  which  you  are  so 
unworthily  exposed.  I  am  here.  Think  of  me  —  but  as 
a  friend  —  the  truest  friend.  Oh  I  Beatrice,"  —  and  he 
bent  his  head  over  the  hand  he  held  —  "I never  dared  to 
8ay  so  before  —  it  seems  presuming  to  say  it  now  —  but  I 
cannot  help  it.  I  love  you,  I  love  you  with  my  whole 
heart  and  soul; — to  serve  you — if  only  but  to  serve 
you  I  —  I  ask  nothing  else."  And  a  sob  went  from  his 
warm,  young,  foolish  heart. 

The  Italian  was  deeply  moved.  Nor  was  her  nature 
that  of  the  mere  sordid  adventuress.  So  much  love,  and 
so  much  confidence  I  She  was  not  prepared  to  betray 
the  one,  and  entrap  the  other. 

"  Rise— rise,"  she  said,  softly ;  "  I  thank  you  gratefully. 
But  do  not  suppose  that  I " 

"  Hush  —  hush  I  —  you  must  not  refuse  me.  Hush  I 
don't  let  your  pride  speak." 

"No  —  it  is  not  pride.  You  exaggerate  what  is  oc- 
curring here.  You  forget  that  I  have  a  brother.  I  have 
sent  for  him  He  is  the  only  one  I  can  apply  to.  Ah  I 
that  is  his  knock  I  But  I  shall  never,  never  forget  that 
I  have  fojnd  one  generous,  noble  heart  in  this  hollow 
world. " 
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Praulc  would  have  replied,  but  he  heard  the  Count** 
voice  on  the  stairs,  and  had  only  time  to  rise  and  with- 
draw to  the  window,  trying  hard  to  repress  his  agitation 
and  compose  his  countenance.  Count  di  Peschiera  en- 
tered —  entered  as  a  very  personation  of  the  beauty  and 
magnificence  of  careless,  luxurious,  pampered,  egotistical 
wealth.  His  surtout,  trimmed  with  the  costliest  sables^ 
flung  back  from  his  splendid  chest.  Amidst  the  folds  of 
the  glossy  satin  that  enveloped  his  throat,  gleamed  ^ 
turquoise,  of  such  value  as  a  jeweller  might  have  kept  foj^ 
fifty  years  before  he  could  find  a  customer  rich  and  frivo- 
lous enough  to  buy  it.  The  very  head  of  l^is  cane  was  a, 
masterpiece  of  art,  and  the  man  himself^  so  elegant  de- 
spite his  strength,  and  so  fresh  despite  his  years  I  — It  is 
astonishing  how  well  men  wear  when  they  think  of  no  one 
but  themselves  I 

"  Pr-rr  I "  said  the  Count,  not  observing  Prank  beiiind 

the  draperies  of  the  window  I     "  Pr-rr .     It  seems 

to  me  that  you  must  have  passsed  a  very  unpleasant 
quarter  of  an  hour.  And  —  now  —  Dieu  me  damne  — 
quol  /aire  !  " 

Beatrice  pointed  to  the  window,  and  felt  as  if  she  could 
have  sunk  into  the  earth  for  shame.  But  as  the  Count 
spoke  in  French,  and  Frank  did  not  very  readily  compre- 
hend that  language,  the  words  escaped  him  j  though  hia 
ear  was  shocked  by  a  certain  satirical  levity  of  tone. 

Frank  came  forward.  The  Count  held  out  his  hand, 
and  with  a  rapid  change  of  voice  and  manner,  said,  '*  One 
whom  my  sister  admits  at  such  a  moment  must  be  a  friend 
to  me  " 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  387 

"  Mr.  Hf^zeldean,"  said  Beatrice,  with  meaaing,  "  would 
indeed  have  nobly  pressed  on  me  the  offer  of  an  aid  which 
I  need  no  more,  since  you,  my  brother,  are  here." 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  Count,  with  his  superb  air  of 
grand  seigneur;  "I  will  go  down  and  clear  your  house 
of  this  impertinent  canaille.  But  I  thought  your  affairs 
were  with  Baron  Levy.     He  should  be  here." 

"  I  expect  him  every  moment.  Adieu  I  Mr.  Hazeldean." 
Beatrice  extended  her  hand  to  her  young  lover  with  a 
frankness  which  was  not  without  a  certain  pathetic  and 
cordial  dignity.  Restrained  from  further  words  by  the 
Count's  presence,  Frank  bowed  over  the  fair  hand  in  si- 
lence, and  retired.  He  was  on  the  stairs  when  he  was 
joined  by  Peschiera. 

"  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  the  latter,  in  a  low  tone,  *'  will 
you  come  into  the  drawing-room  ?  " 

Frank  obeyed.  The  man  employed  in  his  examination 
of  the  furniture  was  still  at  his  task :  but  at  a  short  whisper 
from  the  Count,  he  withdrew. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Peschiera,  "  I  am  so  unacquainted 
with  your  English  laws,  and  your  mode  of  settling  embar- 
rassments of  this  degrading  nature,  and  you  have  evidently 
shown  so  kind  a  sympathy  in  my  sister's  distress,  that  I 
venture  to  ask  you  to  stay  here,  and  aid  me  in  consulting 
with  Baron  Levy." 

Frank  was  just  expressing  his  unfeigned  pleasure  to  be 
of  the  slightest  use,  when  Levy's  knock  resounded  at  the 
street-door,  and  in  another  moment  the  Baron  entered. 

'*  Ouf  I "  said  Levy,  wiping  his  brows,  and  sinking  into 
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a  chair  as  if  he  had  been  engaged  in  toils  the  most  ex- 
hausting— "  Ouf !  this  is  a  very  sad  business — very  ;  and 
nothing,  my  dear  Count,  nothing  but  ready  money  can 
save  us  here." 

"  You  know  my  affairs,  Levy,"  replied  Peschiera, 
mournfully  shaking  his  head,  "  and  that  though  in  a  few- 
months,  or  it  may  be  weeks,  I  could  discharge  with  ease 
my  sister's  debts,  whatever  their  amount,  yet  at  this  mo- 
ment, and  in  a  strange  land,  I  have  not  the  power  to  do 
so.  The  money  I  brought  with  me  is  nearly  exhausted. 
Can  you  not  advance  the  requisite  sum  ? " 

'*  Impossible  ! — Mr.  Hazeldean  is  aware  of  the  distress 
under  which  I  labor  myself" 

*'  In  that  case,"  said  the  Count,  "  all  we  can  do  to-day 
is  to  remove  my  sister,  and  let  the  execution  proceed. 
Meanwhile  I  will  go  among  my  friends,  and  see  what  I 
can  borrow  from  them." 

"Alas  !  "  said  Levy,  rising  and  looking  out  of  the  win- 
dow—  "alas  I  we  cannot  remove  the  Marchesa  —  the 
worst  is  to  come.  Look  !  —  you  see  those  three  men ; 
they  have  a  writ  against  her  person  :  the  monaent  she  sets 
her  foot  out  of  these  doors,  she  will  be  arrested."* 

"  Arrested  1 "  exclaimed  Peschiera  and  Frank  in  a 
breath. 

"I  have  done  my  best  to  prevent  this  disgrace,  but  in 
vain,"  said  the  Baron,  looking  very  wretched.  "You  see 
these  English  trades-people  fancy  they  have  no  hold  upon 

♦  At  that  date  the  law  of  mesne  process  existed  ««tUI. 
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foreigners.  But  we  can  get  bail;  she  mnst  not  go  to 
prison " 

"  Prison  ! "  echoed  Frank.  He  hastened  to  Levy,  and 
drew  him  aside.  The  Count  seemed  paralyzed  by  shame 
and  grief.  Throwing  himself  back  on  the  sofa,  he  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands. 

"My  sister!"  groaned  the  Count — "daughter  to  a 
Peschiera,  widow  to  a  di  Negra  I "  There  was  something 
affecting  in  the  proud  woe  of  this  grand  patrician. 

"What  is  the  sum?"  whispered  Prank,  anxious  that 
the  poor  Count  should  not  overhear  him  ;  and  indeed  the 
Count  seemed  too  stunned  and  overwhelmed  to  hear  any- 
thing less  loud  than  a  clap  of  thunder  ! 

"  We  may  settle  all  liabilities  for  £5,000.  Nothing  to 
Peschiera,  who  is  enormously  rich.  Entre  nous,  I  doubt 
his  assurance  that  he  is  without  ready  money.  It  may  be 
so,  but " 

"  Five  thousand  pounds  I  How  can  I  raise  such  a 
sum?" 

"  Yqu,  my  dear  Hazeklean  ?  What  are  you  talking 
about  ?  To  be  sure  you  could  raise  twice  as  much  with 
a  stroke  of  your  pen,  and  throw  your  own  debts  into  the 
bargain.    But  —  to  be  so  generous  to  an  acquaintance  I  " 

"Acquaintance  I  —  Madame  di  Negra  !  the  height  of 
my  ambition  is  to  claim  her  as  my  wife  I " 

"And  these  debts  don't  startle  you  ?  " 

"  If  a  man  loves,"  answered  Frank,  simply,  "  he  feels  it 
most  when  the  woman  he  loves  is  in  affliction.  And,"  he 
added,  after  a  pause,  "  though  these  debts  are  faults,  kind- 
33*  ^         , 
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iRess  at  this  moment  may  give  me  the  power  to  cure  for 
ever  both  her  faults  and  my  own.  I  can  raise  this  money 
by  a  stroke  of  the  pen  I     How  ?  " 

"  On  the  Casino  property." 

Frank  drew  back. 

"  No  other  way  ?  " 

*'  Of  course  not.  But  I  know  your  scruples ;  let  us  see  - 
if  they  can  be  conciliated  You  would  marry  Madame  di 
Negra ;  she  will  have  £20,000  on  her  wedding-day.  Why 
not  arrange  that,  oiit  of  this  sum,  your  anticipative  charge 
on  the  Casino  property  be  paid  at  once  ?  ThuS,  in  truth, 
it  will  be  but  for  a  few  weeks  that  the  charge  will  exist. 
The  bond  will  remain  locked  in  my  desk  —  it  can  never 
come  to  your  father's  knowledge,  nor  wound  his  feelings- 
*'And  when  you  marry  (if  you  will  but  be  prudent  in  the 
meanwhile),  you  will  not  owe  a  debt  in  the  world." 

Here  the  Count  suddenly  started  up. 

"  Mr.  Hazeldean,  I  asked  you  to  stay  and  aid  us  by 
your  counsel ;  I  see  now  that  counsel  is  unavailing.  This 
blow  on  our  house  must  fall  I  I  thank  you,  sir  —  I  thank 
you.  Farewell.  Levy,  come  with  me  to  my  poor  sister, 
and  prepare  her  for  the  worst." 

"Count,"  said  Frank,  "hear  me.  My  acquaintance 
with  you  is  but  slight,  but  I  have  long  known  and  —  and 
esteemed  your  sister.  Baron  Levy  has  suggested  a  mode 
in  which  I  can  have  the  honor  and  the  happiness  of  re- 
moving this  temporary  but  painful  embarrassment.  I  can 
advance  the  money." 

"No  —  nol"  exclaimed  Peschiera     "How  can  you 
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suppose  that  T  will  hear  of  such  a  proposition  f  Yoar 
youth  and  benevolence  mislead  and  blind  yon.  Impossi- 
ble, sir  —  impossible  !  Why,  even  if  I  had  no  pride,  no 
delicacy  of  my  own,  my  sister's  fair  fame " 

"  Would  suffer  indeed,"  interrupted  Levy,  "  if  she  were 
under  such  obligation  to  any  one  but  her  aJBSanced  hus- 
band. 'Not,  whatever  my  regard  for  you.  Count,  could  I 
suffer  my  client,  Mr.  EOazeldean,  to  make  this  advance 
upon  any  less  valid  security  than  that  of  the  fortune  to 
which  Madame  di  Negra  is  entitled." 

"  Ha  1  —  is  this  indeed  so  ?  You  are  a  suitor  for  my 
sister's  hand,  Mr.  Hazeldean  ? " 

''  But  not  at  this  moment  —  not  to  owe  her  hand  to 
the  compulsioa  of  gratitude,"  answered  gentleman  Prank. 

"  Gratitude  I  And  you  do  not  know  her  heart,  then  ? 
Do  not  know — "  the  CoHtit  interrupted  himself,  and 
went  on  after  a  pause.  "  Mr.  Hazeldean,  I  need  not  say, 
that  we  rank  among  the  first  houses  in  Europe.  My 
pride  led  me  fcwrmerly  into  the  error  of  disposing  of  my 
sister's  hand  to  one  whom  she  did  not  love  —  merely  be- 
cause in  rank  he  was  her  equal.  I  will  not  again  commit 
such  an  error,  nor  would  Beatrice  agaitf*  obey  me  if  I 
sought  to  constrain  her.  Where  she  marries,  there  will 
she  love-  If,  indeed,  she  accepts  you,  as  I  believe  she 
will,  it  will  be  from  affection  solely.  If  she  does,  I  cannot 
scruple  to  accept  this  loan — a  loan  from  a  brother-in-law 
—  loan  to  me,  and  not  charged  against  her  fortune  !  l^hcU 
sir  [turning  to  Levy,  with  his  grand  air]  you  will  take 
care  to  arrange.  If  she  do  not  accept  you,  Mr.  Hazeldean 
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the  Joan,  I  repeat,  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  Pardon  me, 
if  I  leave  you.  This,  one  way  or  other,  must  be  decided 
at  once. "  The  Count  inclined  his  head  with  much  state- 
liness,  and  then  quitted  the  room.  His  step  was  heard 
ascending  the  stairs. 

"If,"  said  Levy,  in  the  tone  of  a  mere  man  of  business 
—  "  if  the  Count  pay  the  debts,  and  the  lady's  fortune  be 
only  charged  with  your  own  -—  after  all  it  will  not  be  a 
bad  marriage  in  the  world's  eye,  nor  ought  it  to  be  in  a 
father's.  Trust  me,  we  shall  get  Mr.  Hazeldean's  consent, 
and  cheerfully  too." 

Frank  did  not  listen  ;  he  could  only  listen  to  his  love, 
to  his  heart  beating  loud  with  hope  and  with  fear. 

Levy  sate  down  before  the  table,  and  drew  up  a  long 
list  of  figures  in  a  very  neat  hand  —  a  list  of  figures  on 
two  accounts,  which  the  post-obit  on  the  Casino  was  des- 
tined to  efface. 

After  a  lapse  of  time,  which  to  Frank  seemed  intermi- 
nable, the  Count  reappeared.  He  took  Frank  aside,  with 
a  jgesture  to  Levy,  who  rose,  and  retired  into  the  drawing- 
room. 

"My  dear  young  friend,"  said  Peschiera,  "as  T  sus- 
pected, my  sister's  heart  is  wholly  yours.  Stop  ;  hear  me 
out.  But,  unluckily  I  informed  her  of  your  generous  pro- 
posal ;  it  was  most  unguarded,  most  ill-judged  in  me,  and 
that  has  well-nigh  spoiled  all ;  she  has  so  much  pride  and 
spirit ;  so  great  a  fear  that  you  may  think  yourself  be- 
trayed into  an  imprudence  which  you  may  hereafter  regret, 
that  I  am  sure  she  will  tell  you  that  she  does  not  love  yo^, 
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she  cannot  accept  you,  and  so  forth.  Lovers  like  you  arb 
not  easily  deceived.  Don't  go  by  her  words ;  but  you 
shall  see  her  yourself  and  judge.     Come." 

"Followed  mechanically  by  Frank,  the  Count  ascended 
the  stairs  and  threw  open  the  door  of  Beatrice's  room. 
The  Marchesa's  back  was  turned ;  but  Frank  could  see 
that  she  was  weeping. 

"  I  have  brought  my  friend  to  plead'for  himself,"  said 
the  Count,  in  French ;  "  and  take  my  advice,  sister,  and 
do  not  throw  away  all  prospect  of  real  and  solid  happi- 
ness for  a  vain  scruple.  Heed  me!  "  He  retired,  and  left 
Frank  alone  with  Beatrice. 

Then  the  Marchesa,  as  if  by  a  violent  effort,  so  sudden 
was  her  movement,  and  so  wild  her  look,  turned  her  face 
to  her  wooer,  and  came  up  to  him  where  he  stood. 

"  Oh !  "  she  said,  clasping  her  hands,  "  is  this  true  ? 
You  would  save  me  from  disgrace,  from  a  prison  —  and 
what  can  I  give  you  in  return  ?  My  love  I  No,  no  :  I 
will  not  deceive  you.  Young,  fair,  noble,  as  you  are,  I 
do  not  love  you,  as  you  should  be  loved.  Go  ;  leave  this 
house  ;  you  do  not  know  my  brother.  Go,  go  —  while  I 
have  still  strength,  still  virtue  enough  to  reject  whatever 
may  protect  me  from  him  I  whatever — may — Oh — go,  go." 

"You  do  not  love  me,"  said  Frank.  "Well  I  don't 
wonder  at  it ;  you  are  so  brilliant,  so  superior  to  me.  I 
will  abandon  hope  —  I  will  leave  you  as  you  command 
me.  But  at  least  I  will  not  part  with  my  privilege  to 
serve  you.  As  for  the  rest  —  shame  on  me  if  I  could  be 
mean  esough  to  boast  of  love,  and  enforce  a  suit,  at  such 
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a  moment."  Prank  turned  his  face  and  stole  away  softly. 
He  did  not  arrest  his  steps  at  the  drawing-room  ;  he  went 
into  the  parlor,  wrote  a  brief  line  to  Levy  charging  him 
quietly  to  dismiss  the  execution,  and  to  come  to  Prank's 
rooms  with  the  necessary  deeds ;  and,  above  all,  to  say 
nothing  to  the  Count.  Then  he  went  out  of  the  house 
and  walked  back  to  his  lodgings. 

That  evening  "Levy  came  to  him,  and  accounts  were 
gone  into,  and  papers  signed ;  and  the  n«xt  morning 
Madame  di  Negra  was  free  from  debt ;  and  there  was  A' 
great  claim  on  the  reversion  of  the  Casino  estates ;  and 
at  the  noon  of  that  next  day  Randal  was  closeted  with 
Beatrice  ;  and  before  the  night,  came  a  note  from  Madaine 
di  Negra,  hurried,  blurred  with  tears,  summoning  Prank 
to  Curzon  Street.  And  when  he  entered  the  Marchesa's 
drawing-room,  Peschiera  was  seated  beside  his  sister ;  and 
rising  at  Prank's  entrance,  said,  "My  dear  brother-in- 
law  ! "  and  placed  Prank's  hand  in  Beatrice's. 

"  You  accept  —  yon  accept  me  —  and  of  your  own  free 
will  and  choice  ?  " 

And  Beatrice  answered,  **  Bear  with  me  a  little,  and  I 
will  try  to  repay  you  with  all  my  —  all  my  — "  She 
stopped  short,  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"  I  never  thought  her  capable  of  such  acute  feelings, 
such  strong  attachment,"  whispered  the  Count. 

Frank  heard,  and  his  face  was  radiant.  By  degrees 
Madame  di  Negra  recovered  composure,  and  she  listened 
with  what  her  young  lover  deemed  a  tender  interepl,  but 
what  in  fact,  was  mournful  and  humbled  resignation,  to 
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his  joyous  talk  of  the  future.  To  him  the  hours  passed 
by,  brief  and  bright,  like  a  flash  of  sunlight.  And  his 
dreams,  when  he  retired  to  rest,  were  so  golden  I  But, 
when  he  awoke  the  next  morning,  he  said  to  himself, 
"What  — what  will  they  say  at  the  Hall?" 

At  that  same  hour  Beatrice,  burying  her  face  on  her 
pillow,  turned  from  the  loathsome  day,  and  could  have 
prayed  for  death.  At  that  same  hour,  Giulio  Franzini, 
Count  di  Peschiera,  dismissing  some  gaunt  haggard  Ital- 
ians, with  whom  he  had  been  in  close  conference,  sallied 
forth  to  reconnoitre  the  house  that  contained  Yiolante. 
At  that  same  hour  Baron  Levy  was  seated  before  his  desk 
casting  up  a  deadly  array  of  fignres,  headed,  "Account 
with  the  Right  Hon.  Audley  Egerton,  M.P.,  Dr,  and  (7r." 
—  title-deeds  strewed  around  him,  and  Frank  Hazeldean's 
post-obit  peeping  out  fresh  from  the  elder  parchments. 
At  that  same  hour,  Audley  Egerton  had  just  concluded  a 
letter  from  the  chairman  of  his  committee  in  the  city  he 
represented,  which  letter  informed  him  that  he  had  not  a 
chance  of  being  re-elected.  And  the  lines  of  his  face  were 
as  composed  as  usual,  and  his  foot  rested  as  firm  on  the 
grim  iron  box ;  but  his  hand  was  pressed  to  his  heart,  and 
his  eye  was  on  the  clock  ;  and  his  voice  muttered  —  "  Dr. 

F should  be   here  I "     And   at  that  hour,  Harley 

L'Estrange,  who  the  previous  night  had  charmed  courtly 
crowds  with  his  gay  humor,  was  pacing  to  and  fro  the 
room  in  his  hotel  with  restless  strides  and  many  a  heavy 
ligh  ;  —  and  Leonard  was  standing  by  the  fountain  in  his 
garden^  and  watching  the  wintry  sunbeams  that  sparkled 
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athwart  the  spray ;  —  and  Yiolante  was  leaning  on  Helen's 
shoulder,  and  trying  archly,  yet  innocently,  to  lead  Helen 
to  talk  of  Leonard  ;  —  and  Helen  was  gazing  steadfastly 
on  the  floor,  and  answering  but  by  monosyllables  ;  —  and 
Randal  Leslie  wa«  walking  down  to  his  office  for  the  last 
time,  and  reading,  as  he  passed  across  the  Green  Park,  a 
letter  from  home,  from  his  sister;  and  then,  suddenly 
crumpling  the  letter  in  his  thin  pale  hand,  he  looked  up, 
beheld  in  the  distance  the  spires  of  the  great  national  Ab- 
bey ;  and  recalling  the  words  of  our  hero  Nelson,  he  mut- 
tered —  "  Victory  and  Westminster,  but  not  the  Abbey  I  " 
And  Randal  Leslie  felt  that,  within  the  last  few  days,  he 
had  made  a  vast  stride  in  his  ambition  ;  — his  grasp  on 
the  old  Leslie  lands  —  Frank  Hazeldean  betrothed,  and 
possibly  disinherited ;  and  Dick  Avenel,  in  the  background, 
opening  against  the  hated  Lansmere  interest  that  same 
seat  in  Parliament  which  had  first  welcomed  into  pablio 
life  Randal's  ruined  patron. 

**But  some  must  laugh,  and  some  mast  weep* 
Thus  ifuns  the  world  awayl" 
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INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

ON  THE  IMPORTANCE   OP   HATE  AS  AN  AGENT   IN   CIVILI8EI) 
LIFE. 

It  is  not  an  nncommon  crotchet  amongst  benevolent 
men  to  maintain  that  wickedness  is  necessarily  a  sort  of 
insanity,  and  that  nobody  would  make  a  violent  start  out 
of  the  straight  path  unless  stung  to  such  disorder  by  a 
bee  in  his  bonnet.  Certainly,  when  some  very  clever  well- 
educated  person  like  our  friend  Randal  Leslie,  acts  upon 
the  fallacious  principle  that  ''roguery  is  the  best  policy, '' 
it  is  curious  to  see  how  many  points  he  has  in  common 
with  the  insane  :  what  over-cunning  —  what  irritable  rest- 
lessness— what  suspicious  belief  that  the  rest  of  the  world 
are  in  a  conspiracy  against  him,  which  it  requires  all  his 
wit  to  baffle  and  turn  to  his  own  proper  aggrandisement 
and  profit.  Perhaps  some  of  my  readers  may  have  thought 
that  I  have  represented  Randal  as  unnaturally  far-fetched 
in  his  schemes,  too  wire-drawn  and  subtle  in  his  specula- 
tloas ;  yet  that  is  commonly  the  case  with  very  refining 
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intellects,  wheu  they  choose  to  play  the  knave ;  it  helpa 
to  disguise  from  themselves  the  ugliness  of  their  ambition, 
just  as  a  philosopher  delights  in  the  ingenuity  of  some 
metaphysical  process,  which  ends  in  what  plain  men  call 
"atheism,"  wlso  would  be  infinitely  sho^V^4  ^^^  offended 
if  he  were  called  an  atheist. 

Having  premised  thus  much  on  behalf  of  the  "  Natural " 
in  Randal  Leslie's  character,  I  must  here  fly  off  to  say  a 
word  or  two  on  the  agency  in  human  life  exercised  by  a 
passion  rarely  seen  without  a  mask  in  our  debonnaire  and 
civilised  age  — I  mean  Hate. 

In  the  good  old  days  of  our  forefathers,  when  plain 
speaking  and  hard  blows  were  in  fashion — when  a  man 
had  his  heart  at  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  and  four  feet  of 
sharp  iron  dangling  at  his  side,  Hate  played  an  honest 
open  part  in  the  theatre  of  the  worM.  In  fact,  when  we 
read  history.  Hate  seems  to  hs^ve  "stari-ed  it"  on  the 
stage.  But  now  where  is  Hate  ?  —  who  ever  sees  its 
face  ?  Is  it  that  smiling,  good-tempered  creature,  that 
presses  you  by  the  hand  so  cordially  ?  or  that  dignified 
figure  of  state  that  calk  you  its  "Right  Honorable 
friend  ?  "  Is  it  that  bowing,  grateful  dependant  ?  —  is  it 
that  soft-eyed  Amaryllis  ?  Ask  not,  guess  not :  you  will 
only  know  it  to  be  Hate  when  the  poison  is  in  your  cup, 
or  the  poniard  in  your  breast.  In  the  Gothic  age,  grim 
Humor  painted  "  the  Dance  of  Death j  "  in  our  polished 
century,  some  sardonic  wit  should  give  us  "the  Masque- 
rade of  Hate." 

Certainly,  the  counter-passion  betrays  itself  with  oase 
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to  onr  gaze.  Love  is  rarely  a  hypocrite.  But  Hate  — 
how  detect,  and  how  goard  against  it  ?  It  lurks  where 
you  least  suspect  it ;  it  is  created  by  causes  that  you  can 
the  least  foresee ;  and  Civilisation  multiplies  its  varieties, 
whilst  it  favors  its  disguise :  for  Civilisation  increases  the 
number  of  contending  interests,  and  Refinement  renders 
more  susceptible  to  the  least  irritation  the  cuticle  of  Self- 
Love.  But  Hate  comes  covertly  forth  from  some  self* 
interest  we  have  crossed,  or  some  self-love  we  have 
wounded ;  and,  dullards  that  we  are,  how  seldom  we  are 
aware  of  our  olffence  I  You  may  be  hated  by  a  man  you 
have  never  seen  in  your  life  :  you  may  he  hated  as  often 
by  one  you  have  loaded  with  benefits  ;  —  you  may  so  walk 
as  not  to  tread  on  a  worm ;  but  you  must  sit  fast  on  your 
easy-chair  till  you  are  carried  out  to  your  bier,  if  you 
would  be  sure  not  to  tread  on  some  snake  of  a  foe.  But, 
then,  what  harm  does  the  hate  do  us  ?  Very  often  the 
harm  is  as  unseen  by  the  world  as  the  hate  is  unrecognised 
by  us.  It  may  come  on  us,  unawares,  in  some  solitary 
by-way  of  our  life  ;  strike  us  in  our  unsuspecting  privacy ; 
thwart  us  in  some  blessed  hope  we  have  never  told  to 
another ;  for  the  moment  the  world  sees  that  it  is  Hate 
that  strikes  us,  its  worst  power  of  mischief  is  gone. 

We  have  a  great  many  names  for  the  same  passion  — 
Envy,  Jealousy,  Spite,  Prejudice,  Rivalry ;  but  they  are 
so  many  synonyms  for  the  one  old  heathen  demon.  When 
the  death-giving  shaft  of  Apollo  sent  the  plague  to  some 
unhappy  Acheewi,  it  did  not  much  matter  to  the  victim 
wbether  the  god  were  callea  Helios  or  Smintheus. 
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No  man  you  ever  met  in  the  world  seemed  more  raised 
above  the  malice  of  Hate  than  Andley  Egerton  :  even  in 
the  hot  war  of  politics  he  had  scarcely  a  personal  foe ; 
and  in  private  life  he  kept  himself  so  aloof  and  apart  from 
others  that  he  was  little  known,  save  by  the  benefits  the 
waste  of  his  wealth  conferred.  That  the  hate  of  any  one 
could  reach  the  austere  statesman  on  his  high  pinnacle  of 
esteem  —  you  would  have  smiled  at  the  idea  I  But  Hate 
is  now,  as  it  ever  has  been,  an  actual  Power  amidst  "  the 
Varieties  of  Life  ; "  and,  in  spite  of  bars  to  the  doors,  and 
policemen  in  the  street,  no  one  can  be  said  to  sleep  in 
safety  while  there  wakes  the  eye  of  a  single  foe. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  glory  of  Bond  Street  is  no  more :  the  title  of 
Bond  Street  Lounger  has  faded  from  our  lips.  In  vain 
the  crowd  of  equipages  and  the  blaze  of  shops :  the  re- 
nown of  Bond  Street  was  in  its  pavement  —  its  pedes- 
trians. Art  thou  old  enough,  O  reader  I  to  remember 
the  Bond  Street  Lounger  and  his  incomparable  genera- 
tion ?  For  my  part,  I  can  just  recall  the  decline  of  the 
grand  era.  It  was  on  its  wane  when,  in  the  ambition  of 
boyhood,  I  first  began  to  muse  upon  high  neckcloths  and 
Wellington  boots.  But  the  ancient  habUues — ^the  magni 
nominis  umbrce  —  contemporaries  of  Bruramell  in  his 
zenith  —  boon  companions  of  George  IV.  in  his  regenc7 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIiilS    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  401 

—  still  haunted  the  spot.  From  four  to  sii  in  the  hot 
month  of  June,  they  sauntered  stately  to  and  fro,  looking 
somewhat  mournful  even  then  —  foreboding  the  extmction 
of  their  race.  The  Bond  Street  Lounger  was  rarely  seet 
alone :  he  was  a  social  animal,  and  walked  arm-in-arm 
with  his  fellow-man.  He  did  not  seem  born  for  the  cares 
of  these  ruder  times ;  not  made  was  he  for  an  age  in 
which  Finsbury.  returns  members  to  Parliament.  He 
loved  his  small  talk ;  and  never  since  then  has  talk  been 
so  pleasingly  small.  Your  true  Bond  Street  Lounger 
had  a  very  dissipated  look.  His  youth  had  been  spent 
with  heroes  who  loved  their  bottle.  He  himself  had 
perhaps  supped  with  Sheridan.  He  was  by  nature  a 
spendthrift :  you  saw  it  in  the  roll  of  his  walk.  Men  who 
make  moneyrarely  saunter ;  men  who  save  money  rarely 
swagger.  But  saunter  and  swagger  both  united  to  stamp 
PBODiGAL  on  the  Bond  Street  Lounger.  And  so  familiar 
as  he  was  with  his  own  set,  and  so  amusingly  supercilious 
with  the  vulgar  residue  jof  mortals  whose  faces  were  strange 
to  Bond  Street  But  he  is  gone.  The  world,  though 
sadder  for  his  loss,  still  strives  to  do  its  best  without  him ; 
and  our  young  men,  nowadays,  attend  to  model  cottages, 
and  incline  to  Tractarianism.  Still  the  place,  to  an  un- 
reflecting eye,  has  its  brilliancy  and  bustle.  But  it  is  a 
thoroughfare,  not  a  lounge.  And  adown  the  thorough- 
fare, somewhat  before  the  hour  when  the  throng  is 
thickest,  passed  two  gentlemen  of  an  appearance  exceed- 
ingly out  of  keeping  with  the  place.  Yet  both  had  the 
«r  of  men  pretending  to  aristocracy  —  an  old-world  air 
34  *  II.  2  A  n        \ 
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of  respectability  and  stake  in  the  country,  and  Church- 
and-Stateism.  The  burlier  of  the  two  was  ev"en  rather  a 
beau  in  his  way.  He  had  first  learned  to  dress,  indeed, 
when  Bond  Street  was  at  its  acm^,  and  Brummell  in  his 
pride.  He  still  retained  in  his  garb  the  fashion  of  his 
youth  ;  only  what  then  had  spoken  of  the  town,  now  be- 
trayed the  life  of  the  country.  His  neckcloth  ample  and 
high,  and  of  snowy  whiteness,  set  off  to  comely  advantage 
a  face  smooth-shaven,  and  of  clear  iorid  hues ;  his  coat 
of  royal  blue,  with  buttons  in  which  you  might  have  seen 
yourself  veluti  in  speculuTHj  was,  rather  jauntily,  buttoned 
across  a  waist  that  spoke  of  lusty  middle  age,  free  from 
the  ambition,  the  avarice,  and  the  anxieties  that  fret 
Londoners  into  threadpapers  :  his  smaU*clothes,  of  greyish 
drab,  loose  at  the  thigh  and  tight  at  the  knee,  were  made 
by  BrummelPs  own  breeches-maker,  and  the  gaiters  to 
match  (thrust  half-way  down  the  calf,)  had  a  manly 
dandyism  that  would  have  done  honor  to  the  beau-ideai 
of  a  county  member.  The  profession  of  this  gentleman's 
companion  was  unmistakaWe — the  shovel-hat,  the  clerical 
cut  of  the  coat,  the  neck-cloth  without  collar,  that  seemed 
made  for  its  acc^sory  —  the  band,  and  something  very 
decorous,  yet  very  mild,  in  the  whole  mien  of  this  person- 
age, all  spoke  of  one  who  wa«  every  inch  the  gentleman 
and  the  parson. 

"No,'*  said  the  portlier  of  these  two  persons  —  "  no,  T 
can't  say  I  like  Frank's  looks  at  all.  There's  certainly 
something  on  his  mind.  However,  I  suppose  it  will  be 
all  out  this  evening." 
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"  He  dines  with  you  at  your  hotel,  Squire  ?  Well,  you 
must  be  kind  to  him.  We  can't  put  old  heads  upon  young 
shoulders. " 

"  I  don't  object  to  his  head  being  young,"  returned  the 
Squire ;  ''  but  I  wish  he  had  a  little  of  Randal  Leslie's 
good  sense  in  it.  I  see  how  it  will  end ;  I  most  take  him 
back  to  the  country ;  and  if  he  wants  occupation,  why  he 
shall  keep  the  hounds,  and  I'll  put  him  into  Brooksby 
Farm." 

"As  for  the  hounds,"  replied  the  Parson,  "hounds 
necessitate  horses ;  and  I  think  more  mischief  comes  to  a 
young  man  of  spirit,  from  the  stables,  than  from  any  other 
place  in  the  world.  They  ought  to  be  exposed  from  the 
pulpit,  those  stables  I "  added  Mr.  Dale,  thoughtfully ; 
"  see  what  they  entailed  upon  Nimrod  1  But  Agriculture 
is  a  healthful  and  noble  pursuit,  honored  by  sacred 
nations,  and  t;herished  by  the  greatest  men  in  classical 
times.     For  instance,  the  Athenians  were " 

"  Bother  the  Athenians,"  cried  the  Squire,  irreverently  ; 
"you  need  not  go  so  far  back  for  an  example.  It  is 
enough  for  a  Hazeldean  that  his  father,  and  his  grand- 
father, and  his  great-grandfather,  all  farmed  before  him  ; 
and  a  deyilish  deal  better,  I  take  it,  than  any  of  those 
musty  old  Athenians  —  no  offence  to  them.  But  I'll  tell 
you  one  thing,  Parson  —  a  man,  to  farm  well,  and  live  in 
the  country,  should  have  a  wife  ;  it  is  half  the  battle. " 

"As  to  a  battle,  a  man  who  is  married  is  pretty  sure  of 
half,  though  not  always  the  better  half,  of  it,"  answered 
the  Parson,  who  seemed  peculiarly  facetious  that  day. 
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"Ah,  Squire,  I  wish  I  could  think  Mrs.  Hazeldeau  right 
in  her  conjecture  I — you  would  have  the  prettiest  daugh- 
ter-in-law in  the  three  kingdoms.  And  I  do  believe 
that,  if  I  could  have  a  good  talk  with  the  young  lady 
apart  from  her  father,  we  could  remove  the  only  objection 
I  know  to  the  marriage.     Those  Popish  errors " 

"Ah,  very  true  I "  cried  the  Squire  ;  "  that  Pope  sticks 
hard  in  my  gizzard.  I  could  excuse  her  being  a  foreigner, 
and  not  having,  I  suppose,  a  shilling  in  her  pocket  — 
bless  her  handsome  face  I  — but  to  be  worshipping  images 
in  her  room  instead  of  going  to  the  parish  church,  that 
will  never  do.  But  you  think  you  could  talk  her  out  of 
the  Pope,  and  into  the  family  pew  ? " 

"  Why,  I  could  have  talked  her  father  out  of  the  Pope, 
only,  when  he  had  not  a  word  to  say  for  himself,  he 
bolted  out  of  the  window.  Youth  is  more  ingenuous  in 
confessing  its  errors." 

"  I  own,"  said  the  Squire,  "  that  both  Harry  and  I  had 
a  favorite  notion  of  ours  till  this  Italian  girl  got  into  our 
heads.  Do  you  know  we  both  took  a  great  fancy  to  Ran- 
daPs  little  sister  —  pretty,  blushing,  Engh'sh-faced  girl  as 
ever  you  saw.  And  it  went  to  Harry^s  good  heart  to  see 
her  so  neglected  by  that  silly  fidgety  mother  of  hers,  her 
hair  hanging  about  her  ears  ;  and  I  thought  it  would  be 
a  fine  way  to  bring  Randal  and  Frank  more  together,  and 
enable  me  to  do  something  for  Randal  himself — a  good 
boy  with  Hazeldean  blood  in  his  veins.  But  Violante  is 
so  handsome,  that  I  don't  wonder  at  the  boy's  choice ; 
and  then  it  is  our  fault — we  let  them  see  so  much  of  each 
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other  as  children.  However,  T  should  be  very  angry  if 
Rickeybockey  had  been  playing  sly,  and  running  away 
from  the  Casino  in  order  to  give  Frank  an  opportunity 
to  carry  on  a  clandestine  intercourse  with  his  daughter." 

"  I  don't  think  that  would  be  like  Riccabocca ;  more 
like  him  to  run  away  in  order  to  deprive  Frank  of  the 
best  of  all  occasions  to  court  Violante,  if  he  so  desired  ; 
foi  where  could  he  see  more  of  her  than  at  the  Casino  ?  " 

Squire.  —  That's  well  put.  Considering  he  was  only  a 
foreign  doctor,  and,  for  aught  we  know,  once  went  about 
in  a  caravan,  he  is  a  gentleman-like  fellow,  that  Rickey- 
bockey. I  speak  of  people  as  I  find  them.  But  what  is 
your  notion  about  Frank  ?  I  see  you  don't  think  he  is 
in  love  with  Violante,  after  all.  Out  with  it,  man  ;  speak 
plain. 

Parson.  —  Since  yon  so  urge  me,  I  own  I  do  not  think 
him  in  love  with  her ;  neither  does  my  Carry,  who  is  un- 
commonly shrewd  in  such  matters. 

Sqihre.  — Your  Carry,  indeed  !  —  as  if  she  were  half 
as  shrewd  as  my  Harry.     Carry  —  nonsense  I 

Parson  (reddening).  —  I  don't  want  to  make  invidious 
remarks ;  but,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  when  you  sneer  at  my 
Carry,  I  shonld  not  be  a  man  if  I  did  not  say  that 

Squire  (interrupting).  —  She  is  a  good  httle  woman 
enough  ;  but  to  compare  her  to  my  Harry  1 

Parson.  —  I  don't  compare  her  to  your  Harry ;  I  don't 
compare  her  to  any  woman  in  England,  sir.  But  you  are 
losing  your  temper,  Mr.  Hazeldean  I 

Squire.  —  I ! 
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Parson.  —  And  people  are  staring  at  you,  Mr.  Hazel- 
dean.  For  decency's  sake,  compose  yonrself,  and  change 
the  subject.  We  are  just  at  the  Albany.  I  hope  that 
we  shall  not  find  poor  Captain  Higginbotham  as  ill  as 
he  represents  himself  in  his  letter.  Ah,  is  it  possible  ? 
No,  it  cannot  be.     Look  —  look  I 

Squire.  —  Where  —  what  —  where  ?  Don't  pinch  so 
hard.     Bless  me,  do  you  see  a  ghost? 

Parson.  —  There  —  the  gentleman  in  black  1 

Squire.  —  Gentleman  in  black  I  What  I  —  in  broad 
daylight  I     Nonsense  1 

Here  the  Parson  made  a  spring  forward,  and,  catching 
the  arm  of  the  person  in  question,  who  himself  had  stop- 
ped, and  was  gazing  intently  on  the  pait*,  exclaimed  — 

"  Sir,  pardon  me  ;  but  is  not  your  name  Fairfield  ?  Ah, 
it  is  Leonard  —  it  is  —  my  dear,  dear  boy  I  What  joy  I 
So  altered,  so  improved,  but  still  the  same  honest  face. 
Squire,  come  here  —  your  old  Mend,  Leonard  Fairfield." 

"And  he  wanted  to  persuade  me,"  said  the  Squire, 
shaking  Leonard  heartily  by  the  hand,  "that  you  were 
the  Gentleman  in  Black;  but,  indeed,  he  has  been  in 
strange  humors  and  tantrums  all  the  morning.  Well, 
Master  Lenny  ;  Why,  you  are  grown  quite  a  gentleman  I 
The  world  thrives  with  you  —  eh  I  I  suppose  you  are 
head-gardener  to  some  grandee." 

"Not  that,  sir,"  said  Leonard,  smiling.  "But  the 
world  has  thriven  with  me  at  last,  though  not  without 
some  rough  usage  at  starting.  Ah,  Mr.  Dale,  you  can 
little  guess  how  often  I  have  thought  of  vou  and  youi 
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discourse  on  Kno^rledge ;  and,  what  is  more,  how  I  havo 
lived  to  feel  the  truth  of  your  words,  and  to  bless  the 
lesson." 

Parson  (much  touched  and  iattered).  —  I  expected 
nothing  less  from  you,  Leonard ;  yon  were  always  a  lad 
of  great  sense,  and  sound  judgment.  So  you  have  thought 
of  my  little  discourse  on  Knowledge,  have  you  ? 

Squire.  —  Hang  Knowledge  I  I  have  reason  to  hate 
the  word.  It  burned  down  three  ricks  of  mine ;  the 
finest  ricks  you  ever  set  your  eyes  on,  Mr.  Fairfield. 

Parson.  —  That  was  not  knowledge,  Squire  ;  that  was 
ignorance. 

Squire.  —  Ignorance  !  The  deuce  it  was !  ni  just 
appeal  to  you,  Mr.  Fairfield,  We  have  been  having  sad 
riots  in  the  shire,  and  the  ringleader  was  just  such  another 
lad  as  you  were ! 

Leonard.  —  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  Ha- 
zeldean.     In  what  respect? 

Squire  —  Why  he  was  a  village  genius,  and  always 
reading  some  cursed  little  tract  or  other ;  and  got  mighty 
discontented  with  King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  I  suppose, 
and  went  about  talking  of  the  wrongs  of  the  poor,  and 
the  crimes  of  the  rich,  till,  by  Jove,  sir,  the  whole  mob 
rose  one  day  with  pitchforks  and  sickles,  and  smash  went 
Parmer  Smart's  thrashing-machines;  and  on  the  same 
night  my  ricks  were  on  fire.  We  caught  the  rogues,  and 
they  were  all  tried ;  but  the  poor  deluded  laborers  were 
let  off  with  a  short  imprisonment.  The  village  genius, 
thank  Heaven,  is  sent  packing  to  Botany  Bay 
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Leonard.  —  But,  did  his  books  teach  him  to  bum  ricks 
and  smash  machines? 

Parson.  —  No ;  he  said  quite  the  contrary,  and  de- 
clared that  he  had  no  hand  in  those  misdoings. 

Squire.  — But  he  was  proved  to  have  excited,  with  his 
wild  talk,  the  boobies  who  had  !  'Gad,  sir,  there  was  a 
hypocritical  Quaker  once,  who  said  to  his  enemy,  "  I  can't 
shed  thy  blood,  friend,  but  I  will  hold  thy  head  under 
water  till  thou  art  drowned."  And  so  there  is  a  set  of 
demagogical  fellows,  who  keep  calling  out,  "  Farmer  this 
is  an  oppressor,  and  Squire  that  is  a  vampire  I  But  no 
violence  I  Don't  smash  their  machines,  don't  burn  their 
ricks  !  Moral  force,  and  a  curse  on  all  tyrants  I "  Well, 
and  if  poor  Hodge  thinks  moral  force  is  all  my  eye,  and 
that  the  recommendation  is  to  be  read  backwards,  in  the 
devil's  way  of  reading  the  Lord's  Prayer,  I  should  like 
to  know  which  of  the  two  ought  to  go  to  Botany  Bay  — 
Hodge,  who  comes  out  like  a  man,  if  he  thinks  he  is 
wronged,  or  t'other  sneaking  chap,  who  makes  use  of  his 
knowledge  to  keep  himself  out  of  the  scrape  ? 

Parson.  — It  may  be  very  true ;  but  when  I  saw  that 
poor  fellow  at  the  bar,  with  his  intelligent  face,  and  heard 
his  bold  clear  defence,  and  thought  of  all  his  hard  strug- 
gles for  knowledge,  and  how  they  had  ended,  because  he 
forgot  that  knowledge  is  like  fire,  and  must  not  be  thrown 
amongst  flax — why,  I  could  have  given  my  right  hand 
to  save  him.  And,  oh.  Squire,  do  you  remember  his  poor 
mother's  shriek  of  despair  when  he  was  sentenced  to  trans- 
portation for  life  ?  —  I  hear  it  now  !    And  what,  Leonard 
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— what  do  you  think  had  misled  him  ?  At  the  bottom  of 
all  the  mischief  was  a  Tinker's  bag  You  cannot  forget 
Sprott  ? 

Leonard.  —  Tinker's  bag  I  —  Sprott  I 
•  Squire.  —  That  rascal,  sir,  was  the  hardest  fellow  to 
nab  you  could  possibly  conceive ;  as  full  of  quips  and 
quirks  as  an  Old  Bailey  lawyer.  But  we  managed  to  bring 
it  home  to  him.  Lord  I  his  bag  was  choke-full  of  tracts 
against  erery  man  who  had  a  good  coat  on  his  back  ;  and 
as  if  that  was  not  enough,  cheek  by  jowl  with  the  tracts 
were  lucifers,  contrived  on  a  new  principle,  for  teaching 
my  ricks  the  theory  of  spontaneous  combustion.  The 
laborers  bought'  the  lucifers  — 

Parson.  —  And  the  poor  village  genius  bought  the 
tracts. 

Squire.  —  All  headed  with  a  motto  —  "  To  teach  the 
working  classes  that  knowledge  is  power. "  So  that  I  was 
right  in  saying  that  knowledge  had  burnt  my  ricks  :  know- 
ledge inflamed  the  village  genius,  the  village  genius  in- 
flamed fellows  more  ignorant  than  himself,  and  they 
inflamed  my  stack-yard.  However,  lucifers,  tracts,  village 
genius,  and  Sprott,  are  all  off  to  Botany  Bay ;  and  the 
shire  has  gone  on  much  the  better  for  it.  So  no  more 
of  your  knowledge  for  me,  begging  your  pardon,  Mr. 
Fairfield.  Such  uncommonly  fine  ricks  as  mine  were  too  I 
1  declare,  Parson,  you  are  looking  as  if  you  felt  pity  for 
Sprott ;  and  I  saw  you,  indeed,  whispering  to  him  as  he 
vas  taken  out  of  court. 

Pabsdn.  (looking  sheepish).  —  Indeed,  Squire,  I  was 

HT.  — 35  rooalo 
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only  askiQg  Mm  what  had  become  of  his  donkey,  an  un- 
oflFending  creature. 

Squire.  —  Unofifending  I  Upset  me  amidst  a  thistle- 
bed  in  my  own  village-green.  I  remember  it.  Well,  what 
did  he  say  had  become  of  the  donkey  ? 

Parson.  —  He  said  but  one  word ;  but  that  showed  all 
the  vindictiveness  of  his  disposition.  He  said  it  with  a 
horrid  wink,  that  made  my  blood  run  cold.  "  Wbat's  be- 
come of  your  poor  donkey  ?  "  said  I,  and  he  answered — 

Squire.  —  Go  on.     He  answered 

Parson.  —  Sausages. 

Squire.  —  Sausages  !  Like  enough ;  and  sold  to  the 
poor  ;  and  that's  what  the  poor  will  oome  to  if  they  listen 
to  such  revolutionising  villains.  Sausages  I  Donkey  sau- 
sages I  (spitting)  —  'Tis  as  bad  as  eating  one  another ; 
perfect  cannibalism. 

Leonard,  who  had  been  thrown  into  grave  thought  by 
the  history  of  Sprott  and  the  village  genius,  now  pressing 
the  Parson's  hand,  asked  permission  to  wait  on  him  before 
Mr.  Dale  quitted  London ;  and  was  about  to  withdraw, 
when  the  Parson,  gently  detaining  him,  said — "No;  don't 
leave  me  yet,  Leonard  —  I  have  so  much  to  ask  you,  and 
to  talk  about.  I  shall  be  at  leisure  shortly.  We  are  just 
now  going  to  call  on  a  relation  of  the  Squire's,  whom  you 
must  recollect,  I  am  sure  —  Captain  Higginbotham  — 
Barnabas  Higginbotham.     He  is  very  poorly." 

"And  I  am  sure  he  would  take  it  kind  in  you  to  call 
too,"  said  the  Squire,  with  great  good-nature. 

Leonard. — Nay,  sir,  would  not  that  be  a  great  libsrtj ! 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  411 

Squire.  —  Liberty  I  to  ask  a  poor  sick  gentleman  how 
ne  is  ?  Nonsense.  And  I  say,  sir,  perhaps  as  no  doabt 
you  hare  been  Kving  in  town,  and  know  more  of  new- 
fangled notions  than  1  do  —  perhaps  you  can  tell  ns  whe- 
ther or  not  it  is  all  bumbng,  that  new  way  of  doctoring 
people. 

Leonard.  —  What  new  way,  sir  ?   There  are  so  many. 

Sqihre.  —  Are  there  ?  Folks  in  London  do  look  nn- 
commonly  sickly.  But  my  poor  cousin  (he  was  never  a 
Solomon)  has  got  bold,  he  says,  of  a  homey — homely  — 
What's  the  word.  Parson  ? 

Parson.  —  Homoepathist. 

Squire.  —  That's  it  I  Yon  see  the  captain  went  to  live 
with  one  Sharpe  Ourrie,  a  relation  who  had  a  great  deal 
of  money,  and  very  little  liver ;  —  made  the  one,  and  left 
much  of  the  other  in  Ingee,  you  understand.  The  Captain 
had  expectations  of  the  money.  Very  natural,  I  dare  say ; 
but  Lord,  sir,  what  do  you  think  has  happened  ?  Sharpe 
Currie  has  done  him.  Would  not  die,  sir ;  got  back  his 
liver,  and  the  Captain  has  lost  his  own.  Strangest  thing 
you  ever  heard.  And  then  the  ungrateful  old  Nabob  has 
dismissed  the  Captain,  saying,  "He  can't  bear  to  have 
invalids  about  him  ;  "  and  is  going  to  marry,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  will  have  children  by  the  dozen  1 

Parson.  —  It  was  in  Germany,  at  one  of  the  Spas,  that 
Mr.  Currie  recovered ;  and  as  he  had  the  selfish  inhu- 
manity to  make  the  Captain  go  through  a  course  of  waters 
simultaneously  with  himself,  it  has  so  chanced  that  the 
same  waters  that  cured  Mr.  Currie's  liver  have  destroyed 
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Captain  Higginbotham's.  •  An  English  homoepatbic  phy- 
sician, then  staying  at  the  Spa,  has  attended  the  Captain 
hither,  and  declares  that  he  will  restore  him  by  infinitesi- 
mal doses  of  the  same  chemical  properties  that  were  found 
in  the  waters  which  diseased  him.  Can  there  be  anything 
in  such  a  theory  ? 

Leonard.  —  I  once  knew  a  very  able,  though  eccentric 
homoeopathist,  and  I  am  inclined  to  believe  there  may  be 
something  in  the  system.  My  friend  went  to  Germany ; 
it  may  possibly  be  the  same  person  who  attends  the  Cap- 
tain.    May  I  ask  his  name  ? 

Squire.  —  Cousin  Barnabas  does  not  mention  it.  You 
may  ask  it  of  himself,  for  here  we  are  at  his  chambers.  I 
say,  Parson  (whispering  slily),  if  a  small  dose  of  what 
hurt  the  Captain  is  to  cure  him,  don't  you  think  the  pro- 
per thing  would  be  —  a  legacy?     Ha!  ha! 

Parson  (trying  not  to  laugh).  —  Hush,  Squire.  Poor 
human  nature  !  We  must  be  merciful  to  its  infirmities. 
Come  in,  Leonard. 

Leonard,  interested  in  his  doubt  whether  he  might  thus 
chance  again  upon  Dr.  Morgan,  obeyed  the  invitation, 
and  with  his  two  companions  followed  the  woman  who 
"  did  for  the  Captain  and  his  rooms,"  across  the  small 
lobby  into  the  presence  of  the  suflferer. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

Whatever  the  disposition  towards  merriment  at  his 
cousin's  expense  entertained  by  the  Squire,  it  vanished 
instantly  at  the  sight  of  the  Captain's  doleful  visage  and 
emaciated  figure. 

"  Very  good  in  you  to  come  to  town  to  see  me  —  very 
good  in  you,  cousin  j  and  in  you  too,  Mr.  Dale.  How 
very  well  you  are  both  looking.  I  am  a  sad  wreck.  You 
might  count  every  bone  in  my  body." 

"  Hazeldean  air  and  roast  beef  will  soon  set  you  up, 
my  boy,"  said  the  Squire,  kindly.  "  You  were  a  great 
goose  to  leave  them,  and  these  comfortable  rooms  of 
yorurs  in  the  Albany." 

'*  They  are  comfortable,  though  not  showy,"  said  the 
Captain,  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  "  I  had  done  my  best  to 
make  them  so.  New  carpets — this  very  chair  (morocco  !) 
—  that  Japan  cat  (holds  toast  and  muffins) — just  when 
— just  when  (the  tears  here  broke  forth,  and  the  Captain 
fairly  whimpered) — ^just  when  that  ungrateful,  bad-hearted 
man  wrote  me  word  '  he  was — was  dying,  and  lone  in  the 
world;'  and  —  and  —  to  think  what  I've  gone  through 
for  him  ;  — and  to  treat  me  so.  Cousin  William,  he  has 
grown  as  hale  as  yourself,  and  —  and " 

**  Che^r  up,  cheer  up  I "  cried  the  compassionate  Squire. 
"  It  is  a  very  hard  case,  I  allow.   But  you  see,  as  the  old 
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proverb  says,  '  'tis  ill  waiting  for  a  dead  man's  shoes ; '  and 
in  future  —  I  don't  mean  offence  —  but  I  think,  if  you 
would  calculate  less  on  the  livers  of  your  relations,  it 
would  be  all  the  better  for  your  own.     Excuse  me." 

"  Cousin  William,"  replied  the  poor  Captain,  "  I  am 
sure  I  never  calculated ;  but  still,  if  you  had  seen  tiiat 
deceitful  man's  good-for-nothing  face  —  as  yellow  as  a 
guinea  —  and  have  gone  through  all  I've  gone  through, 
you  would  have  felt  cut  to  the  heart,  as  I  do.  I  can't 
bear  ingratitude ;  I  never  could.  But  let  it  pass.  Will 
that  gentleman  take  a  chair?" 

Parson.  —  Mr.  Fairfield  has  kindly  called  with  us,  be- 
cause he  knows  something  of  this  system  of  homoeopathy 
which  you  have  adopted,  and  may,  perhaps,  know  the 
practitioner.     What  is  the  name  of  yo^r  doctor  ? 

Captain  (looking  at  his  watch).  —  That  reminds  mo 
(swallowing  a  globule).  A  great  relief  these  little  pills  — 
after  the  physic  I've  taken  to  please  that  malignant  man. 
He  always  tried  his  doctor's  stufif  upon  me.  But  there's 
another  world,  and  a  jurter. 

With  that  pious  oonclusion,  the  Captain  again  b^gan 
to  weep. 

"  Touched,"  m  ittered  the  Squire,  with  his  forefinger  on 
his  forehead.  "You  seem  to  have  a  good  tidy  sort  of  a 
nurse  here,  Cousin  Barnabas.  I  hope  she's  pleasant  and 
lively,  and  don't  let  you  take  on  so  ?  " 

*'  Hist  1  — don't  talk  of  her.  All  mercenary  ;  every  bit 
of  her  fawning  I  Would  you  believe  it  ?  —  I  give  her  ten 
shillings  a-week,  besides  all  that  goes  down  of  my  pats 
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of  batter  and  rolls ;  and  I  overheard  the  jade  saying  tc 
the  laundress  that  'I  could  not  last  long  —  and  she'd  — 
EXPECTATIONS  1 '  Ah,  Mr.  Dale,  when  one  thinks  of  the 
sinfulness  there  is  in  this  life  I  But  I'll  not  think  of  it ; 
no  —  111  Bot.     Let  us  change  the  subject.     You  were 

asking  my  doctor's  name.     It  is " 

Here  the  woman  with  "  expectations  "  threw  open  the 
door,  and  suddenly  announced  — "  Dr.  Morgan. 


CHAPTER  IV 

The  Parson  started,  and  so  did  Leonard. 

The  Homoeopathist  did  not  at  first  notice  either. 
With  an  unobservant  bow  to  the  visitors,  he  went  straight 
to  the  patient,  and  asked,  "  How  go  the  symptoms  ?  " 

Therewith  the  Captain  commenced,  in  a  tone  of  voice 
like  a  school-boy  reciting  the  catalogue  of  the  ships  in 
Homer.  He  had  been  evidently  conning  the  symptoms, 
and  learning  them  by  heart.  Nor  was  there  a  single 
Book  or  comer  in  his  anatomical  organisation,  so  far  a« 
the  Captain  was  acquainted  with  that  structure,  but  what 
some  symptom  or  other  was  dragged  therefrom,  and  ex- 
posed to  day.  The  Squire  listened  with  horror  to  the 
morbific  inventory,  muttering  at  each  dread  interval, 
"  Bless  me  !  Lord  bless  me  I  What,  more  still  I  Death 
would  be  a  very  happy  release  ! "  Meanwhile,  the  Doctor 
ondof^d  ttie  recital  with  exemplary  patience,  noting  down 
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in  the  leaves  of  his  pocket-book  what  appeared  to  him 
the  salient  points  in  this  fortress  of  disease  to  which  he 
had  laid  siege,  and  then,  drawing  forth  a  minute  paper, 
said,  — 

*'  Capital  —  nothing  can  be  better.  This  powder  must 
be  dissolved  in  eight  table-spoonfuls  of  water ;  one  spoon- 
ful every  two  hours." 

"  Table-spoonful  ?  " 

"Table-spoonful." 

"  *  Nothing  can  be  better,'  did  you  say,  sir  ?  "  repeated 
the  Squire,  who,  in  his  astonishment  at  the  assertion 
applied  to  the  Captain's  description  of  his  sufferings,  had 
hitherto  hung  fire  —  "  nothing  can  be  better  ?  " 

"  For  the  diagnosis,  sir  ! "  replied  Dr.  Morgan. 

"  For  the  dogs'  noses,  very  possibly,"  quoth  the  Squire  ; 
*Mjut  for  the  inside  of  Cousin  Higginsbotham,  I  should 
think  nothing  could  be  worse." 

"You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  replied  Dr.  Morgan.  "It  is 
not  the  Captain  who  speaks  here  —  it  is  his  liver.  Liver, 
sir,  though  a  noble,  is  an  imaginative  organ,  and  indulges 
in  the  most  extraordinary  fictions.  Seat  of  poetry,  and 
love,  and  jealousy  —  the  liver.  •  Never  believe  what  it 
says.  You  have  no  idea  what  a  liar  it  is  I  But  —  ahem 
— ahem.  Cott — I  think  I've  seen  you  before,  sir.  Surely 
your  name's  Hazeldean  ?  " 

"William  Hazeldean,  at  your  service.  Doctor.  But 
where  have  you  seen  me  ?  " 

"  On  the  hustings  at  Lansmere.  You  were  speaking 
on  behalf  of  your  distinguished  brother,  Mr.  Egerton.'' 
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'  Hang  it  I  "  cried  the  Squire ;  "  I  think  it  must  have 
been  my  liver  that  spoke  there  I  for  I  promised  the  elect- 
ors that  that  half-brother  of  mine  would  stick  by  the  land  ; 
and  I  never  told  a  bigger  lie  in  my  life  I " 

Here  the  patient,  reminded  of  his  other  visitors,  and 
afraid  he  was  going  to  be  bored  with  the  enumeration  of 
the  Squire's  wrongs,  and  probably  the  whole  history  of 
his  duel  with  Captain  Dashmore,  turned  with  a  languid 
wave  of  his  hand,  and  said,  "  Doctor,  another  friend  of 
mine,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dale, — and  a  gentleman  who  is  ac- 
quainted with  homoeopathy." 

"  Dale  ?     What,  more  old  friends  I  "  cried  the  Doctor, 
rising  ;  and  the  Parson  came  somewhat  reluctantly  from 
the  window  nook,  to  which  he  had  retired.     The  Parson  * 
and  the  Homseopathist  shook  hands. 

"  We  have  met  before  on  a  very  mournful  occasion,'' 
said  the  Doctor,  with  feeling. 

The  Parson  held  his  finger  to  his  lips,  and  glanced  to- 
wards Leonard.  The  Doctor  stared  at  the  lad,  but  he 
did  not  recognise  in  the  person  before  him  the  gaunt,  care- 
worn boy  whom  he  had  placed  with  Mr.  Prickett,  until 
Leonard  smiled  and  spoke.  And  the  smile  and  the  voice 
sufficed. 

"  Cott  —  and  it  is  the  poy  !  "  cried  Dr.  Morgan  ;  and 
he  actually  caught  hold  of  Leonard,  and  gave  him  an 
affectionate  Welsh  hug.  Indeed,  his  agitation  at  these 
several  surprises  became  so  great  that  he  stopped  short, 
drew  forth  a  globule  —  '^Aconite  —  good  against  nervous 
shocks  I "  and  swallowed  it  incontinently. 
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"  Gad,"  said  the  Squire,  rather  astonished,  '*  'tis  the  first 
doctor  I  ever  saw  swallow  his  own  medicine  1  There  must 
be  something  in  it." 

The  Captain  now,  highly  disgusted  that  so  much  atten- 
tion was  withdrawn  from  his  own  case,  asked,  in  a  queru- 
lous voice,  *'And  as  to  diet?  What  shall  I  have  for  din- 
ner ?  " 

"A  friend!"  said  the  doctor,  wiping  bis  eyes. 

"  Zounds  I  "  cried  the  Squire,  retreating,  "  do  you  mean 
to  say,  that  the  British  laws  (to  be  sure  they  are  very 
much  changed  of  late)  allow  you  to  diet  your  patients 
upon  their  fellow-men  ?  Why,  Parson,  this  is  worse  than 
the  donkey  sausages." 

"  Sir,"  said  Dr  Morgan,  gravely,  "  I  mean  to  say,  that 
it  matters  little  what  we  eat,  in  comparison  with  care  as 
to  whom  we  eat  with.  It  is  better  to  exceed  a  little  with 
a  friend,  than  to  observe  the  strictest  regimen,  and  eat 
alone.  Talk  and  laughter  help  the  digestion,  and  are  in- 
dispensable in  affections  of  the  liver.  I  have  no  doubt, 
sir,  that  it  was  my  patient's  agreeable  society  that  tended 
to  restore  to  health  his  dyspeptic  relative  Mr.  Sharpe 
Currie." 

The  Captain  groaned  aloud. 

"  And,  therefore,  if  one  of  you  gentlemen  will  stay  and 
dine  with  Mr.  Higginbotham,  it  will  greatly,  assist  the 
effects  of  his  medicine." 

The  Captain  turned  an  imploring  eye,  first  towards  his 
cousin,  then  towards  the  Panson. 

*'  I'm  engaged  to  dine  with  my  son  -  very  »oi'ry,"  said 
the  Squire      "But  Dale,  here "  ^        , 
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"  If  hp  will  be  80  kind,"  put  in  the  Captain,  *'  we  might 
cheer  the  evening  with  a  game  at  whist  —  double  dummy. " 

Now,  poor  Mr.  Dale  had  set  his  heart  on  dining  with 
an  old  college  friend,  and  having  no  stupid,  prosy  double 
dummy,  in  which  one  cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  scolding 
one's  partner,  but  a  regular  orthodox  rubber,  with  the 
pleasing  prospect  of  scolding  all  the  three  other  per- 
formers. But  as  his  quiet  life  forbade  him  to  be  a  hero 
in  great  things,  the  Parson  had  made  up  his  mind  to  be 
a  hero  in  small  ones.  Therefore,  though  with  rather  a 
rueful  face,  be  accepted  the  Captain's  invitation,  and 
promised  to  return  at  six  o'clock.  Meanwhile  he  must 
hurry  off  to  the  other  end  of  the  town,  and  excuse  himself 
from  the  pre-engagement  he  had  already  formed.  He  now 
gave  his  card,  with  the  address  of  a  quiet  family  hotel 
thereon,  to  Leonard,  and  not  looking  quite  so  charmed 
with  Dr.  Morgan  as  he  was  before  that  unwelcome  pre- 
scription, he  took  his  leave.  The  Squire  too,  having  to 
see  a  new  churn,  and  execute  various  commissions  for  his 
Harry,  went  his  way  (not,  however,  till  Dr.  Morgan  had 
assured  him  that,  in  a  few  weeks,  the  Captain  might  safely 
remove  to  Hazeldean);  and  Leonard  was  about  to  follow, 
when  Morgan  hooked  his  arm  in  his  old  protegees,  and 
said  "  But  I  must  have  some  talk  with  you  ;  and  you  have 
to  tell  me  all  about  the  little  orphan  girl." 

Leonard  could  not  resist  the  pleasure  of  talking  about 
Helen  ,  and  he  got  into  the  carriage,  which  was  waiting 
at  the  door  for  the  Horn  ceo  pat  hist. 

"I  am  going  into  the  country  a  few  miles  to  see  p 
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patient,"  said  the  Doctor  ;  "  so  we  shall  have  time  for  on 
disturbed  consultation.  I  have  so  often  wondered  what 
had  become  of  you.  Not  hearing  from  Prickett,  I  wrote 
to  him,  and  received  from  his  heir  an  answer  as  dry  as  a 
bone.  Poor  fellow,  I  found  that  he  had  neglected  his 
globules  aud  quitted  the  globe.  Alas,  pulvis  et  umbra 
sumusf  I  could  learn  no  tidings  of  you.  Prickett'a 
successor  declared  he  knew  nothing  about  you.  I  hoped 
the  best ;  for  I  always  fancied  you  were  one  who  would 
fall  on  your  legs  —  bilious-nervous  temperament;  such 
are  the  men  who  succeed  in  their  undertakings,  especially 
if  they  take  a  spoonful  of  chamomilla  whenever  they  are 
over-excited.  So  now  for  your  history  and  the  little  girPs 
—  pretty  little  thing  —  never  saw  a  more  susceptible  con- 
stitution, nor  one  more  suited  to  puhatilla.^^ 

Leonard  briefly  related  his  own  struggles  and  success, 
and  informed  the  good  Doctor  how  they  had  at  last  dis- 
covered the  nobleman  in  whom  poor  Captain  Digby  had 
confided,  and  whose  care  of  the  orphan  had  justified  the 
confidence. 

Dr.  Morgan  opened  his  eyes  at  hearing  the  name  of 
Lord  L'Estrange.  "  I  remember  him  very  well,"  said  he, 
"  when  I  practised  murder  as  an  allopathist  at  Lansmere. 
But  to  think  that  wild  boy,  so  full  of  whim,  and  life,  and 
spirit,  should  become  staid  enough  for  a  guardian  to  that 
dear  little  child,  with  her  timid  eyes  and  puhcUilla  sen- 
sibilities. Well,  wonders  never  cease.  And  he  has  be- 
friended you  too,  you  say.     Ah,  he  knew  your  family." 

"  So  he  says.  Do  you  think,  sir,  that  he  ever  knew  — 
ever  saw  -  my  mother  ?  "  oig.zed  by  Google 
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"  Eh  I  your  mother  ?  —  Nora  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Doctor, 
quickly ;  and,  as  if  struck  by  some  sudden  thought,  his 
brows  met,  and  he  remained  silent  and  musing  a  few 
moments;  then,  observing  Leonard's  eyes  fixed  on  him 
earnestly,  he  replied  to  the  question :  — 

*'No  doubt  he  saw  her ;  she  was  brought  up  at  Lady 
Lansmere's.     Did  he  not  tell  you  so  ?  " 

"No."  A  vague  suspicion  here  darted  through  Leon- 
ard's mind,  but  as  suddenly  vanished.  His  father  I  Im- 
possible. His  father  must  have  deliberately  wronged  the 
dead  mother.  And  was  Harley  L 'Estrange  a  man 
capable  of  such  wrong  ?  And  had  he  been  Harley's  son, 
would  not  Harley  have  guessed  it  at  once,  and  so  guess- 
ing, have  owned  and  claimed  him  ?  Besides,  Lord  L 'Es- 
trange looked  so  young; — old  enough  to  be  Leonard's 
father  I  —  he  could  not  entertain  the  idea.  He  roused 
himself  and  said,  falteringly  — 

"  You  told  me  you  did  not  know  by  what  name  I  should 
call  my  father." 

"  And  I  told  you  the  truth,  to  the  best  of  my  belief. " 
By  your  honor,  sir  ? " 

"By  my  honor,  I  do  not  know  it." 

There  was  now  a  lung  silence.  The  carriage  had  long 
left  London,  and  was  on  a  high-road  somewhat  lonelier 
and  more  free  from  houses  than  most  of  those  which  form 
the  entrance  to  the  huge  city.  Leonard  gazed  wistfully 
from  the  window,  and  the  objects  that  met  his  eye 
gradually  seemed  to  appeal  to  his  memory.  Yes !  it  was 
the  road  by  which  he  had  first  approached  the  metropolis, 
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hand  in  Land  with  Helen — and  hope  so  busy  at  his  poet's 
heart.  H«  sighed  deeply.  He  thought  he  would  willingly 
nave  resigned  all  he  had  won — independence,  fame,  all — 
to  feel  again  the  clasp  of  that  tender  hand  —  again  to  be 
the  sole  protector  of  that  gentle  life. 

The  Doctor's  voice  broke  on  his  reverie.  "  I  am  going 
to  see  a  very  interesting  patient  —  coats  to  his  stomach 
quite  worn  out,  sir  —  man  of  great  learning,  with  a  very 
inflamed  cerebellum.  I  can't  do  him  much  good,  and  he 
does  me  a  great  deal  of  harm." 

"  How  harm  ?  "  asked  Leonard,  with  an  effort  at  some 
rejoinder. 

*'  Hits  me  on  the  heart,  and  makes  my  eyes  water ;  -^ 
very  pathetic  case  —  grand  creature,  who  has  thrown 
himself  away.  Found  him  given  over  by  the  allopathists, 
and  in  a  high  state  of  delirium  tremens  —  restored  him 
for  a  time  —  took  a  great  liking  to  him  —  could  not  help 
it  —  swallowed  a  great  many  globules  to  harden  myself 
against  him  —  would  not  do  —  brought  him  over  to  Eng- 
land with  the  other  patients,  who  all  pay  me  well  (except 
Captain  Higginbotham).  But  this  poor  fellow  pays  me 
nothing  —  costs  me  a  great  deal  in  time  and  turnpikes, 
and  board  and  lodging.  Thank  Heaiien  'I'm  a  single 
man,  and  can  afford  it  I  My  poy,  I  would  let  all  the 
other  patients  go  to  the  allopathists  if  I  could  but  save 
this  poor,  big,  penniless,  princely  fellow.  But  what  can 
one  do  with  a  stomach  that  has  not  a  rag  of  its  coats 
left  ?  Stop  [the  Doctor  pulled  the  check-string]. — This 
is  the  stile.     I  get  out  here  and  go  across  the  fields." 
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That  stile — those  fields — with  what  distinctness  Leon- 
ard remembered  them  I  Ah,  where  was  Helen  ?  Could 
Bhe  ever,  ever  again  be  his  child-angel  ? 

*^  I  will  go  with  you,  if  you  permit,"  said  he  to  the 
good  Doctor.  "And  while  you  pay  your  visit,  I  will 
saunter  by  a  little  brook  that  I  think  must  run  by  your 
way. " 

"  The  Brent  —  you  know  that  brook  ?  Ah,  you  should 
hear  my  poor  patient  talk  of  it,  and  of  the  hours  he  has 
spent  angling  in  it  —  you  would  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry.  The  first  day  he  was  brought  down  to  the 
place,  he  wanted  to  go  out  and  try  once  more,  he  said, 
for  his  old  deluding  demon  —  a  one-eyed  perch." 

"  Heavens  I "  exclaimed  Leonard,  "  are  you  speaking 
of  John  Burley  ?  " 

"To  be  sure,  that  is  his  name  —  John  Burley." 

"  Oh,  has  it  come  to  this  ?  Cure  hira,  save  him,  if  it 
be  in  human  power.  For  the  last  two  years  I  have 
sought  his  trace  everywhere,  and  in  vain,  the  moment  I 
had  money  of  my  own  —  a  home  of  my  own.  Poor, 
erring,  glorious  Burley :  take  me  to  him.  Did  you  say 
there  w&s  no  hope  ?  " 

"I  did  not  sajtthat,"  replied  the  Doctor.  "But  art 
can  only  assist  nature  ;  and  though  nature  is  ever  at  work 
to  repair  the  injuries  we  do  to  her,  yet,  when  the  coats 
of  a  stomach  are  all  gone,  she  gets  puzzled,  and  so  do  I. 
You  must  tell  me  another  time  how  you  came  to  know 
Burley,  for  here  we  are  at  the  house,  and  I  see  him  at  the 
window  lopking  out  for  me  " 
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The  Doctor  opened  the  garden-gate  of  the  quiet  cot- 
tage to  which  poor  Barley  had  fled  from  the  pure  presence 
of  Leonard's  child-angel.  And  with  heavy  step,  and 
heavy  heart,  Leonard  mournfully  followed,  to  behold  the 
wrecks  of  him  whose  wit  had  glorified  orgie,  and  "set 
the  table  in  a  roar."     Alas,  poor  Yorick ! 


CHAPTER  V. 

AuDLEY  Egerton  Stands  on  his  hearth  alone.  During 
the  short  interval  that  has  elapsed  since  we  last  saw  him, 
events  had  occurred  memorable  in  English  history,  where- 
with we  have  nought  to  do  in  a  narrative  studiously 
avoiding  all  party  politics,  even  when  treating  of  politi- 
cians. The  new  Ministers  had  stated  the  general  pro- 
gramme of  their  policy,  and  introduced  one  measure  in 
especial  that  had  lifted  them  at  once  to  the  dizzy  height 
of  popular  power.  But  it  became  clear  that  this  measure 
could  not  be  carried  without  a  fresh  appeal  to  the  people. 
A  dissolution  of  Parliament,  as  Audley's  sagacious  ex- 
perience had  foreseen,  was  inevitable.  And  Audley  Eger- 
ton had  no  chance  of  return  for  his  own  seat  —  for  the 
great  commercial  city  identified  with  his  name.  0  sad, 
but  not  rare,  instance  of  the  mutabilities  of  that  same 
popular  favor  now  enjoyed  by  his  vsuccessors  !  The  great 
commoner,  the  weighty  speaker,  the  expert  man  of  busi- 
ness, the  statesman  who  had  seemed  a  type  of  tho  practi- 
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cal  steady  sense  for  which  our  middle  class  is  renowned 

—  he  who,  not  three  years  since,  might  have  had  his 
honored  choice  of  the  largest  popular  constituencies  in 
the  kingdom  —  he,  Audley  Egerton,  knew  not  one  single 
town  (free  from  the  influences  of  private  property  or  in- 
terest) in  which  the  obscurest  candidate,  who  bawled  out 
for  the  new  liberal  measure,  would  not  have  beaten  him 
hollow,  —  where  one  popular  hustings,  on  which  that 
grave  sonorous  voice  that  had  stilled  so  often  the  roar  of 
faction,  would  not  be  drowned  amidst  the  hoots  of  the 
scornful  mob  I 

True,  what  were  called  the  close  boroughs  still  existed 

—  true,  many  a  chief  of  his  party  would  have  been  too 
proud  of  the  honor  of  claiming  Audley  Egerton  for  his 
nominee.  But  the  ex-minister's  haughty  soul  shrunk  from 
this  contrast  to  his  past  position.  And  to  fight  against 
the  popular  measure  as  member  of  one  of  the  seats  most 
denounced  by  the  people,  —  he  felt  it  was  a  post  in  the 
grand  army  of  parties  below  his  dignity  to  occupy,  and 
foreign  to  his  peculiar  mind,  which  required  the  sense  of 
consequence  and  station.  •  Aftd  if,  in  a  few  months,  those 
seats  were  swept  away  —  were  annihilated  from  the  rolls 
of  Parliament  —  where  was  he  ?  Moreover,  Egerton, 
emancipated  from  the  trammels  that  had  bound  his  will 
while  his  party  was  in  office,  desired,  in  the  turn  of  events, 
to  be  nominee  of  no  man — desired  to  stand  at  least  freely 
and  singly  on  the  ground  of  his  own  services,  be  guided 
by  his  own  penetration ;  no  law  for  action,  but  his  strong 
s^iae   and   his  stout  English  heart.     Therefore  ho  had 
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declined  all  offers  from  those  who  could  still  bestow  seats 
in  Parliament.  Seats  that  he  could  purchase  with  hard 
gold  were  yet  open  to  him  ;  and  the  £5,000  he  had  bor- 
rowed from  Levy  were  yet  untouched. 

To  this  lone  public  man,  public  life,  as  we  have  seen, 
was  the  all  in  all.  But  now  more  than  ever  it  was  vital 
to  his  very  wants.  Around  him  yawned  ruin.  He  knew 
that  it  was  in  Levy's  power  at  any  moment  to  foreclose 
on  his  mortgaged  lands  —  to  pour  in  the  bonds  and  the 
bills  which  lay  within  those  rosewood  receptacles  that 
lined  the  fatal  lair  of  the  sleek  usurer  —  to  seize  on  the 
very  house  in  which  now  moved  all  the  pomp  of  a  retinue 
that  vied  with  the  valetaille  of  dukes  —  to  advertise  for 
public  auction,  under  execution,  **  the  costly  effects  of  the 
Right  Hon.  Audley  Egerton."  But  consummate  in  his 
knowledge  of  the  world,  Egerton  felt  assured  that  Levy 
would  not  adopt  these  measures  against  him  while  he 
could  still  tower  in  the  van  of  political  war  —  while  he 
could  still  see  before  him  the  full  chance  of  restoration  to 
power,  perhaps  to  power  still  higher  than  before  —  per- 
haps to  power  the  higheat  of  all  beneath  the  throne. 
That  Levy,  whose  hate  he  divined,  though  he  did  not 
conjecture  all  its  causes,  had  hitherto  delayed  even  a  visit, 
even  a  menace,  seemed  to  him  to  show  that  Levy  still 
thought  him  one  "to  be  helped,"  or  at  least,  one  too 
powerful  to  crush.  To  secure  his  position  in  Parliament 
unshackled,  unfallen,  if  but  for  another  year,  —  new  com- 
binations of  party  might  arise,  new  reactions  take  place 
in  public  opinion  !     And,  with  his  hand  pressed  to  hh 
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heart,  the  stern  firm  man  muttered,  —  "  If  not,  I  ask  but 
to  die  in  my  harness,  and  that  men  may  not  know  that  I 
am  a  pauper,  until  all  that  I  need  from  my  country  is  a 
grave." 

Scarce  had  these  words  died  upon  his  lips,  ere  two 
quick  knocks  in  succession  resounded  at  the  street-door. 
In  another  moment  Harley  Entered,  and,  at  the  same  time, 
the  servant  in  attendance  approached  Audley,  and  an- 
nounced Baron  Levy. 

"Beg  the  Baron  to  wait,  unless  he  would  prefer  to 
name  his  own  hour  to  call  again,"  answered  Egerton, 
with  the  slightest  possible  change  of  color.  "  You  can 
say  I  am  now  with  Lord  L'Estrange." 

"  I  had  hoped  you  had  done  for  ever  with  that  deluder 
of  youth,"  said  Harley,  as  soon  as  the  groom  of  the 
chambers  had  withdrawn.  "  I  remember  that  you  saw 
too  much  of  him  in  the  gay  time,  ere  wild  oats  are  sown  ; 
but  now  surely  you  can  never  need  a  loan  ;  and  if  so,  is 
tiot  Harley  L'Estrange  by  your  side?"' 

Egerton. — My  dear  Harley  I — doubtless  he  but  comes 
to  talk  to  me  of  some  borough.  He  has  much  to  do 
with  those  delicate  negotiations. 

Harley.  —  And  I  have  come  on  the  same  business.  I 
claim  the  priority.  I  not  only  bear  in  the  world,  but  I 
see  by  the  papers,  that  Josiah  Jenkins,  Esq.,  known  to 
fame  as  an  orator  who  leaves  out  bis  h's,  and  young  Lord 
Willoughby  Whiggolin,  who  is  just  made  a  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty,  because  his  health  is  too  delicate  for  the 
army,  are  certain  to  come  in  for  the  city  which  you  and 
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your  present  colleague  will  as  certaiuly  vacate.  That  is 
true,  is  it  not? 

Egerton.  —  My  old  Committee  now  vote  for  Jenkins 
and  Whiggolin.  And  I  suppose  there  will  not  be  even 
a  contest.     Go  on. 

*'  So  my  father  and  I  are  agreed  that  you  must  conde- 
scend for  the  sake  of  old  friendship,  to  be  once  more 
member  for  Lansmere  I  " 

''Harley,"  exclaimed  Egerton,  changing  countenance 
far  more  than  he  had  done  at  the  announcement  of  Levy's 
portentous  visit — "Harley,  No,  no!" 

"Nol  But  why?  Wherefore  such  emotion?"  asked 
L'Estrange,  in  surprise. 

Audley  was  silent. 

Harley. —  I  suggested  the  idea  to  two  or  three  of  the 
late  Ministers ;  they  all  concur  in  advising  you  to  accede. 
In  the  first  place,  if  declining  to  stand  for  the  place  which 
tempted  you  from  Lansmere,  what  more  natural  than 
that  you  should  fall  back  on  that  earlier  representation  ? 
In  the  second  place,  Lansmere  is  neither  a  rotten  borough, 
to  be  bought,  nor  a  close  borough,  under  one  man's 
nomination.  It  is  a  tolerably  large  constituency.  My 
father,  it  is  true,  has  considerable  Interest  in  it,  but  only 
what  is  called  the  legitimate  influence  of  property.  At 
all  events,  it  is  more  secure  than  a  contest  for  a  larger 
town,  more  dignified  than  a  seat  for  a  smaller.  Hesitating 
still  ?  Even  my  mother  entreats  me  to  say  how  she  desires 
you  to  renew  that  connection. 

*'  Harley  ! "  again  exclaimed  Egerton  ;  and  fixing  upon 
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his  friend's  earnest  face,  eyes  which,  when  softened  by 
emotion,  were  strangely  beautiful  in  their  expression  — 
"  Harley,  if  you  could  but  read  my  heart  at  this  moment, 

you  would — you  would "     His  voice  faltered,  and 

he  fairly  bent  his  proud  head  upon  Barley's  shoulder ; 
grasping  the  hand  he  had  caught  —  nervously,  clingingly 

—  "  O  Harley,  if  I  ever  lose  your  love,  your  friendship, — 
nothing  else  is  left  to  me  in  the  world." 

"Audley,  my  dear,  dear  Audley,  is  it  you  who  speak 
to  me  thus  ?     You,  my  school-friend,  my  life's  confidant 

—  you  ?" 

"  I  am  grown  very  weak  and  foolish,"  said  Egerton, 
trying  to  smile.  "  I  do  not  know  myself.  I,  too,  whom 
you  have  so  often  called  '  Stoic,'  and  likened  to  the  Iron 
Man  in  the  poem  which .  you  used  to  read  by  the  river- 
side at  Eton." 

"  But  even  then,  my  Audley,  I  knew  that  a  warm  humau 
heart  (do  what  you  would  to  keep  it  down)  beat  strong 
under  the  iron  ribs.  And  I  often  marvel  now,  to  think 
you  have  gone  through  life  so  free  from  the  wilder  pas- 
sions.    Happier  so  1 " 

Egerton,  who  had  turned  his  face  from  his  friend's  gaze, 
remained  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and  he  then  sought  to 
divert  the  conversation,  and  roused  himself  to  ask  Harley 
how  he  had  succeeded  in  his  views  upon  Beatrice,  and  his 
watch-  on  the  Count. 

"  With  regard  to  Peschiera,"  answered  Harley,  "  I  think 
we  must  have  overrated  the  danger  we  apprehended,  and 
that  his  wagers  were  but  an  idle  boast.    He  has  remained 
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quiet  enough,  and  seems  devoted  to  play.  His  sister  hai 
shut  her  doors  both  on  myself  and  my  young  associate 
during  the  last  few  days.  I  almost  fear  that  in  spite  of 
very  sage  warnings  of  mine,  she  must  have  turned  his 
poet's  head,  and  that  either  he  has  met  with  some  scorn- 
ful rebuff  to  incautious  admiration,  or  that  he  himself  has 
grown  aware  of  peril,  and  declines  to  face  it ;  for  he  is 
very  much  embarrassed  when  I  speak  to  him  respecting 
her.  But  if  the  Count  is  not  formidable,  why,  his  sister 
is  not  needed  ;  and  I  hope  yet  to  get  justice  for  my  Ita- 
lian friend  through  the  ordinary  channels.  I  have  secured 
an  ally  in  a  young  Austrian  prince,  who  is  now  in  London, 
and  who  has  promised  to  back,  with  all  his  influence,  a 
memorial  I  shall  transmit  to  Vienna.  A  propos,  my  dear 
Audley,  now  that  you  have  a  little  breathing-time,  you 
must  fix  an  hour  for  me  to  present  to  you  ray  young  poet, 
the  son  of  her  sister.  At  moments  the  expression  of  his 
face  is  so  like  hers." 

"Ay,  ay,"  answered  Egerton,  quickly,  "  I  will  see  him 
as  you  wish,  but  later.  I  have  not  yet  that  breathing- 
time  you  speak  of ;  but  you  say  he  has  prospered  ;  and, 
with  your  friendship,  he  is  secure  from  fortune.  I  rejoice 
to  think  so." 

"And  your  own  proteg^,  this  Randal  Leslie,  whom  you 
forbid  me  to  dislike — hard  task  !— what  has  he  decided  ?" 

"  To  adhere  to  my  fate.  Harley,  if  it  please  Heaven 
tliat  I  do  not  live  to  return  to  power,  and  provide  ade- 
quately for  that  young  man,  do  not  forget  that  he  clung 
to  me  in  my  fall." 
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'*  If  he  still  cling  to  you  faithfully,  I  will  never  forget 
it.  I  will  forget  only  all  that  now  makes  me  doubt  him. 
But  you  talk  of  not  living,  Audley  !  Pooh  1 — ^your  frame 
is  that  of  a  predestined  octogenarian." 

"  Nay,"  answered  Audley,  "  I  was  but  uttering  one  of 
those  vague  generalities  which  are  common  upon  all  mor- 
tal lips.     And  now  farewell  —  I  must  see  this  Baron." 

**  Not  yet,  until  you  have  promised  to  consent  to  ray 
proposal,  and  be  once  more  member  for  Lansmere. — Tut  1 
don't  shake  your  head.  I  cannot  be  denied.  I  claim  your 
promise  in  right  of  our  friendship,  and  shall  be  seriously 
hurt  if  you  even  pause  to  reflect  on  it." 

"  Well,  well,  I  know  not  how  to  refuse  you,  Harley ; 
but  you  have  not  been  to  Lajismere  yourself  since  —  since 
that  sad  event.  You  must  not  revive  the  old  wound  — 
you  must  not  go  ;  and  —  and,  I  own  it,  Harley  ;  the  re- 
membrance of  it  pains  even  me.  I  would  rather  not  go 
to  Lansmere." 

"Ah,  my  friend,  this  is  an  excess  of  sympathy,  and  I 
cannot  listen  to  it.  I  begin  even  to  blame  my  own  weak- 
ness, and  to  feel  that  we  have  no  right  to  make  ourselves 
the  soft  slaves  of  the  past." 

"  You  do  appear  to  me  of  late  to  have  changed,"  cried 
Egerton,  suddenly,  and  with  a  brightening  aspect.  "Do 
tell  me  that  you  are  happy  in  the  contemplation  of  your 
new  ties  —  that  I  shall  live  to  see  you  once  more  restored 
to  your  former  self" 

"All  I  can  answer,  Audley,"  said  L'Estrange,  with  a 
thoughtful  brow,  "is,  that  you  are  right  in  one  thing  —  I 
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am  changed ;  and  I  am  struggling  to  gain  strength  for 
duty  and  for  honor.  Adieu  !  I  shall  tell  my  father  that 
you  accede  to  our  wishes." 


CHAPTER  YI. 

When  Harley  was  gone,  Egerton  sunk  back  on  his 
chair,  as  if  in  extreme  physical  or  mental  exhaustion,  all 
the  lines  of  his  countenance  relaxed  and  jaded. 

''To  go  back  to  that  place  —  there  —  there  —  where  — 
Courage,  courage  —  what  is  another  pang  ?  " 

He  rose  with  an  effort,  and  folding  his  arms  tightly 
across  his  breast,  paced  slowly  to  and  fro  the  large,  mourn- 
ful, solitary  room.  Gradually  his  countenance  assumed  its 
usual  cold  and  austere  composure  —  the  secret  eye,  the 
guarded  lip,  the  haughty  collected  front.  The  man  of  the 
world  was  himself  once  more. 

"  Now  to  gain  time,  and  to  baffle  the  usurer,"  mur- 
mured Egerton,  with  that  low  tone  of  easy  scorn  which 
bespoke  consciousness  of  superior  power  and  the  familiar 
mastery  over  hostile  natures.  He  rang  the  bell :  the  ser- 
vant entered. 

"Is  Baron  Levy  still  waiting?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Admit  him." 

Levy  entered. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Levy,"  said  the  ex-minister,  "for 
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haviDg  so  long  detained  you.  I  am  now  at  your  com- 
mands." 

''My  dear  fellow,"  returned  the  Baron,  "no  apologies 
between  friends  so  old  as  we  are;  and  I  fear  that  my 
business  is  not  so  agreeable  as  to  make  you  impatient  to 
discuss  it." 

Egerton  (with  perfect  composure.)  —  I  am  to  con- 
clude, then,  that  you  wish  to  bring  our  accounts  to  a 
^lose.     Whenever  you  will,  Levy. 

The  BaR/ON  (disconcerted  wad  surprised.)  —  Pestef 
mon  cher,  you  take  things  co<dly.  But  if  our  accounts 
are  closed,  I  fear  you  will  have  but  little  to  live  upon. 

EgebiTON.  - —  I  ca^n  continue  to  live  on  the  salary  of  a 
Cabinet  Minister. 

Baeon.  — PossiWy;  but  you  are  no  longer  a  Cabinet 
Minister. 

Egerton.  —  You  have  never  found  me  deceived  in  a 
political  prediction.  Within  twelve  months  (should  life 
be  spared  to  me)  I  shall  be  in  oflSce  again.  If  the  same 
to  you,  I  would  rather  wait  till  then,  formally  and  amica- 
bly to  resign  to  you  my  lands  and  this- house.  If  you 
grant  that  reprieve,  our  connection  can  thus  close,  without 
the  ^clat  and  noise,  which  may  be  invidious  to  you,  as  it 
would  be  disagreeable  to  me.  But  if  that  delay  be  incon- 
venient, I  will  appoint  a  lawyer  to  examine  your  accounts, 
and  adjust  my  liabilities. 

The  Baron  (soliloquising.)  —  I  don't  like  thk.  A 
Ibwjev  I     That  may  be  awkward. 

III.  — 31  ij.  3o 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


434  MY  novel;   or, 

Egerton  (observing  the  Baron,  with  a  curl  on  his  lip.) 
—  Well,  Levy,  how  shall  it  be  ? 

The  Baron.  —  You  know,  my  dear  fellow,  it  is  not  my 
character  to  be  hard  on  any  one,  least  of  all  upon  an  old 
friend.  And  if  you  really  think  there  is  a  chance  of  your 
return  to  oflBce,  which  you  apprehend  that  an  esclandre 
as  to  your  affairs  at  present  might  damage,  why,  let  us 
see,  if  we  can  conciliate  matters.  But,  first,  mon  cher,  in 
order  to  become  a  Minister,  you  must  at  least  have  a  seat 
in  Parliament :  and  pardon  me  the  question,  how  the 
deuce  are  you  to  find  one  ? 

Egerton. — It  is  found. 

The  Baro.v .  —  Ah,  I  forgot  the  £5,000  you  last 
borrowed. 

Egerton. — No ;  I  reserve  that  sum  for  another  purpose. 

The  Baron  (with  a  forced  laugh.)  —  Perhaps  to  defend 
yourself  against  the  actions  you  apprehend  from  me  ? 

Egerton.  —  You  are  mistaken.  But  to  soothe  your 
suspicions,  I  will  tell  you  plainly,  that  finding  any  sum  I 
might  have  insured  on  my  life  would  be  liable  to  debts 
preincurred,  and  (as  you  will  be  my  sole  creditor)  might 
thus  at  my  death  pass  back  to  you  ;  alld  doubting  whether, 
indeed,  any  office  would  accept  my  insurance,  I  appro- 
priate that  sum  to  the  relief  of  my  conscience.  I  intend 
to  bestow  it,  while  yet  in  life,  upon  my  late  wife's  kinsman, 
Randal  Leslie.  And  it  is  solely  the  wish  to  do  what  I 
consider  an  act  of  justice,  that  has  prevailed  with  me  to 
accept  a  favor  from  the  hands  of  Harley  L'Estrange,  and 
to  become  again  the  member  for  Lansmere. 
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The  Baron.  —  Ha  I  —  Lansmere  1  You  will  stand  for 
Lansmere  ? 

Egerton  (wincing.) — I  propose  to  do  so 

The  Baron.  —  I  believe  you  will  be  opposed,  subjected 
to  even  a  sliarp  contest.  Perhaps  you  may  lose  your 
election. 

Egerton.  —  If  so,  I  resign  myself,  and  you  can  fore- 
close on  my  estates. 

The  Baron  (his  brow  clearing.)  —  Look  you,  Egerton, 
I  shall  be  too  happy  to  do  you  a  favor. 

Egerton  (with  stateliness.)  —  Favor!  No,  Baron 
Levy,  I  ask  from  you  no  favor.  Dismiss  all  thought  of 
rendering  me  one.  It  is  but  a  consideration  of  business 
on  both  sides.  If  you  think  it  better  that  we  shall  at 
once  settle  our  accounts,  my  lawyer  shall  investigate 
them.  If  you  agree  to  the  delay  I  request,  my  lawyer 
shall  give  you  no  trouble ;  and  all  that  I  have,  except 
hope  and  character,  pass  to  your  hands  without  a  struggle. 

The  Baron.  — Inflexible  and  ungracious,  favor  or  not 
—  put  it  as  you  will  —  I  accede,  provided,  first,  that  you 
allow  me  to  draw  up  a  fresh  deed,  which  will  accomplish 
your  part  of  the  compact ;  and,  secondly,  that  we  saddle 
the  proposed  delay  with  the  condition  that  you  do  not 
lose  your  election. 

Egerton.  —  Agreed.  Have  you  anything  further  to 
say  ? 

The  Baron.  —  Nothing,  except  that,  if  you  require 
more  money,  I  am  still  at  your  service. 

Egerton.  —  I  thank  you.     No  ,  I  shall  take  the  occa- 
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sion  of  my  retirement  from  office  to  reduce  my  establish- 
ment. I  have  calculated  already,  and  provided  for  th€ 
expenditure  I  need,  up  to  the  date  I  have  specified,  and 
I  shall  have  no  occasion  to  touch  the  £5,000  that  I  still 
retain. 

*'  Your  young  friend  Mr.  Leslie  ought  to  be  very  grate- 
ful to  you,"  said  the  Baron,  rising.  "  I  have  met  him  in 
the  world  —  a  lad  of  much  promise  and  talent.  Yon 
should  try  and  get  him  also  into  Parliament." 

Egerton  (thoughtfully.)  —  You  are  a  good  judge  of 
the  practical  abilities  and  merits  of  men,  as  regards 
worldly  success.  Do  you  really  think  Randal  Leslie 
calculated  for  public  life  —  for  a  Parliamentary  career  ? 

The  Baron.  —  Indeed  I  do. 

Egerton  (speaking  more  to  himself  than  Levy.)  — 

Parliament  without  fortune  —  ^tis  a  sharp  trial ;  still  he 

is  prudent,  abstemious,  energetic,  persevering  ;  and  at  the 

^  onset,  under  my  auspices  and  advice,  he  might  establish 

a  position  beyond  his  years. 

The  Baron.  —  It  strikes  me  that  we  might  possibly 
get  him  into  the  next  Parliament ;  or,  as  that  is  not 
likely  to  last  long,  at  all  events  into  the  Parliament  to 
follow  —  not  for  one  of  the  boroughs  which  will  be  swept 
away,  but  for  a  permanent  seat,  and  without  expense. 

Egerton.  —  Ay  —  and  how  ? 

The  Baron.  —  Give  me  a  few  days  to  consider.  Au 
idea  has  occurred  to  me.  I  will  call  again  if  I  find  it 
practicable.  Good  day  to  you,  Egerton,  and  success  tc 
your  election  for  Lansmere 
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CHAPTER  YII. 

Peschiera  had  not  been  so  inactive  as  he  had  appeared 
to  Harley  and  the  reader.  On  the  contrary,  he  had  pre- 
pared the  way  for  his  ultimate  design,  with  all  the  craft 
and  the  unscrnpnlous  resolution  which  belouged  to  his 
nature.  His  object  was  to  compel  Riccabocca  into  as- 
senting to  the  Count's  marriage  with  Violante,  or,  failing 
that,  to  ruin  all  chance  of  his  kinsman's  restoration. 
Quietly  and  secretly  he  had  sought  out,  amongst  the  most 
needy  and  unprincipled  of  his  own  countrymen,  those 
whom  be  could  suborn  to  depose  to  Riccabocca's  partici- 
pation in  plots  and  conspiracies  against  the  Austrian 
dominion.  These  his  former  connection  with  the  Carbo- 
nari enabled  him  to  track  to  their  refuge  in  London  ;  and 
his  knowledge  of  the  characters  he  had  to  deal  with  fitted 
him  well  for  the  villanous  task  he  undertook. 

He  had,  therefore,  already  selected  out  of  these  des- 
peradoes a  suflScient  number,  either  to  serve  as  witnesses 
against  his  kinsman,  or  to  aid  him  in  any  more  audacious 
scheme  which  circumstance  might  suggest  to  his  adoption. 
Meanwhile  he  had  (as  Harley  had  suspected  he  would) 
set  spies  upon  Randal's  movements ;  and  the  day  before 
that  young  traitor  confided  to  him  Violaiite's  retreat,  he 
had,  at  lejtst,  got  scent  of  her  father's. 

The    discovery   that  Yiolante    was    under   a   roof  so 
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honored,  and  seemingly  so  safe  as  Lord  Lansmere's,  did 
not  discourage  this  bold  and  desperate  adventurer.  We 
have  seen  him  set  forth  to  reconnoitre  the  house  at 
Knightsbridge.  He  had  examined  it  well,  and  discovered 
the  quarter  which  he  judged  favorable  to  a  coup  de  main, 
should  that  become  necessary. 

Lord  Lansmere's  house  and  grounds  were  surrounded 
])y  a  wall,  the  entrance  being  to  the  high-road,  and  by  a 
porter's  lodge.  At  the  rear  there  lay  fields  crossed  by  a 
lane  or  by-road.  To  these  fields  a  small  door  in  the  wall, 
which  was  used  by  the  gardeners  in  passing  to  and  from 
their  work,  gave  communication.  This  door  was  usually 
kept  locked  ^  but  the  lock  was  of  the  rude  and  simple  de- 
scription common  to  such  entrances,  and  easily  opened 
by  a  skeleton  key  So  far  there  was  no  obstacle  which 
Pes-chiera's  experience  in  conspiracy  and  gallantry  did  not 
disdain  as  trivial.  But  the  Count  was  not  disposed  to 
abrupt  and  violent  means  in  the  first  instance.  He  had 
a  confidence  in  his  personal  gifts,  in  his  address,  in  his 
previous  triumphs  over  the  sex,,  which  made  him  naturally 
desire  to  hazard  the  effect  of  a  personal  interview ;  and 
on  this  he  resolved  with  his  wonted  audacity.  RandaPs 
description  of  Yiolante's  personal  appearance,  and  such 
suggestions  as  to  her  character,  and  the  motives  most 
likely  to  influence  her  actions,  as  that  young  lynx-eyed 
observer  could  bestow,  were  all  that  the  Count  required 
of  present  aid  from  his  accomplice. 

Meanwhile  we  return  to  Yiolante  herself.  We  see  her 
n(^"^  seated  in  the  gardens  at  Knightsbridge,  side  by  sidp 
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with  Helen.  The  place  was  retired,  and  out  of  sight  from 
the  windows  of  the  house. 

ViOLANTE.  —  But  why  will  you  not  tell  me  more  of 
that  early  time  ?  You  are  less  communicative  even  than 
Leonard. 

Helen  (looking  down,  and  hesitatingly).  —  Indeed 
there  is  nothing  to  tell  you  that  you  do  not  know  ;  and  it 
is  so  long  since,  and  things  are  so  changed  now. 

The  tone  of  the  last  words  was  mournful,  and  the  words 
ended  with  a  sigh. 

Yiolante  (with  enthusiasm).  —  How  I  envy  you  that 
past  which  you  treat  so  lightly  I  To  have  been  some- 
thing, even  in  childhood,  to  the  formation  of  a  noble  na- 
ture ;  to  have  borne  on  those  slight  shoulders  half  the 
load  of  a  man's  grand  labor.  And  now  to  see  Genius 
moving  calm  in  its  clear  career  ;  and  to  say  inly,  "  Of  that 
genius  I  am  a  part  I " 

Helen  (sadly  and  humbly).  —  Apart!  Oh,  no  I  I 
don't  understand  you. 

ViOLANTE.  —  Take  the  child  Beatrice  from  Dante's  life, 
and  should  we  have  a  Dante  ?  What  is  a  poet's  genius 
but  the  voice  of  its  emotions  ?  All  things  in  life  and  in 
Nature  influence  genius ;  but  what  influences  it  the  most 
are  its  own  sorrows  and  affections. 

Helen  looks  softly  into  Yiolante's  eloquent  face,  and 
draws  nearer  to  her  in  tender  silence. 

Yiolante  (suddenly).  —  Yes,  Helen,  yes  —  I  know  by 
my  own  heart  how  to  read  yours.  Such  memories  are 
ineffaceable.    Few  guess  what  strange  self-weavers  of  our 
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own  destinies  we  women  are  in  our  veriest  childhood ! 
(she  sunk  her  voice  into  a  whisper.)  How  conld  Leonard 
fail  to  be  dear  to  you  —  dear  as  you  to  him  — dearer  than 
all  others? 

Helen  (shrinking  back,  and  greatly  disturbed).  — 
Hash,  hush  I  you  mast  not  speak  to  me  thus ;  It  is  wicked 
—  I  cannot  bear  it.  I  would  not  have  it  be  so  —  it  must 
not  be — it  cannot! 

She  clasped  her  hands  over  her  eyes  for  a  moment,  and 
then  lifted  her  face,  and  the  face  was  very  sad,  but  very 
calm. 

ViOLANTE  (twining  her  arm  round  Helen's  waist).  — 
How  have  I  wounded  you  ?  —  how  offended  ?  Forgive 
me  —  but  why  is  this  wicked  ?  Why  must  it  not  be  ?  Is 
it  because  he  is  below  you  in  birth  f 

Helen. — No,  no  —  I  never  thought  of  that.  And 
what  am  I  ?  Don't  ask  me  —  I  cannot  answer.  You  are 
wrong,  quite  wrong,  as  to  me.  I  can  only  look  on  Leon- 
ard as  —  as  a  brother.  But  —  but  you  can  speak  to  him 
more  freely  than  I  can.  I  would  not  have  him  waste  his 
heart  on  me,  nor  yet  think  me  unkind  and  distaut,  as  I 
seem.  I  know  not  what  I  say.  But  —  but  —  break  to 
him  —  indirectly  —  gently  —  that  duty  in  both  forbids  us 
both  to  —  to  be  more  than  friends  —  than . 

"  Helen,  Helen  1 "  cried  Yiolante,  in  her  warm,  generous 
passion,  ''  your  heart  betrays  you  in  every  word  you  say. 
You  weep;  lean  on  me,  whisper  to  me;  why — ^why  is 
this  ?  Do  you  fear  that  your  guardian  would  not  con- 
?;ent?     He  not  consent?     He  who '* 
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Helen.  —  Cease — cease  —  cease. 

ViOLANTE.  -  Wbat  I  You  can  fear  Harley  —  Lord 
L'Estrange  ?   Fie  I  yon  do  not  know  him. 

Helen  (rising  suddenly). — Violante,  hold;  I  am  en- 
gaged to  another. 

Yiolante  rose  also,  and  stood  still,  as  if  turned  to  stone ; 
pale  as  death,  till  the  blood  came,  at  first  slowly,  then 
with  suddenness  from  her  heart,  and  one  deep  glow  suf- 
fused her  whole  countenance.  She  caught  Helen's  hand 
firmly,  and  said,  in  a  hollow  voice  — 

"Another  !  Bagaged  to  another  I  One  word,  Helen  — 
not  to  him  —  not  to  Harley  —  to " 

"I  cannot  say  —  I  must  not.  I  have  promised,"  cried 
poor  Helen,  and  as  Violante  let  fall  her  hand,  she  hurried 
away. 

Violante  sate  down,  mechanically  ;  she  felt  as  if  stun- 
ned by  a  mortal  blow.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  breathed 
bard,  A  deadly  faintness  seized  her ;  and  when  it  passed 
away,  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  were  no  longer  the  same 
being,  nor  the  world  around  her  the  same  world  —  as  if 
she  were  but  one  sense  of  intense,  hopeless  misery,  and 
as  if  the  universe  were  but  one  inanimate  void.  So 
strangely  immaterial  are  we  really  —  we  human  beings, 
with  flesh  and  blood — that  if  you  suddenly  abstract  from 
us  but  a  single,  impalpable,  airy  thought,  which  our  souls 
have  cherished,  you  seem  to  curdle  the  air,  to  extinguish 
the  sun,  to  snap  every  link  that  connects  us  to  matter, 
and  to  benumb  everything  into  death,  except  woe. 

And  this  warm,  young,  southern  nature,  but  a  moment 
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before  was  so  full  of  joy  and  life,  and  vigorous  lofty  hope. 
It  never  till  now  had  known  its  own  intensity  and  depth. 
The  virgin  had  never  lifted  the  veil  from  her  own  soul  of 
woman.  What  till  then  had  Harley  L'Estrange  been  to 
Yiolante  ?  An  ideal — a  dream  of  some  imagined  excel- 
lence—  a  type  of  poetry  in  the  midst  of  the  common 
world.  It  had  not  been  Harley  the  man^ — it  had  been 
Harley  the  Phantom.  She  had  never  said  to  herself, 
"  He  is  identified  with  my  love — my  hopes,  my  home,  my 
future."  How  could  she?  Of  such,  he  himself  had 
never  spoken ;  an  internal  voice,  indeed,  had  vaguely, 
yet  irresistibly,  whispered  to  her  that,  despite  his  light 
words,  his  feelings  towards  her  were  grave  and  deep.  O 
false  voice  I  how  it  had  deceived  her  !  Her  quick  con- 
victions seized  the  all  that  Helen  had  left  unsaid.  And 
now  suddenly  she  felt  what  it  is  to  love,  and  what  it  is  to 
despair.  So  she  sate,  crushed  and  solitary,  neither  mur- 
muring nor  weeping,  only  now  and  then  passing  her  hand 
across  her  brow,  as  if  to  clear  away  some  cloud  that 
would  not  be  dispersed  ;  or  heaving  a  deep  sigh,  as  if  to 
throw  off  some  load  that  no  time  henceforth  could  re- 
move. There  are  certain  moments  in  life  in  which  we 
say  to  ourselves,  "  All  is  over ;  no  matter  what  else 
changes,  that  which  I  have  made  my  all  is  gone  evermore 
—  evermore. "  And  our  own  thought  rings  back  in  oai 
ears,  "  Evermore  —  evermore  1 " 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

As  VioJante  thus  sate,  a  stranger,  passing  stealthily 

rough  the  trees,  stood  between  herself  and  the  evening 
■  n.  She  saw  him  not.  He  paused  a  naoment,  and  then 
spoke  low,  in  her  native  tongue,  addressing  her  by  the 
name  which  she  had  borne  in  Italy.  He  spoke  as  a  re- 
lation, and  excused  his  intrusion ;  '*  For,"  said  he,  "  I 
come  to  suggest  to  the  daughter  the  means  by  which  she 
can  restore  to  her  father  his  country  and  his  honors." 

At  the  word  "  father  "  Yiolante  roused  herself,  and  all 
her  love  for  that  father  rushed  back  upon  her  with  double 
force.  It  does  so  ever — we  love  most  our  parents  at  the 
moment  when  some  tie  less  holy  is  abruptly  broken ;  and 
when  the  conscience  says,  "  There,  at  least,  is  a  love  that 
has  never  deceived  thee  1 " 

She  saw  before  her  a  man  of  mild  aspect  and  princely 
form.  Peschiera  (for  it  was  he)  had  banished  from  his 
dress,  as  from  his  countenance,  all  that  betrayed  the 
worldly  levity  of  his  character.  He  was  acting  a  part, 
and  he  dressed  and  looked  it. 

"  My  father  1 "  she  said,  quickly,  and  in  Italian.  "  What 
of  him  ?  And  who  are  you,  signor  ?  I  know  you  not." 

Peschiera  smiled  benignly,  and  replied  in  a  tone  in 
nrhich  great  respect  was  softened  by  a  kind  of  parental 
tenderness. 
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"  Suffer  me  to  explain,  and  listen  to  me  while  I  speak." 
'hen,  quietly  seating  himself  on  the  bench  beside  her,  he 
looked  into  her  eyes,  and  resumed. 

"Doubtless,  you  have  heard  of  the  Count  di  Pes- 
chiera  ?  " 

ViOLANTE.  —  I  heard  that  name,  as  a  child,  when  in 
Italy.  And  when  she  with  whom  I  then  dwelt  (my  father's 
aunt),  fell  ill  and  died,  I  was  told  that  my  home  in  Italy 
was  gone,  that  it  had  passed  to  the  Count  di  Peschiera — 
my  father's  foe  I 

Peschiera.  —  And  your  father,  since  then,  has  taught 
you  to  hate  this  foncied  foe  I 

ViOLANTE. — Nay ;  my  father  did  but  forbid  me  ever  to 
breathe  his  name. 

Peschiera. — Alas  I  what  years  of  suffering  and  exile 
might  have  been  saved  your  father,  had  he  but  been  more 
just  to  his  early  friend  and  kinsman ;  nay,  had  he  but 
less  cruelly  concealed  the  secret  of  his  retreat.-  Fair 
child,  I  am  that  Giulio  Franzini,  that  Count  di  Peschiera. 
I  am  the  man  you  have  been  told  to  regard  as  your 
father's  foe.  I  am  the  man  on  whom  the  Austrian  Em- 
peror bestowed  his  lands.  And  now  judge  if  I  am,  in 
truth,  the  foe.  I  have  come  hither  to  seek  your  father, 
in  order  to  dispossess  myself  of  my  sovereign's  gift.  I 
have  come  but  with  one  desire,  to  restore  Alphonso  to 
his  native  land,  and  to  surrender  the  heritage  that  waa 
forced  upon  me. 

ViOLANTE.  —  My  fiather,  my  dear  father  I  His  grand 
heart  will   have  room   once  mor^,.     Oh  I    this  is  noblfl 
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enmity,  true  reyenge.  I  understand  it,  signor,  and  so 
will  my  father,  for  such  would  haye  been  his  revenge  on 
you.     You  hare  seen  him. 

Peschiera.  —  No,  not  yet.  I  would  not  see  him  till  J 
had  seen  yourself;  for  you,  in  truth,  are  the  arbiter  of  his 
destinies  as  of  min<f  I 

ViOLANTE. —  I  —  Count  ?  I  arbiter  of  my  father^s  des- 
tinies ?     Is  it  posmble  ! 

Peschieba  (with  a  look  of  compassionate  admiration, 
and  in  a  tone  yet  more  emphatically  parental).  — '*  How 
lovely  is  that  innocent  joy !  but  do  not  indulge  it  yet. 
Perhaps  it  is  a  sacrifice  which  is  asked  from  you  —  a 
sacrifice  too  hard  to  b«ar.  Do  not  interrupt  me.  Listen 
still,  and  you  will  see  why  I  could  not  speak  to  your 
father  until  I  had  obtained  an  interview  with  jourself.— 
See  why  a  word  from  you  may  continue  still  to  banish 
me  from  his  presence.  You  know,  doubtless,  that  your 
father  was  one  of  the  chiefs  of  a  party  that  sought  to  free 
Northern  Italy  from  the  Austrians.  I  myself  was  at  the 
onset  a  warm  participator  in  that  scheme.  In  a  sudden 
moment  I  discovered  Jhat  some  of  its  more  active  pro- 
jectors had  coupled  with  a  patriotic  enterprise  plots  of  a 
dark  nature,  and  that  the  conspiracy  itself  was  about  to 
be  betrayed  to  the  government.  I  wished  to  consult  with 
your  father ;  but  he  was  at  a  distance.  I  learned  that 
his  life  was  condemned.  Not  an  hour  was  to  be  lost.  1 
took  a  bold  resolve,  that  has  exposed  me  to  his  suspicions, 
%Dtd  to  my  country's  wrath.  But  my  main  idea  was  to 
fftve  him,  my  early  friend,  from  death,  and  my  country 
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from  fruitless  massacre.  I  withdrew  from  the  intended 
revolt.  I  sought  at  once  the  head  of  the  Austrian  govern- 
ment in  Italy,  and  made  terms  for  the  lives  of  Alphonso, 
and  of  the  other  more  illustrious  chiefs,  which  otherwise 
would  have  been  forfeited.  I  obtained  permission  to 
undertake  myself  the  charge  of  securing  my  kinsman  in 
order  to  place  him  in  safety,  and  to  conduct  him  to  a 
foreign  land,  in  an  exile  that  would  cease  when  the  danger 
was  dispelled.  But  unhappily  he  deemed  that  I  only 
sought  to  destroy  him.  He  fled  from  my  friendly  pursuit. 
The  soldiers  with  me  were  attacked  by  an  intermeddling 
Englishman  ;  your  father  escaped  from  Italy  —  concealing 
his  retreat ;  and  the  character  of  his  flight  counteracted 
my  efforts  to  obtain  his  pardon.  The  government  con- 
ferred on  me  half  his  revenues,  holding  the  other  half  at 
its  pleasure.  I  accepted  the  ofifer  in  order  to  save  his 
whole  heritage  from  confiscation.  That  I  did  not  convey 
to  him  what  I  pined  to  do  —  viz.  :  the  information  that 
I  held  but  in  trust  what  was  bestowed  by  the  government, 
and  the  full  explanation  of  what  seemed  blameable  in  my 
conduct  —  was  necessarily  owing  to  the  secrecy  he  main- 
tained. I  could  not  discover  his  refuge;  but  I  never 
ceased  to  plead  for  his  recall.  This  year  only  I  have 
partially  succeeded.  He  can  be  restored  to  his  heritage 
and  rank,  on  one  proviso  —  a  guarantee  for  his  loyalty. 
That  guarantee  the  government  has  named ;  it  is  the 
alliance  of  his  only  child  with  one  whom  the  government 
can  trust.  It  was  the  interest  of  all  the  Italian  nobility, 
that  the  representation  of  a  house  so  great,  falling  to  a 
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female,  should  iiot  pass  away  wholly  from  the  direct  line ; 
—  in  a  word,  that  you  should  ally  yourself  with  a  kins- 
man. But  one  kinsman,  and  he  the  next  in  blood,  pre- 
sented himself.  In  short —  Alphonso  regains  all  that  he 
lost  on  the  day  in  which  his  daughter  gives  her  hand  to 
Giulio  Franzini,  Count  di  Peschiera.  Ah,"  continued  the 
Count,  mournfully,  "  you  shrink  —  you  recoil.  He  thus 
submitted  to  your  choice  is  indeed  unworthy  of  you.  You 
are  scarce  in  the  spring  of  life.  He  is  in  its  waning 
autumn.  Youth  loves  youth.  He  does  not  aspire  to  your 
love.  All  that  he  can  say  is,  love  is  not  the  only  joy  of 
the  heart — it  is  joy  to  raise  from  ruin  a  beloved  father  — 
joy  to  restore  to  a  land  poor  in  all  but  memories,  a  chief 
in  whom  it  reverences  a  line  of  heroes.  These  are  the 
joys  I  offer  to  you  —  you,  a  daughter,  and  an  Italian 
maid.     Still  silent  I     Oh,  speak  to  me  I  " 

Certainly  this  Count  Peschiera  knew  well  how  woman 
is  to  be  wooed  and  won ;  and  never  was  woman  more 
sensitive  to  those  high  appeals  which  most  move  all  true 
earnest  womanhood,  than  was  the  young  Yiolante.  For- 
tune favored  him  in  the  moment  chosen.  Harley  was 
wrenched  away  from  her  hopes,  and  love  a  word  erased 
from  her  language.  In  the  void  of  the  world,  her  father's 
image  alone  stood  clear  and  visible.  And  she  who  from 
infancy  had  so  pined  to  serve  that  father,  who  at  first 
learned  to  dream  of  Harley  as  that  father's  friend  !  She 
could  restore  to  him  all  for  which  the  exile  sighed  ;  and 
by  a  sacrifice  of  self  I  Self-sacrifice,  ever  in  itself  such  a 
temp^ion  to  the  noble !     Still,  in  the  midst  of  the  con- 
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fusion  and  disturbance  of  her  mind,  the  idea  of  Marriage 
with  another  seemed  so  terrible  and  revolting,  that  she 
could  not  at  once  conceive  it ;  and  still  that  instinct  o^ 
openness  and  honor  which  pervaded  all  her  characte 
warned  even  her  inexperience  that  there  was  something 
wrong  in  this  clandestine  meeting  to  herself. 
^  Again  the  Count  besought  her  to  speak,  and  with  aa 
effort  she  said,  irresolutely—- 

"  If  it  be  as  you  say,  it  is  aot  for  me  to  answer  you  j  U 
is  for  my  father." 

"Nay,"  replied  Peschiera.  "Pardon,  if  I  contradict 
you.  Do  you  know  so  little  of  your  father  as  to  suppose 
that  he  will  suffer  his  interest  to  dictate  to  his  pride  ? 
He  would  refuse,  perhaps,  even  to  receive  my  visit  —  to 
hear  my  explanations  ;  but  certainly  he  would  refuse  to 
buy  back  his  inheritance  by  the  sacrifice  of  his  daughter 
to  one  whom  he  has  deemed  his  foe,  and  whom  the  mere 
disparity  of  years  would  incline  the  world  to  say  he  had 
made  the  barter  of  his  personal  ambition.  But  if  I  could 
go  to  him  sanctioned  by  you  —  if  I  could  say  your 
daughter  overlooks  what  the  father  might  deem  an  obstacle 

—  she  has  consented  to  accept  my  hand  of  her  own  free 
choice  —  she  unites  her  happiness  and  blends  her  prayers 
with  mine  —  then,  indeed,  I  could  not  fail  of  success ; 
and  Italy  would  pardon  my  errors,  and  bless  your  name. 
Ah !  Signorina,  do  not  think  of  me,  save  as  an  instra- 
ment  towards  the  fulfilment  of  duties  so  high  and  sacred 

—  think  but  of  your  ancestors,  your  fiither,  your  native 
land,  and  reject  not  the  proud  occasion  to  prove  how  you 
revere  them  all  I  "  r^r^nio 
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Violante's  heart  was  touched  at  the  right  chord.  Her 
head  rose  —  the  color  came  back  to  her  pale  cheek  —  she 
turned  the  glorious  beauty  of  her  countenance  towards 
the  wily  tempter.  She  was  about  to  answer,  and  to  seal 
her  fate,  when  at  that  instant  Harley's  voice  was  heard 
at  a  little  distance,  and  Nero  came  bounding  towards  her, 
and  thrust  himself,  with  rough  familiarity,  between  her 
and  Peschiera.  The  Count  drew  back,  and  Violante, 
whose  eyes  were  still  fixed  on  his  face,  started  at  the 
change  that  passed  there.  One  quick  gleam  of  rage 
sufficed  in  an  instant  to  light  up  the  sinister  secrets  of  his 
nature  —  it  was  the  face  of  a  baffled  gladiator.  He  had 
time  but  for  few  words. 

"  I  must  not  be  seen  here,"  he  muttered  ;  "  but  to-mor- 
row—  in  these  gardens  —  about  this  hour.  I  implore  you 
for  the  sake  of  your  father — his  hopes,  fortunes,  his  very 
hfe,  to  guard  the  secret  of  this  interview  —  to  meet  me 
again.     Adieu  ! " 

He  vanished  amidst  the  trees,  and  was  gone  —  noise- 
lessly, mysteriously,  as  he  had  come. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

The  last  words  of  Peschiera  were  still  ringing  in  Yio- 
lante's  ears  when  Harley  appeared  in  sight,  and  the  sound 
of  his  voice  dispelled  the  vague  and  dreamy  stupor  which 
had  crept  over  her  senses.     At  that  voice  there  returned 

38  *  IT.  2  D  rc^c^n\f> 
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the  consciousness  of  a  mighty  loss,  the  sting  of  an  into- 
lerable anguish.  To  meet  Harley  there,  and  thus,  seemed 
impossible.  She  turned  abruptly  away,  and  hurried  to- 
wards the  house.  Harley  called  to  her  by  name,  but  she 
would  not  answer,  and  only  quickened  her  steps.  He 
paused  a  moment  in  surprise,  and  then  hastened  after  her. 

"  Under  what  strange  taboo  am  I  placed  ?  "  said  he, 
gaily,  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  her  shrinking  arm.  "  I  in- 
quire for  Helen  —  she  is  ill,  and  cannot  see  me.  I  come 
to  sun  myself  in  your  presence,  and  you  fly  me,  as  if  gods 
and  men  had  set  their  mark  on  my  brow.  Child  I— child  I 
— what  is  this  ?     You  are  weeping  ?  " 

"  Do  not  stay  me  now — do  not  speak  to  me,"  answered 
Yiolante,  through  her  stifling  sobs,  as  she  broke  from  his 
hand  and  made  towards  the  house. 

"  Have  you  a  grief,  and  under  the  shelter  of  my  father's 
roof?  A  grief  that  you  will  not  tell  to  me?  Cruel  I" 
cried  Harley,  with  inexpressible  tenderness  of  reproach  iu 
his  soft  tones. 

Yiolante  could  not  trust  herself  to  reply.  Ashamed 
of  her  self-betrayal  —  softened  yet  more  by  his  pleading 
voice  —  she  could  have  prayed  to  the  earth  to  swallow 
her.  At  length,  checking  her  tears  by  an  heroic  eff'ort, 
she  said,  almost  calmly,  *'  Noble  friend,  forgive  me.  I 
have  no  grief,  believe  me,  which  —  which  I  can  tell  to 
you.  I  was  but  thinking  of  my  poor  father  when  you 
came  up ;  alarming  myself  about  hiin,  it  may  be,  with 
vain  superstitious  fears  ;  and  so  —  even  a  slight  surprise 
—  your  abrupt  appearance,  has  sufficed  to  make  me  thus 
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wtsk  and  foolish  ;  but  I  wish  to  see  my  father;  — to  go 
home — home  I" 

"  Your  father  is  well,  believe  me,  and  pleased  that  you 
are  here.  No  danger  threatens  him  ;  and  you,  here,  are 
safe. " 

"I  safe  —  and  from  what?" 

Harley  mused  irresolute.  He  inclined  to  confide  to  her 
the  danger  which  her  father  had  concealed  ;  but  had  he 
the  right  to  do  so,  against  her  father's  will  ? 

"Give  me,"  he  said,  "time  to  reflect,  and  to  obtain 
permission  to  intrust  you  with  a  secret  which,  in  my  judg- 
ment, you  should  know.  Meanwhile,  this  much  I  may  say, 
that  rather  than  you  should  incur  the  danger  that  I  be- 
lieve he  exaggerates,  your  father  would  have  given  you  a 
protector  —  even  in  Randal  Leslie." 

Violante  started. 

"  But,"  resumed  Harley,  with  a  calm,  in  which  a  certain 
deep  mournfulness  was  apparent,  unconsciously  to  him- 
self—  "  but  I  trust  you  are  reserved  for  a  fairer  fate,  and 
a  nobler  spouse.  I  have  vowed  to  live  henceforth  in  the 
common  work-day  world.  But  for  you,  bright  child,  for 
you  I  am  a  dreamer  still  I " 

Violante  turned  her  eyes  for  one  instant  towards  the 
melancholy  speaker.  The  look  thrilled  to  his  heart.  He 
)3owed  his  face  involuntarily.  When  he  looked  up,  she 
had  left  his  side.  He  did  not  this  time  attempt  to  follow 
her,  but  moved  away  and  plunged  amidst  the  leafless  trees. 

An  hour  afterwards  he  re-entered  the  house,  and  again 
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sought  to  see  Helen.  She  had  now  recovered  sufficiently 
to  give  him  the  interview  he  requested. 

He  approached  her  with  a  grave  and  serious  gentleness. 

"My  dear  Helen,''  said  he,  "you  have  consented  to  be 
my  wife,  my  life's  mild  companion  ;  let  it  be  soon  —  soon 
—  for  I  need  you.  I  need  all  the  strength  of  that  holy 
tie.     Helen,  let  me  priss  you  to  fix  the  time." 

"  I  owe  you  too  much,"  answered  Helen,  looking  down, 
"to  have  any  will  but  yours.  But  your  mother,"  she  added, 
perhaps  clinging  to  the  idea  of  some  reprieve  —  "your 
mother  has  not  yet " 

"  My  mother — true.  1  will  speak  first  to  her.  You  shall 
receive  from  my  family  all  honor  due  to  your  gentle  vir- 
tues. Helen,  by  the  way,  have  you  mentioned  to  Violante 
the  bond  between  .us  ?  " 

"  No — that  is,  I  fear  I  may  have  unguardedly  betrayed 
it,  against  Lady  Lausmere's  commands  too  —  but  — 
but " 

"  So,  Lady  Lansmere  forbade  you  to  name  it  to  Vio- 
lante. This  should  not  be.  I  will  answer  for  her  permis- 
sion to  revoke  that  interdict.  It  is  due  to  Violante  and 
to  you.  Tell  your  young  friend  all.  Ah,  Helen,  if  I  am 
at  times  cold  or  wayward,  bear  with  me  —  bear  with  me  ; 
for  you  love  me,  do  you  not?" 
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CHAPTER  X. 

That  same  evening  Randal  heard  from  Levy  (at  whose 
house  he  stayed  late)  of  that  self-introduction  to  Yiolante 
which  (thanks  to  his  skeleton-key)  Peschiera  had  contrived 
to  effect ;  and  the  Count  seemed  more  than  sanguine  — 
he  seemed  assured  as  to  the  full  and  speedy  success  of  his 
matrimonial  enterprise.  "  Therefore,"  said  Levy,  "  I  trust 
I  may  very  soon  congratulate  you  on  the  acquisition  of 
your  family  estates." 

"  Strange  I "  answered  Randal,  "  strange  that  my  for- 
tunes seem  so  bound  up  with  the  fate  of  a  foreigner  like 
Beatrice  di  Negra  and  her  connection  with  Frank  Hazel- 
dean."  He  looked  up  at  the  clock  as  he  spoke,  and 
added  — 

"  Frank  by  this  time  has  told  his  father  of  his  engage- 
ment." 

"And  you  feel  sure  that  the  Squire  cannot  be  coaxed 
into  consent  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  I  feel  sure  that  the  Squire  will  be  so  choleric 
at  the  first  intelligence,  that  Frank  will  not  have  the  self- 
control  necessary  for  coaxing ;  and,  perhaps,  before  the 
Squire  can  relent  upon  this  point,  he  may  by  some  ac- 
cident learn  his  grievances  on  another,  which  would  ex- 
asperate him  still  more." 

"Ay,  I  understand  -  -  the  post-obit  ? '' 
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Randal  nodded. 

*'And  what  then  ?  "  asked  Levy. 

"  The  next  of  kin  to  the  lands  of  Hazeldean  may  have 
his  day." 

The  Baron  smiled. 

''  You  have  good  prospects  in  that  direction,  Leslie : 
look  now  to  another.  I  spoke  to  you  of  the  borough  of 
Lansmere.  Your  patron,  Audley  Egerton,  intends  to 
stand  for  it." 

RandaPs  heart  had  of  late  been  so  set  upon  other  and 
more  avaricious  schemes,  that  a  seat  in  Parliament  had 
sunk  into  a  secondary  object ;  nevertheless  his  ambitious 
and  all-grasping  nature  felt  a  bitter  pang,  when  he  heard 
that  Egerton  thus  interposed  between  himself  and  any 
chance  of  advancement. 

"  So  !  "  he  muttered,  sullenly  —  "  so.  This  man,  who 
pretends  to  be  my  benefactor,  squanders  away  the  wealth 
of  my  forefathers  —  throws  me  penniless  on  the  world ; 
and,  while  still  encouraging  me  to  exertion  and  public 
life,  robs  me  himself  of " 

" No  !"  interrupted  Levy  —  ''not  robs  you;  we  may 
prevent  that.  The  Lansmere  interest  is  not  so  strong  in 
the  borough  as  Dick  Avenel's." 

"But  I  cannot  stand  against  Egerton." 

"Assuredly  not  —  you  may  stand  with  him." 

"How?" 

"  Dick  Avenel  will  never  suffer  Egerton  to  come  in ; 
and  though  he  cannot,  perhaps,  carry  two  of  his  own 
politics,  he  can  split  his  votes  upon  you." 
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Randal's  eyes  flashed.  He  saw  at  a  glance,  that  if 
Avenel  did  not  overrate  the  relative  strength  of  parties, 
his  seat  could  be  secured. 

"  But,"  he  said,  "  Egerton  has  not  spoken  to  me  on  such 
a  subject ;  nor  can  you  expect  that  he  would  propose  to 
me  to  stand  with  him,  if  he  foresaw  the  chance  of  being 
ousted  by  the  very  candidate  he  himself  introduced." 

"  Neither  he  nor  his  party  will  anticipate  that  possi- 
bility. If  he  ask  you,  agree  to  stand  —  leave  the  rest 
to  me." 

"  You  must  hate  Egerton  bitterly,"  said  Randal ;  "  for 
I  am  not  vain  enough  to  think  that  you  thus  scheme  but 
from  pure  love  to  me." 

"  The  motives  of  men  are  intricate  and  complicated," 
answered  Levy,  with  unusual  seriousness.  "  It  sufiBces  to 
the  wise  to  profit  by  the  actions,  and  leave  the  motives 
in  shade." 

There  was  sUeuce  for  some  minutes.  Then  the  two 
drew  closer  towards  each  other,  and  began  to  discuss 
details  in  their  joint  designs. 

Randal  walked  home  slowly.  It  was  a  cold  moonlit 
night.  Young  idlers  of  his  own  years  and  rank  passed 
him  by,  on  their  way  from  the  haunts  of  social  pleasure. 
They  were  yet  in  the  first  fair  holiday  of  life.  Life's 
holiday  had  gone  from  him  for  ever.  Graver  men,  in  the 
various  callings  of  masculine  labor  —  professions,  trade, 
the  state  —  passed  him  also.  Their  steps  might  be  sober, 
and  their  faces  care-worn  j  but  no  step  had  the  furtive 
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stealth  of  his  —  no  face  the  same  contracted,  sinister, 
suspicious  gloom.  Only  once,  in  a  lonely  thoroughfare, 
and  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  fell  a  footfall,  and 
glanced  an  eye,  that  seemed  to  betray  a  soul  in  sympathy 
\nth  Randal  Leslie's. 

-And  Randal,  who  had  heeded  none  of  the  other  pas- 
sengers by  the  way,  as  if  instinctively,  took  note  of  this 
one.  His  nerves  crisped  at  the  noiseless  slide  of  that  form, 
as  it  stalked  on  from  lamp  to  lamp,  keeping  pace  with  his 
own.  He  felt  a  sort  of  awe,  as  if  he  had  beheld  the  wraith 
of  himself;  and  ever  as  he  glanced  suspiciously  at  the 
stranger,  the  stranger  glanced  at  him.  He  was  inex- 
pressibly relieved  when  the  figure  turned  down  another 
street  and  vanished 

That  man  was  a  felon,  as  yet  undetected.  Between  him 
and  his  kind  there  stood  but  a  thought  —  a  veil  air-spun, 
but  impassable,  as  the  veil  of  the  Image  at  Sais. 

And  thus  moved  and  thus  looked  Randal  Leslie,  a 
thing  of  dark  and  secret  mischief —  within  the  pale  of  the 
law,  but  equally  removed  from  man  by  the  vague  con- 
sciousness that  at  his  heart  lay  that  which  the  eyes  of  man 
would  abhor  and  loathe.  Solitary  amidst  the  vast  city, 
and  on  through  the  machinery  of  Civilisation,  went  the 
Btill  spirit  of  Intellectual  Evil. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Early  the  next  morning  Randal  received  two  notes  — 
one  from  Frank,  written  in  great  agitation,  begging 
Randal  to  see  and  propitiate  his  father,  whom  he  feared 
he  had  grievously  offended ;  and  then  running  off,  rather 
incoherently,  into  protestations  that  his  honor  as  well  as 
his  affections  were  engaged  irrevocably  to  Beatrice,  and 
that  her,  at  least,  he  could  never  abandon. 

And  the  second  note  was  from  the  Squire  himself — 
short,  and  far  less  cordial  than  usual  —  requesting  Mr. 
Leslie  to  call  on  him. 

Randal  dressed  in  haste,  and  went  first  to  Limner's 
hotel. 

He  found  the  Parson  with  Mr.  Hazeldean,  and  en- 
deavoring in  vain  to  soothe  him.  The  Squire  had  not 
slept  all  night,  and  his  appearance  was  almost  haggard. 

"  Oho  I  Mr.  young  Leslie,"  said  he,  throwing  himself 
back  in  his  chair  as  Randal  entered  —  *'  I  thought  you 
were  a  friend  —  I  thought  you  were  Frank's  adviser. 
Explain,  sir;  explain." 

"  Gently,  my  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,"  said  the  Parson. 
"  You  do  but  surprise  and  alarm  Mr.  Leslie.  Tell  him 
wore  distinctly  what  he  has  to  explain." 

Squire.  —  Did  you,  or  did  you  not,  tell  me  or  Mrs. 
IIL  — 39 
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Hazeldean,  that  Frank  was  in  love  with  Yiolante  Rickey- 
bockey  ? 

R  \NT)AL  (as  in  amaze).  — 1 1  Never,  sir  :  I  feared,  on 
the  contrary,  that  he  was  somewhat  enamoured  of  a  very 
different  person.  I  hinted  at  that  possibility ;  I  could 
not  do  more,  for  I  did  not  know  how  far  Frank's  affections 
were  seriously  engaged.  And  indeed,  sir,  Mrs.  Hazel- 
dean,  though  not  encouraging  the  idea  that  your  son  could 
marry  a  foreigner  and  a  Roman  Catholic,  did  not  appear 
to  consider  such  objections  insuperable,  if  Frank's  happi- 
ness were  really  at  stake. 

Here  the  poor  Squire  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  passion, 
that  involved  in  one  tempest,  Frank,  Randal,  Harry  her- 
self, and  the  whole  race  of  foreigners,  Roman  Catholics, 
and  women.  While  the  Squire  was  still  incapable  of 
hearing  reason,  the  Parson,  taking  aside  Randal,  con- 
vinced himself  that  the  whole  affair,  so  far  as  P-andal  was 
concerned,  had  its  origin  in  a  very  natural  mistake  ;  and 
that  while  that  young  gentleman  had  been  hinting  at 
Beatrice,  Mrs.  Hazeldean  had  been  thinking  of  Yiolante. 
With  considerable  difficulty  he  succeeded  in  conveying 
this  explanation  to  the  Squire,  and  somewhat  appeasing 
his  wrath  against  Randal.  And  the  Dissimulator,  seizing 
his  occasion,  then  expressed  so  much  grief  and  astonish- 
ment at  learning  that  matters  had  gone  as  far  as  the  Parson 
informed  him  —  that  Frank  had  actually  proposed  to 
Beatrice,  been  accepted,  and  engaged  himself,  before  even 
communicating  with  his  father ;  he  declared  so  earnebtly, 
that  he  could  never  conjecture  such  evil  —  tuat.  be  had 
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had  Frank's  positive  promise  to  take  no  step  without  the 
sanction  of  his  parents  ;  he  professed  such  sympathy  with 
the  Squire's  wounded  feelings,  and  such  regret  at  Frank's 
involvement,  that  Mr.  Hazeldean  at  last  yielded  up  his 
honest  heart  to  his  consoler — and  griping  Randal's  hand, 
said,  "Well,  well,  I  wronged  you  —  beg  your  pardon. 
Wliat  now  is  to  be  done  ? " 

"  Why,  you  cannot  consent  to  this  marriage  —  impossi- 
ble," replied  Randal;  "and  we  must  hope,  therefore,  to 
influence  Frank  by  his  sense  of  duty." 

"  That's  it,"  said  the  Squire  ;  "  for  I'll  not  give  way. 
Pretty  pass  things  have  come  to,  indeed  I  A  widow,  too, 
I  hear.  Artful  jade — thought,  no  doubt,  to  catch  a 
Hazeldean  of  Hazeldean.  My  estates  go  to  an  outlandish 
Papistical  set  of  mongrel  brats  I     No,  no,  never  I " 

"  But,"  said  the  Parson,  mildly,  "  perhaps  we  may  be 
unjustly  prejudiced  against  this  lady.  We  should  have 
consented  to  Yiolante — why  not  to  her  ?  She  is  of  good 
family  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  Randal. 

"And  good  character?" 

Randal  shook  his  head,  and  sighed.  The  Squire  caught 
him  roughly  by  the  arm  —  "  Answer  the  Parson  I  "  cried 
he,  vehemently. 

"Indeed,  sir,  I  cannot  speak  disrespectfully  of  the 
character  of  a  woman,  — who  may,  too,  become  Frank's 
wife  ;  and  the  world  is  ill-natured  and  not  to  be  believed. 
But  you  can  judge  for  yourself,  my  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean. 
Ask  your  brother  whether  Madame  di  Negra  is  one 
whom  he  would  advise  his  nephew  to  marr^'' ^^1^ 
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-"  My  brother !  "  exclaimed  the  Squire,  furiously.  "  Con- 
Bult  my  distant  brother  on  the  affairs  of  my  own  son  ?  " 

'*  He  is  a  man  of  the  world,"  put  in  Randal. 

"And  of  feeling  and  honor,"  said  the  Parson;  "and, 
perhaps,  through  him,  we  may  be  enabled  to  enlighten 
Frank,  and  save  him  from  what  appears  to  be  the  snare 
of  an  artful  woman." 

"  Meanwhile,"  said  Randal,  "  I  will  seek  Frank,  and  do 
my  best  with  him.  Let  me  go  now  —  I  will  return  in  an 
hour  or  so." 

"I  will  accompany  you,"  said  the  Parson. 

"  Nay,  pardon  me ;  but  I  think  we  two  young  men  can 
talk  more  openly  without  a  third  person,  even  so  wise  and 
kind  as  you." 

"  Let  Randal  go,"  growled  the  Squire.  And  Randal 
went. 

He  spent  some  time  with  Frank,  and  the  reader  will 
easily  divine  how  that  time  was  employed.  As  he  left 
Frank's  lodgings,  he  found  himself  suddenly  seized  by  the 
Squire  himself. 

"  I  was  too  impatient  to  stay  at  home  and  listen  to  the 
Parson's  prosing,"  said  Mr.  Hazeldean,  nervously.  "I 
have  shaken  Dale  off.  Tell  me  what  has  passed.  Oh  1 
don't  fear  —  I'm  a  man,  and  can  bear  the  worst." 

Randal  drew  the  Squire's  arm  within  his,  and  led  him 
into  the  adjacent  park. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  he,  sorrowfully,  "  this  is  very  confi- 
dential what  I  am  about  to  say.  I  must  repeat  it  to  you, 
because,  without  such  confidence,  I  see  not  how  to  adviao 
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you  on  the  proper  course  to  take.  But  if  I  betray  Frank, 
it  is  for  his  good,  and  to  his  own  father  ;  —  only  do  not 
tell  him.  He  would  never  forgive  me  —  it  would  for  ever 
destroy  my  influence  over  him." 

" Go  on,  go  on,"  gasped  the  Squire ;  "speak  out.  I'll 
never  tell  the  ungrateful  boy  that  I  learned  his  secrets 
from  another." 

"Then,"  said  Randal,  "the  secret  of  his  entanglement 
with  Madame  di  Negra  is  simply  this — he  found  her  in 
debt  —  nay  on  the  point  of  being  arrested " 

"  Debt  I  —  arrested  I     Jezabel ! " 

"  And  in  paying  the  debt  himself,  and  saving  her  from 
arrest,  he  conferred  on  her  the  obligation  which  no  woman 
of  honor  could  accept  save  from  an  affianced  husband. 
Poor  Frank  !  —  if  sadly  taken  in,  still  we  must  pity  and 
forgive  him  I " 

Suddenly,  to  RandaPs  great  surprise,  the  Squire's  whole 
fece  brightened  up. 

I  see,  I  see  1 "  he  exclaimed,  slapping  his  thigh.  "  I 
have  it  —  I  have  it.  'Tis  an  affair  of  money !  I  can 
buy  her  off.  If  she  took  money  from  him,  the  mercenary, 
painted  baggage  1  why  then,  she'll  take  it  from  me.  I 
don't  care  what  it  costs  —  half  ray  fortune  —  all  I  I'd  be 
content  never  to  see  Hazeldean  Hall  again,  if  I  could 
save  my  son,  my  own  son,  from  disgrace  and  misery ;  for 
miserable  he  will  be,  wlifiu  he  knows  he  has  broken  my 
heart  and  his  mother's.  And  for  a  creature  like  that ! 
My  boy,  a  thousand  hearty  thanks  to  you.  Where  does 
the  wench  live?     I'll  go  to  her  at  once."     And,  as  he 
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spoke,  the  Squire  actually  pulled  out  his  poeket-book,  and 
began  turning  over  and  counting  the  bank-notes  in  it. 

Randal  at  first  tried  to  combat  this  bold  resolution  on 
the  part  of  the  Squire ;  but  Mr.  Hazeldean  had  seized 
on  it  with  all  the  obstinacy  of  his  straightforward  Eng- 
lish mind.  He  cut  RandaPs  persuasive  eloquence  off  in 
the  midst. 

"  Don't  waste  your  breath.  I've  settled  it ;  and  if  you 
don't  tell  me  where  she  lives,  'tis  easily  found  out,  I  sup- 
pose." 

Randal  mused  a  moment.  "After  all,"  thought  he, 
"  why  not  ?  He  will  be  sure  so  to  speak  as  to  enlist  her 
pride  against  himself,  and  to  irritate  Frank  to  the  utmost. 
Let  him  go." 

Accordingly,  he  gave  the  information  required ;  and, 
insisting  with  great  earnestness  on  the  Squire's  promise 
not  to  mention  to  Madame  di  Negra  his  knowledge  of 
Prank's  pecuniary  aid  (for  that  would  betray  Randal  as 
the  informant) ;  and  satisfying  himself  as  he  best  might 
with  the  Squire's  prompt  assurance,  "  that  he  knew  how 
to  settle  matters,  without  sajdng  why  or  wherefore,  as 
long  as  he  opened  his  purse  wide  enough,"  he  accom- 
panied Mr.  Hazeldean  back  into  the  streets,  and  there 
left  him  —  fixing  an  hour  in  the  evening  for  an  interview 
at  Limner's,  and  hinting  that  it  would  be  best  to  have 
that  interview  without  the  presence  of  the  Parson.  "  Ex- 
cellent, good  man,"  said  Randal,  "  but  not  with  sufficient 
knowledge  of  the  world  for  affairs  of  this  kind,  wbiob 
f/ou  understand  so  well." 
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"I  should  think  so/'  qnoth  the  Squire,  who  had  quite 
recovered  his  ^ood-humor.  "And  the  Parson  i'^  as  soft 
as  buttermilk.  We  must  be  firm  here — firm,  sir."  And 
the  Squire  struck  the  end  of  his  stick  on  the  pavement, 
nodded  to  Randal,  and  went  on  to  May-Fair  as  sturdily 
and  as  confidently  as  if  to  purchase  a  prize-cow  at  a 
cattle-show. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

"Bring  the  light  nearer,"  said  John  Burley — "nearer 
Btill." 

Leonard  obeyed,  and  placed  the  candle  on  a  little  table 
by  the  sick  man's  bedside. 

Burley's  mind  was  partially  wandering ;  but  there  was 
method  in  his  madness.  Horace  Walpole  said  that  "  his 
stomach  would  survive  all  the  rest  of  him."  That  which 
in  Burley  survived  the  last  was  his  quaint  wild  genius. 
He  looked  wistfully  at  the  still  flame  of  the  candle  :  "  It 
lives  ever  in  the  air  I "  said  he. 

"What  lives  ever?" 

Burley 's  voice  swelled  —  "  Light  I "  He  turned  from 
Leonard,  and  again  contemplated  the  little  flame.  "  In 
the  fixed  star,  in  the  Will-o'-the-wisp,  in  the  great  sun 
that  illumes  half  a  world,  or  the  farthing  rushlight  by 
^hich  the  ragged  student  strains  his  eyes — still  the  same 
flower  of  the  elements  !     Light  in  the  universe,  though' 
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in  the  soul — ay — ay — Gro  on  with  the  simile.  My  head 
swims.  Extinguish  the  light  1  You  cannot ;  fool,  it 
vanishes  from  your  eye,  but  it  is  still  in  the  space.  Worlds 
must  perish,  suns  shrivel  up,  matter  and  spirit  both  fall 
into  nothingness,  before  the  combinations  whose  union 
makes  that  little  flame,  which  the  breath  of  a  babe  caa 
restore  to  darkness,  shall  lose  the  power  to  form  them- 
selves into  light  once  more.  Lose  the  power  I — no,  the 
necessity :  —  it  is  the  one  Must  in  creation.  Ay,  ay,  very 
dark  riddles  grow  clear  now  —  now  when  I  could  not  cast 
up  an  addition  sum  in  the  baker's  bill  I  What  wise  man 
denied  that  two  and  two  made  four  ?  Do*  they  not  make 
four  ?  I  can't  answer  him.  But  I  could  answer  a  ques- 
tion that  some  wise  men  have  contrived  to  make  much 
knottier."  He  smiled  softly,  and  turned  his  face  for  some 
minutes  to  the  wall. 

This  was  the  second  night  on  which  Leonard  haa 
watched  by  his  bedside,  and  Burley's  state  had  growr 
rapidly  worse.  He  could  not  last  many  days,  perhaps 
many  hours.  But  he  had  evinced  an  emotion  beyond 
mere  delight  at  seeing  Leonard  again.  He  had  since 
then  been  calmer,  more  himself.  "  I  feared  I  might  have 
ruined  you  by  my  bad  example,"  he  said,  with  a  touch  of 
humor  that  became  pathos  as  he  added,  "  That  idea 
preyed  on  me." 

*'  No,  no  ;  you  did  me  great  good." 

"  Say  that  —  say  it  often,"  said  Burley,  earnestly  ;  "it 
makes  my  heart  feel  so  light. " 

He  had  listened  to  Leonard's  story  with  deep  interest, 
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and  was  fond  of  talking  to  him  of  little  Helen.  He  de- 
tected the  secret  at  the  young  man's  heart,  and  cheered 
the  hopes  that  lay  there,  amidst  hopes  and  sorrows. 
Burley  never  talked  seriously  of  his  repentance ;  it  was 
not  in  his  nature  to  talk  seriously  of  the  things  which  he 
felt  solemnly.  But  his  high  animal  spirits  were  quenched 
with  the  animal  power  that  fed  them.  Now,  we  go  out 
of  our  sensual  existence  only  when  we  are  no  longer  en- 
thralled by  the  Present,  in  which  the  senses  have  their 
realm.  The  sensual  being  vanishes  when  we  are  in  the 
Past  or  the  Future.  The  Present  was  gone  from  Burley ; 
he  could  no  more  be  its  slave  and  its  king. 

It  was  most  touching  to  see  how  the  inner  character 
of  this  man  unfolded  itself,  as  the  leaves  of  the  outer  cha- 
racter fell  off  and  withered  —  a  character  no  one  would 
have  guessed  in  him  —  an  inherent  refinement  that  was 
almost  womanly ;  and  he  had  all  a  woman's  abnegation 
of  self.  He  took  the  cares  lavished  on  him  so  meekly. 
As  the  features  of  the  old  man  return  in  the  stillness  of 
death  to  the  aspect  of  youth  —  the  lines  effaced,  the 
wrinkles  gone  —  so,  in  seeing  Burley  now,  you  saw  what 
be  had  been  in  his  spring  of  promise.  But  he  himself 
saw  only  what  he  had  failed  to  be — powers  squandered — 
life  wasted.  '*  I  once  beheld,"  he  said,  "  a  ship  in  a  storm. 
It  was  a  cloudy,  fitful  day,  and  I  could  see  the  ship  with 
all  its  masts  fighting  hard  for  life  and  for  death.  Then 
*jame  night,  dark  as  pitch,  and  I  could  only  guess  that 
the  ship  fought  on.  —  Towards  the  dawn  the  stars  grew 
II.  2  s 
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Tisibl^e,  and  once  more  I  saw  the  ship — it  was  a  wreck- 
it  went  down  just  as  the  stars  shone  forth." 

When  he  had  made  that  allusion  to  himself,  he  sat  very 
still  for  some  time,  then  he  spread  out  his  wasted  hands, 
and  gazed  on  them,  and  on  his  shrunken  limbs.  "  Good," 
said  he,  laughing  low  ;  '^  these  hands  were  too  large  and 
rude  for  handling  the  delicate  webs  of  my  own  mechanism, 
and  these  strong  limbs  ran  away  with  me.  If  I  had  been 
a  sickly,  puny  fellow,  perhaps  my  mind  would  have  ha,d 
fair  pl^y*  There  was  too  much  of  brute  body  here  I 
Look  at  this  hand  now  1  you  can  see  the  light  through  it  f 
Good,  good  ! " 

Now,  that  evening,  until  he  had  retired  to  bed,  Burley 
had  been  unusually  cheerful,  and  had  talked  with  much 
of  his  old  eloquence,  if  with  little  of  his  old  humor. 
Amongst  other  matters,  he  had  spoken  with  considerable 
interest  of  some  poems  and  other  papers  in  manuscript 
which  had  been  left  in  the  house  by  a  former  lodger,  and 
which,  the  reader  may  remember,  that  Mrs.  Goodyer  had 
urged  him  in  vain  to  read,  in  his  last  visit  to  her  cottage. 
But  then  he  had  her  husband  Jacob  to  chat  with  and  the 
spirit-bottie  to  finish,  and  the  wild  craving  for  excitement 
plucked  his  thoughts  back  to  his  London  revels.  Now 
poor  Jacob  was  dead,  and  it  was  not  brandy  that  the  sick 
man  drank  from  the  widow's  cruse.  And  London  lay  far 
amidst  its  fogs,  like  a  world  resolved  back  into  nebulae. 
So  to  please  his  hostess  and  distract  his  thoughts,  he  had 
condescended  (just  before  Leonard  found  him  out)  to 
peruse  the  memorials  of  a  life  obscure  to  the  world,  and 
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»©w  to  hiii  own  experience  of  coarse  joys  and  woes.  "  I 
have  been  making  a  romance,  to  amuse  myself,  from  their 
contents,"  said  he.  "They  may  be  of  use  to  you,  brothei 
author.  I  have  told  Mrs.  Goodyer  to  place  them  in  youi 
room.  Amongst  those  papers  is  a  sort  of  journal  —  a 
woman's  journal;  it  moved  me  greatly.  A  man  gets  into 
another  world,  strange  to  him  as  the  orb  of  Sirius,  if  he 
can  transport  himself  into  the  centre  of  a  woman's  heart, 
and  see  the  life  there,  so  wholly  unlike  our  own.  Things 
of  moment  to  us,  to  it  so  trivial ;  things  trifling  to  us,  to 
it  so  vast.  There  was  this  journal  —  in  its  dates  remind- 
ing me  of  stormy  events  in  my  own  existence,  and  grand 
doings  in  the  world's.  And  those  dates  there,  chronicling 
but  the  mysterious  unrevealed  record  of  some  obscure 
loving  heart  I  And  in  that  chronicle,  O  Sir  Poet,  there 
was  as  much  genius,  vigor  of  thought,  vitality  of  being, 
poured  and  wasted,  as  ever  kind  friend  will  say  was  lav- 
ished on  the  rude  outer  world  by  big  John  Burloy ! 
G-enius,  genius ;  are  we  all  alike,  then,  save  when  we  leash 
ourselves  to  some  matter-of-fact  material,  and  float  over 
the  roaring  seas  on  a  wooden  plank  or  a  ierf ing-tub  ?  " 
And  after  he  had  uttered  that  cry  of  a  secret  anguish, 
John  Burley  had  begun  to  show  symptoms  of  growing 
fever  and  disturbed  brain  ;  and  when  they  had  got  him 
into  bed,  he  lay  there  muttering  to  himself,  until  towards 
midnight,  he  had  asked  Leonard  to  bring  the  light  nearer 
to  him. 

So  now  he  again  was  quiet  —  with  his  face  turned  to- 
wards the  wall ;  and  Leonard  stood  by  the  bedside  sor- 
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rowfuUy,  and  Mrs.  Goodyer,  who  did  not  heed  Burley'* 
talk,  and  thought  only  of  his  physical  state,  was  dipping 
cloths  into  iced  water  to  apply  to  his  forehead.  But  as 
she  approached  with  these,  and  addressed  him  soothingly, 
Burley  raised  himself  on  his  arm,  and  waved  aside  the 
bandages.  "  I  do  not  need  them,"  said  he,  in  a  collected 
voice.  "I  am  better  now.  I  and  that  pleasant  light 
understand  one  another,  and  I  believe  all  it  tells  me. 
Pooh,  pooh,  I  do  not  rave."  He  looked  so  smilingly  and 
so  kindly  into  her  face,  that  the  poor  woman,  who  loved 
him  as  her  own  son,  fairly  burst  into  tears.  He  drew  her 
towards  him,  and  kissed  her  forehead. 

"  Peace,  old  fool,"  said  he,  fondly.  "  You  shall  tell 
anglers  hereaafter  how  John  Burley  came  to  fish  for  the 
one-eyed  perch  which  he  never  caught ;  and  how,  when 
he  gave  it  up  at  the  last,  his  baits  all  gone,  and  the  line 
broken  amongst  the  weeds,  you  comforted  the  baffled  man. 
There  are  many  good  fellows  yet  in  the  world  who  will 
like  to  know  that  poor  Burley  did  not  die  on  a  dunghill. 
Kiss  me  I  Come,  boy,  you  too.  Now,  God  bless  you,  I 
should  like'to%leep."  His  cheeks  were  wet  with  the  tears 
of  both  his  listeners,  and  there  was  a  moisture  in  his  own 
eyes,  which,  nevertheless,  beamed  bright  through  the 
moisture. 

He  laid  himself  down  again,  and  the  old  woman  would 
have  withdrawn  the  light.  He  moved  uneasily.  "  Not 
that,"  he  murmured  —  "  light  to  the  last !  "  And  putting 
forth  his  wan  hand,  he  drew  aside  the  curtain,  so  that  the 
light  might  fall  full  on  h'ls  face.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was 
asleep,  breathing  calmly  and  regular}^j.^||§y@  infant. 
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The  old  woman  wiped  her  eyes,  and  drew  Leonard 
Boftly  into  the  adjoining  room,  in  which  a  bed  had  been 
made  up  for  him.  He  had  not  left  the  house  since  he  had 
entered  it  with  Dr.  Morgan.  **  You  are  young,  sir,"  said 
she  with  kindness,  *'  and  the  young  want  sleep.  Lie  down 
a  bit :  I  will  call  you  when  he  wakes." 

"  No,  I  could  not  sleep,"  said  Leonard.  "  I  will  watch 
for  you." 

The  old  woman  shook  her  head.  "I  must  see  the  last 
of  him,  sir;  but  I  know  he  will  be  angry  when  his  eyes 
open  on  me,  for  he  has  grown  very  thoughtful  of  others." 

"Ah,  if  he  had  but  been  as  thoughtful  of  himself!" 
murmured  Leonard  ;  and  he  seated  himself  by  the  table, 
on  which,  as  he  leaned  his  elbow,  he  dislodged  some  pa- 
pers placed  there.  They  fell  to  the  ground  with  a  dumb, 
moaning,  sighing  sound. 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  said  he  starting. 

The  old  woman  picked  up  the  manuscripts  and  smoothed 
them  carefully. 

"Ah,  sir,  he  bade  me  place  these  papers  here.  He 
thought  they  might  keep  you  from  fretting' about  him,  in 
case  you  would  sit  up  and  wake.  And  he  had  a  thonght 
of  me,  too  ;  for  I  have  so  pined  to  find  out  the  poor 
young  lady  who  left  them  years  ago.  She  was  almost  as 
dear  to  me  as  he  is  ;  dearer  perhaps  until  now  —  when  — 
when  I  am  about  to  lose  him  I  " 

Leonard  turned  from  the  papers,  without  a  glance  at 
their  contents :  they  had  no  interest  for  him  at  such  a 
moment. 
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The  hostess  went  on  — 

"  Perhaps  she  is  gone  to  Heaven  before  him  ;  she  did 
not  look  like  one  long  for  this  world.  She  left  us  so  sud- 
denly. Many  things  of  hers  besides  these  papers  are  still 
here  ;  but  I  keep  them  aired  and  dusted,  and  strew  lav- 
ender over  them,  in  case  she  ever  come  for  them  again. 
You  never  heard  tell  of  her,  did  you,  sir  ?  "  she  added, 
with  great  simplicity,  and  dropping  a  half-curtsey. 

**0f  her  — of  whom?" 

"  Did  not  Mr.  John  tell  you  her  name  —  dear  —  dear; 
Mrs.  Bertram." 

Leonard  started  ;  the  very  name  so  impressed  upon  his 
memory  by  Harley  L'Estrange. 

''  Bertram  !  "  he  repeated.     "Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  sir  !  And  many  years  after  she  had  left  us, 
and  we  had  heard  no  more  of  her,  there  came  a  packet 
addressed  to  her  here,  from  over  sea,  sir.  We  took  it  in, 
and  kept  it,  and  John  would  break  the  seal,  to  know  if  it 
would  tell  us  anything  about  her;  but  it  was  all  in  a 
foreign  language  like  —  we  could  not  read  a  word." 

'*  Have  you  the  packet  ?  Pray  show  it  to  me  It  may 
be  of  the  greatest  value.  To-morrow  will  do  —  I  cannot 
think  of  that  just  now.     Poor  Burley  I " 

Leonard's  manner  indicated  that  he  wished  to  talk  no 
more,  and  to  be  alone.  So  Mrs.  Goodyer  left  him,  and 
stole  back  to  Burley's  room  on  tiptoe. 

The  young  man  remained  in  deep  reverie  for  some  mo- 
ments "  Light,"  he  murmured.  *'  How  often  '  Light'  ia 
the  last  word  of  those  round  whom  the  shades  are  gather- 
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ing  1 "  *  He  moved,  and  straight  on  his  view  through  the 
cottage  lattice  there  streamed  light,  indeed — not  the  mi- 
serable ray  lit  by  a  human  hand  —  but  the  still  and  holy 
^fulgeace  of  a  moonlit  heaven.  It  lay  broad  upon  the 
humble  floors — pierced  across  the  threshold  of  the  death- 
chamber,  and  halted  clear  amidst  its  shadows. 

Leonard  stood  motionless,  his  eye  following  the  silvery 
silent  splendor. 

*'  And,"  he  said  inly — "  and  does  this  large  erring  na- 
ture, marred  by  its  genial  faults  —  this  soul  which  should 
have  filled  a  land,  as  yon  orb  the  room,  with  a  light  that 
linked  CM-th  to  heaven  —  does  it  pass  away  into  the  dark, 
and  leave  not  a  ray  behind  ?  Nay,  if  the  elements  of  light 
are  ever  in  the  space,  and  when  the  flame  goes  out  return 
to  the  vital  air  —  so  thought,  once  kindled,  lives  for  ever 
around  and  about  us,  a  part  of  our  breathing  atmosphere. 
Many  a  thinker,  many  a  poet,  may  yet  illumine  the  world, 
from  the  thoughts  which  yon  genius,  that  will  have  no 
name,  gave  forth  to  wander  through  air,  and  recombine 
again  in  some  new  form  of  light." 

*  Every  one  remembers  that  Goethe's  last  words  are  said  to  have 
Decn,  •*  More  light;"  and  perhaps  what  has  occurred  in  the  text 
rany  be  supposed  a  plagijirism  from  those  words.  But,  in  fact,  no- 
thing is  more  common  than  the  craving  and  domand  for  light  a 
little  before  death.  Let  any  consult  his  own  sad  experience  in  the 
hist  moments  of  those  whose  gradual  close  he  has  watched  and 
tended.  What  more  frequent  than  a  prayer  to  open  the  shutters 
and  let  in  the  sun?  What  complaint  more  repeated,  and  more 
touching,  than  •'  that  it  is  growing  dark  ?"  I  once  knew  a  sufferer 
— who  did  wot  then  seem  in  immediate  danger,  suddenly  order  tho 
skk-room  to  be  lit  up  as  if  for  a  gala  When  this  was  told  to  the 
pbysiciaD,  he  said  gravely,   *'No  worse  sign." 
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Thus  he  went  on  in  vague  speculations,  seeking,  as  youtli 
enamoured  of  fame  seeks  too  fondly,  to  prove  that  mind 
never  works,  however  erratically,  in  vain  —  and  to  retain 
yet,  as  an  influence  upon  earth,  the  soul  about  to  soar  far 
beyond  the  atmosphere  where  the  elements  that  make  fame 
abide.  Not  thus  had  the  dying  man  interpreted  the  en- 
durance of  light  and  thought. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  his  reverie,  a  loud  cry  broke 
on  his  ear.  He  shuddered  as  he  heard,  and  hastened 
forebodingly  into  the  adjoining  room.  The  old  woman 
was  kneeling  by  the  bedside,  and  chafing  Burley's  hand^ — 
eagerly  looking  into  his  face.  A  glance  sufficed  to  Leo- 
nard. All  was  over.  Burley  had  died  in  sleep  —  calmly, 
and  without  a  groan. 

The  eyes  were  half-open,  with  that  leok  of  inexpressible 
softness  which  death  sometimes  leaves ;  and  still  they  were 
turned  towards  the  light;  and  the  light  burned  clear. 
Leonard  closed  tenderly  the  heavy  lids  ;  and,  as  he  covered 
the  face,  the  lips  smiled  a  serene  farewell 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

We  have  seen  Squire  Hazeldean  (proud  of  the  contents 
of  his  pocket-book,  and  his  knowledge  of  the  mercenary 
nature  of  foreign  women)  set  off  on  his  visit  to  Beatrice 
di  Negra.  Randal  thus  left,  musing  lone  in  the  crowded 
'Jtreets,  revolved  with  astute  complacency  the  probablo 
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resnlts  of  Mr.  Hazeldean's  bluflf  negotiation  ;  and,  con- 
vincing himself  that  one  of  his  vistas  towards  Fortnne 
was  becoming  more  clear  and  clear,  he  turned,  with  the 
restless  activity  of  some  founder  of  destined  cities  in  a 
new  settlement,  to  lop  the  boughs  that  cumbered  and 
obscured  the  others.  For  truly,  like  a  man  in  a  vast 
Columbian  forest,  opening  entangled  space,  now  with  the 
ready  axe,  now  with  the  patient  train  that  kindles  the 
slower  fire,  this  child  of  civilised  life  went  toiling  on 
against  surrounding  obstacles,  resolute  to  destroy,  but 
ever  scheming  to  construct.  And  now  Randal  has  reached 
Levy's  dainty  business-room,  and  is  buried  deep  in  discus- 
sion how  to  secure  to  himself,  at  the  expense  of  his  patron, 
the  representation  of  Lansmere,  and  how  to  complete  the 
contract  which  shall  re-annex  to  his  forlorn  inheritance 
some  fragments  of  its  ancient  wealth. 

Meanwhile,  Chance  fought  on  his  side  in  the  boudoir 
of  May  Fair.  The  Squire  had  found  the  Marchesa  at 
home, — briefly  introduced  himself  and  his  business,^ — told 
her  she  was  mistaken  if  she  had  fancied  she  had  taken  in 
a  rich  heir  in  his  son, — that,  thank 'Heaven,  he  could  leave 
his  estates  to  his  ploughman,  should  he  so  please,  but  that 
he  was  willing  to  do  things  liberally ;  and  whatever  she 
thought  Frank  was  worth,  he  was  very  ready  to  pay  for. 

At  another  time  Beatrice  would  perhaps  have  laughed 
at  this  strange  address  ;  or  she  might,  in  some  prouder 
mon^nt,  have  fired  up  with  all  a  patrician's  resentment, 
nnd  a  woman's  pride  ;  but  now  her  spirit  was  crushed,  her 
nerves  shattered  ;  the  sense  of  her  degraded  position,  of 
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her  dependence  on  her  brother,  combined  with  her  supreme 
uuhappiness  at  the  loss  of  those  dreams  with  which  Leo- 
nard had  for  a  while  charmed  her  wearied,  waking  life — 
all  came  upon  her.  She  listened,  pale  and  speechless  ;  and 
the  poor  Squire  thought  he  was  quietly  advancing  towards 
a  favorable  result,  when  she  suddenly  burst  into  a  passion 
of  hysterical  tears  ;  and  just  at  that  moment  Frank  him- 
self entered  the  room.  At  the  sight  of  his  father,  of 
Beatrice's  grief,  his  sense  of  filial  duty  gave  way.  He  was 
maddened  by  irritation  —  by  the  insult  offered  to  the  wo- 
man he  loved,  which  a  few  trembling  words  irom  her 
explained  to  him  ;  maddened  yet  more  by  the  fear  that  the 
insult  had  lost  her  to  him  —  warm  words  ensued  between 
son  and  father,  to  close  with  the  peremptory  command 
and  vehement  threat  of  the  last. 

"Come  away  this  instant,  sir !  Come  with  me,  or  be- 
fore the  day  is  over  I  strike  you  out  of  my  will  1 " 

The  sou's  answer  was  not  to  his  father ;  ke  threw  him- 
self at  Beatrice's  feet. 

"  Forgive  him  —  forgive  us  both " 

"  What  I  you  prefer  that  stranger  to  me  —  to  ihe  ia- 
heritance  of  Hazeldean  I "  cried  the  Squire,  stamping  hiB 
foot. 

"  Leave  your  estates  to  whom  you  will ;  all  that  I  care 
for  in  life  is  here  ! " 

The  Squire  stood  still  a  moment  or  so,  gazing  on  his 
son,  with  a  strange  bewildered  marvel  at  the  strength  of 
that  mystic  passion,  which  none  not  laboring  under  its 
'earful  charra  can  comprehend, — which  creates  the  sudden 
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Idol  til  at  no  reason  justifies,  and  sacrifices  to  its  fe-tal 
shrine  alike  thre  Past  and  the  Future.  Not  trusting  him- 
self to  speak,  the  father  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes, 
and  dashed  away  the  bitter  tear  that  sprang  from  a  swelling 
indignant  heart ;  then  he  uttered  an  inarticulate  sound, 
and,  finding  his  Toice  gone,  moved  away  to  the  door,  and 
•eft  the  house. 

He  walked  through  the  streets,  bearing  his  head  very 
erect,  as  a  proud  man  does  when  deeply  wounded,  and 
striving  to  shake  off  some  affection  that  he  deems  a  weak- 
ness ;  and  his  trembling,  nervous  fingers  fumbled  at  the 
button  of  his  coat,  trying  to  tighten  the  garment  across 
his  chest,  as  if  to  confirm  a  resolution  that  still  sought  to 
struggle  out  of  the  revolting  heart. 

Thus  he  went  on,  and  the  reader,  perhaps,  will  wonder 
whither,  and  the  wonder  may  not  lessen  when  he  finds  the 
Squire  come  to  a  dead  pause  in  Grosvernor  Square,  and 
t  the  portico  of  his  ''distant  brother's"  stately  house. 

At  the  Squire's  brief  inquiry  whether  Mr.  Egerton  was 
at  home,  the  porter  summoned  the  groom  of  the  chambers ; 
and  the  groom  of  the  chambers,  seeing  a  stranger,  doubted 
whether  his  mcister  was  not  engaged,  but  would  tnke  in 
the  stranger's  card,  and  see. 

*'Ay,  ay,"  muttered  the  Squire,  "this  is  true  relation- 
ship !  —  ray  child  prefers  a  stranger  to  me  ;  why  should  I 
complain  that  T  am  a  stranger  in  my  brother's  house  ? 
Sir,'  added  the  Squire,  aloud,  and  very  meekly  —  '*sir, 
nlease  to  say  to  your  master  that  J  am  William  Hazeldean." 

The  servant  bowed  low,  and  without  another  word 

Digitized  by  V^nOOQlC 


IT6  MY    NOVEL;     OR, 

conducted  the  visitor  into  the  statesman's  library,  and  an- 
nouncing Mr.  Hazeldean,  closed  the  door.  • 

Audley  was  seated  at  his  desk,  the  grim  iron  boxes 
still  at  his  feet,  but  they  were  now  closed  and  locked. 
And  the  ex-minister  was  no  longer  looking  over  ofi&cial 
documents  ;  letters  spread  open  before  him  of  far  different 
nature ;  in  his  hand  there  lay  a  long  lock  of  fair  silken 
hair,  on  which  his  eyes  were  fixed  sadly  and  intently.  He 
started  at  the  sound  of  his  visitor's  name,  and  the  tread 
of  the  Squire's  stalwart  footstep  ;  and  mechanically  thrust 
into  his  bosom  the  relic  of  younger  and  warmer  years, 
keeping  his  hand  to  his  heart,  which  beat  loud  with  disease 
under  the  light  pressure  of  that  golden  hair. 

The  two  brothers  stood  on  the  great  man's  lonely 
learth,  facing  each  other  in  silence,  and  noting  uncon- 
3iously  the  change  made  in  each  during  the  long  years 
^  which  they  had  never  met. 

The  Squire,  with  his  portly  size,  his  hardy  sun-burnt 
cheeks,  the  partial  baldness  of  his  unfurrowed,  open  fore- 
head, looked  his  full  age  —  deep  into  middle  life  Un- 
mistakably he  seemed  the  pater  familias  —  the  husband 
and  the  father  —  the  man  of  social  domestic  ties.  But 
about  Audley  (really  some  few  years  junior  to  the  Squire), 
despite  the  lines  of  care  on  his  handsome  face,  there  still 
lingered  the  grace  of  youth.  Men  of  cities  retain  youth 
longer  than  those  of  the  country —  a  remark  which  Buffon 
has  not  failed  to  make  and  to  account  for.  Neither  did 
Egerton  betray  the  air  of  the  married  man  ;  for  ineffable 
solitariness  seemed  stamped  upon  one  whose  private  life 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  471 

had  long  been  so  stern  a  solitude.  No  ray  from  the 
focus  of  Home  played  round  that  reserved,  unjoyous, 
melancholy  brow.  In  a  word,  Audley  looked  still  the 
man  for  whom  some  young  female  heart  might  fondly 
sigh  ;  and  not  the  less  because  of  the  cold  eye  and  com- 
pressed lip,  which  challenged  interest  even  while  seeming 
to  repel  it. 

.  Audley  was  the  first  to  speak,  and  to  put  forth  the 
right  hand,  which  he  stole  slowly  from  its  place  at  his 
breast,  on  which  the  lock  of  hair  still  stirred  to  and  fro 
at  the  heave  of  the  laboring  heart.  "  William,"  said  he, 
with  his  rich  deep  voice,  '*  this  is  kind.  You  are  come 
to  see  me,  now  that  men  say  I  am  fallen.  The  minister 
you  censured  is  no  more  j  and  you  see  again  the  brother." 

The  Squire  was  softened  at  once  by  this  address.  He 
shook  heartily  the  hand  tendered  to  him ;  and  then, 
turning  away  his  head,  with  an  honest  conviction  that 
Audley  ascribed  to  him  a  credit  which  he  did  not  deserve, 
he  said,  "  No,  no,  Audley ;  I  am  more  selfish  than  you 
think  me.  I  have  come  —  I  have  come  to  ask  your  advice 
—  no,  not  exactly  that  —  your  opinion.  But  you  are 
busy  ? " 

"  Sit  down,  William.  Old  days  were  coming  over  me 
when  you  entered ;  days  earlier  still  return  now  —  days, 
too,  that  leave  no  shadow  when  their  suns  are  set." 

The  proud  man  seemed  to  think  he  had  said  too  much. 
His  practical  nature  rebuked  the  poetic  sentiment  and 
phrase.  He  recollected  himself,  and  added,  more  coldly, 
'*  Tou  would  ask  my  opinion  ?    What  on  ?    Some  public 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


4T8  MY    NOVEL;     OR 

matter  —  some  Parliamentary  bill  that  may  affect  your 
property  ?  " 

"Am  I  such  a  mean  miser  as  that?  Property  —  pro- 
perty ?  What  does  property  matter,  when  a  man  is  struck 
down  at  his  own  hearth  ?  Property,  indeed  I  But  you 
have  no  child — happy  brother  I" 

"Ay,  ay;  as  you  say,  I  am  a  happy  man ;  childless  1 
Has  your  son  displeased  you  ?  I  have  heard  him  weH 
spoken  of,  too." 

"  Don't  talk  of  him.  Whether  his  conduct  be  good  or 
ill,  is  my  affair,"  resumed  the  poor  father  with  a  testy 
voice — jealous  alike  of  Audley's  praise  or  blame  of  his 
rebellious  son.  Then  he  rose  a  moment,  and  made  a 
strong  gulp,  as  if  for  air ;  and  laying  his  broad  brown 
hand  on  his  brother^s  shoulder,  said  — "  Randal  Leslie 
tells  me  you  are  wise  —  a  consummate  man  of  the  world. 
No  doubt  you  are  so.  And  Parson  Dale  tells  me  that 
he  is  sure  you  have  warm  feelings  —  which  I  take  to  be  a 
strange  thing  for  one  who  has  lived  so  long  in  London, 
and  has  no  wife  and  no  child  —  a  widower,  and  a  Member 
of  Parliament —  for  a  commercial  city,  too.  Never  smile  ; 
it  is  no  smiling  matter  with  me.  You  know  a  foreign 
woman,  called  Negra,  or  Negro  —  not  a  black3rmoor 
though,  by  any  means  —  at  least  on  the  outside  of  hei. 
Is  she  such  a  woman  as  a  plain  country  gentleman  would 
like  his  only  son  to  marry  —  ay  or  no  ? " 

"  No,  indeed,"  answered  Audley,  gravely ;  "  and  I  trust 
your  son  will  commit  no  action  so  rash.  Shall  I  see  him 
or  her?  Speak,  my  dear  William.  What  would  you 
have  me  do  ? "  n        \ 
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"Notbing ;  jou  have  said  enough,"  replied  the  Squire, 
gloomily  ;  and  his  head  sank  on  his  breast. 

Audley  took  his  hand,  and  pressed  it  fraternaliy. 
"William,"  said  the  statesman,  "we  have  been  long 
estranged ;  but  I  do  not  forget  that  when  we  last  met,  at 
—  at  Lord  Lansmere^s  house,  and  when  I  took  you  aside, 
and  said,  '  William,  if  I  lose  this  election,  I  must  resign 
all  chance  of  public  life ;  my  affairs  are  embarrassed  —  I 
would  not  accept  money  from  you  —  I  would  seek  a  pro- 
fession, and  you  can  help  me  there,'  you  divined  my  mean- 
ing, and  said  —  'Take  orders;  the  Hazeldean  living  is 
just  vacant.  I  will  get  some  one  to  hold  it  till  you  are 
ordained.'  I  do  not  forget  that.  Would  that  I  had 
thought  earlier  of  so  serene  an  escape  from  all  that  then 
tormented  me.     My  lot  might  have  been  far  happier." 

The  Squire  eyed  Audley  with  a  surprise  that  broke 
forth  from  his  more  absorbing  emotions.  "  Happier  I 
Why,  all  things  have  prospered  with  you ;  and  you  are 
rich  enough  now ;  and  —  you  shake  your  head.  Brother, 
is  it  possible  I  do  you  want  money  ?  Pooh,  not  accept 
money  from  your  mother's  son  I  — stuff."  Out  came  the 
Squire's  pocket-book.     Audley  pdt  it  gently  aside. 

"Nay,^'  said  he,  "I  havje  enough  for  myself;  but  since 
you  seek  and  speak  with  me  thus  affectionately,  I  will  ask 
you  one  favor.  Should  I  die  before  I  can  provide  foi 
ray  wife's  kinsman,  Randal  Leslie,  as  I  could  wish,  will 
you  see  to  his  fortunes,  so  far  as  you  can,  without  injury 
to  others  —  to  your  own  son  ?  " 

"My  son  I     He  is  provided  for.     He  has  the  Casir  - 
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ostate  —  much  good  may  it  do  him.  You  have  toucoed 
on  the  very  matter  that  brought  me  here.  This  boy, 
Randal  Leslie,  seems  a  praiseworthy  lad,  and  has  Hazel- 
dean  blood  in  his  veins.  You  have  taken  him  up  be- 
cause he  is  connected  with  your  late  wife.  Why  should 
not  I  take  him  up,  too,  when  his  grandmother  was  a 
Hazeldean  ?  My  main  object  in  calling  was  to  ask  what 
you  mean  to  do  for  him  ;  for  if  you  do  not  mean  to  pro- 
vide for  him,  why,  I  will,  as  in  duty  bound.  So  your  re- 
quest comes  at  the  right  time  ;  I  think  of  altering  my  will 
I  can  put  him  into  the  entail,  besides  a  handsome  legacy. 
You  are  sure  he  is  a  good  lad — and  it  will  please  you 
too,  Audley  I " 

*'  But  not  at  the  expense  of  your  son.  And  stay, 
William  —  as  to  this  foolish  marriage  with  Madame  di 
Nc^ra, — who  told  you  Frank  meant  to  take  such  a  step  ?  " 

"  He  told  me  himself;  but  it  is  no  matter.  Randal  and 
1  both  did  all  we  could  to  dissuade  him;  and  Randal  ad- 
vised me  to  come  to  you." 

"  He  has  acted  generously,  then,  our  kinsman  Randal 

—  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Audley,  his  brow  somewhat 
clearing.  "  I  have  no  influence  with  this  lady ;  but,  at 
least,  I  can  counsel  her.  Do  not  consider  the  marriage 
fixed  because  a  young  man  desires  it.  Youth  is  ever  hot 
and  rash." 

"  Your  youth  never  was,"  retorted  the  Squire,  bluntly. 
"You  married  well  enough,  I^m  sure,  i  will  say  one 
thing  for  you  :  you  have  been,  to  my  taste,  a  bad  politician 

—  beg  pardon  —  but  you  were  always  a  gentleman.     Too 
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would  never  have  disgraced  your  family  and  married 


a- 
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"  Hush  !  "  interrupted  Egerton,  gently.  "  Do  not  make 
matters  worse  than  they  are.  Madame  di  Negra  is  of 
high  birth  in  her  own  country ;  and  if  scandal " 

"  Scandal  1 "  cried  the  Squire,  shrinking  and  turning 
pale.  "Are  you  speaking  of  the  wife  of  a  Hazeldean  ? 
At  least  she  shall  never  sit  by  the  hearth  at  which  now 
sits  his  mother  j  and  whatever  I  may  do  for  Frank,  her 
children  shall  not  succeed.  No  mongrel  cross-breed  shall 
kennel  in  English  Hazeldean.  Much  obliged  to  you, 
Audley,  for  your  good  feeling  —  glad  to  have  seen  you  ; 
and  harkye,  you  startled  me  by  that  shake  of  your  head, 
when  I  spoke  of  your  wealth ;  and,  from  what  you  say 
about  Randal's  prospects,  I  guess  that  you  London 
gentlemen  are  not  so  thrifty  as  we  are.  You  shall  let 
me  speak.  I  say  again,  that  I  have  some  thousands  quite 
at  your  service.  And  though  you  are  not  a  Hazeldean, 
still  you  are  my  mother's  son  ;  and  now  that  I  am  about 
to  alter  my  will,  I  can  as  well  scratch  in  the  name  of 
Egerton  as  that  of  Leslie.  Cheer  up,  cheer  up  :  you  are 
youuger  than  I  am,  and  you  have  no  child ;  so  you  will 
live  longer  than  I  shall." 

"My  dear  brother,"  answered  Audley,  "believe  me  I 
shall  never  live  to  want  your  aid.  And  as  to  Leslie,  add 
to  the  £5000  I  mean  to  give  him,  an  equal  sum  in  your 
will,  and  I  shall  feel  that  he  has  received  justice." 

Observing  that  the  Squire,  though  he  listened  atten- 
tively, made  no  ready  answer,  Audley  turned  the  subject 
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again  to  Prank  ;  and  with  the  adroitness  of  a  man  of  the 
world,  backed  by  a  cordial  sympathy  in  his  brother's  die- 
tress,  he  pleaded  so  well  Frank's  lame  cause,  urged  so 
gently  the  wisdom  of  patience  and  delay,  and  the  appeal 
to  filial  feeling  rather  than  recourse  to  paternal  threats 
that  the  Squire  grew  mollified  in  spite  of  himself,  and  left 
his  brother's  house  a  much  less  angry,  and  less  doleful  man. 

Mr.  Hazeldcan  was  still  in  the  square,  when  he  came 
upon  Randal  himself,  who  was  walking  with  a  dark- 
whiskered,  showy,  gentleman,  towards  Bgerton's  house. 
Randal  and  the  gentleman  exchanged  a  hasty  whisper, 
and  the  former  then  exclaimed  — 

"  What,  Mr.  Hazeldean,  have  you  just  left  your  brother's 
house  ?     Is  it  possible  ?  " 

"Why,  you  advised  me  to  go  there,  and  I  did.  1 
scarcely  knew  what  I  was  about.  I  am  very  glad  I  did 
go.  Hang  politics  I  hang  the  landed  interest  1  what  do 
I  care  for  either  now?" 

"  Foiled  with  Madame  di  Negra  ?  "  asked  Randal,  draw- 
ing the  Squire  aside. 

"  Never  speak  of  her  again  ! "  cried  the  Squire,  fiercely. 
*' And  as  to  that  ungrateful  boy  —  but  I  don't  mean  to 
behave  harshly  to  him  —  he  shall  have  money  enough  to 
keep  her  if  he  likes  —  keep  her  from  coming  to  me  — 
keep  him,  too,  from  counting  on  my  death,  and  borrowing 
post-obits  on  the  Casino  —  for  he'll  be  doing  that  next — 
no,  I  hope  J  wrong  him  there ;  I  have  been  too  good  a 
father  for  him  to  count  on  my  death  already.  After  all,'- 
continued   the   S(iuire,  beginning  to  relax,  "as  Audley 
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BaySy  the  marriage  is  not  yet  made  ;  and  if  the  woman  has 
taken  him  in,  he  is  young,  and  his  heart  is  warm.  Make 
yourself  easy,  my  boy.  I  don't  forget  how  kindly  you 
took  his  part;  and  before  I  do  anything  rash,  I'll  at  least 
consult  with  his  poor  mother." 

Randal  gnawed  his  pale  lip,  and  a  momentary  cloud 
of  disappointment  passed  over  his  face. 

"True,  sir,"  said  he  gently;  "true,  you  must  not  be 
rash.  Indeed,  I  was  thinking  of  you  and  poor  dear 
Prank  at  the  very  moment  I  met  you.  It  occurred  to  me 
whether  we  might  not  make  Frank's  very  embarrassments 
a  reason  to  induce  Madame  di  Negra  to  refuse  him ;  and 
I  was  on  my  way  to  Mr.  Egerton,  in  order  to  ask  his 
opinion,  in  company  with  the  gentleman  yonder." 

"  Gentleman  yonder !  Why  should  he  thrust  his  long 
aose  into  my  family  affairs  ?     Who  the  devil  is  he  ?  " 

"Don't  ask,  sir.     Pray  let  me  act." 

But  the  Squire  continued  to  eye  askant  the  dark- 
wiskered  personage  thus  interposed  between  himself  and 
his  son,  and  who  waited  patiently  a  few  yards  in  the  rear, 
carelessly  re-adjusting  the  camelia  in  his  button-hole. 

"He  looks  very  outlandish.  Is  he  a  foreigner  too  ?" 
asked  the  Squire  at  last. 

"No,  not  exactly.  However,  he  knows  all  about 
Frank's  embarrassments ;  and " 

"  Embarrassments  I  what,  the  debt  he  paid  for  that  wo- 
man ?     How  did  he  raise  the  money  ?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  Randal,  "and  that  is  the 
reiiSOB  I  asked  Baron  Levy  to  accompany  me  to  Eger- 
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ton's,  that  he  might  explain  ifr  private  what  I  have  no 

reason "  ( 

"  Baron  Levy  I "  interrupted  the  Squire.    "  Levy,  Levy 

—  I  have  heard  of  a  Levy  who  has  nearly  ruined  my 
neighbor  Thornhill  —  a  money-lender.  Zounds  1  is  that 
the  man  who  knows  ray  son's  affairs  ?  I'll  soon  learn,  sir." 

Randal  caught  hold  of  the  Squire's  arm  :  "  Stop,  stop  ; 
if  you  really  insist  upon  learning  more  about  Frank's 
debts,  you  must  not  appeal  to  Baron  Levy  directly,  and 
as  Frank's  father  :  he  will  not  answer  you.  But  if  I  pre- 
sent you  to  him  as  a  mere  acquaintance  of  mine,  and  turn 
the  conversation,  as  if  carelessly,  upon  Frank  —  why, 
since,  in  the  London  world,  such  matters  are  never  kept 
secret,  except  from  the  parents  of  young  men  —  I  have 
no  doubt  he  will  talk  out  openly." 

"Manage  it  as  you  will,"  said  the  Squire. 

Randal  took  Mr,  Hazeldean's  arm,  and  joined  Levy  — 
*'A  friend  of  mine  from  the  country,  Baron."  Levy 
bowed  profoundly,  and  the  three  walked  slowly  on. 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Randal,  pressing  significantly  upon 
Ijevy's  arm,  "  my  friend  has  come  to  town  upon  the  some- 
what unpleasant  business  of  settling  the  debts  of  another 

—  a  young  man  of  fashion  —  a  relation  of  his  own.  No 
one,  sir  (turning  to  the  Squire),  could  so  ably  assist  you 
in  such  arrangements  as  could  Baron  Levy." 

Baron  (modestly,  and  with  a  moralising  air). — I  have 
some  experience  in  such  matters,  and  I  hold  it  a  duty  to 
assist  the  parents  and  relations  of  young  men,  who,  from 
rant  of  reflection,  often  ruin  themselves  for  life.     I  hop« 
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the  young  gentleman  in  question  is  not  in  the  hands  of 
the  Jews? 

Randal.  —  Christians  are  as  fond  of  good  interest  for 
their  money  as  ever  the  Jews  can  oe. 

Baron.  —  Granted,  but  they  have  not  always  so  much 
money  to  lend.  The  first  thing,  sir  (addressing  the 
Squire)  —  the  first  thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  buy  up  such 
of  your  relation's  bills  and  notes  of  hand  as  may  be  in  the 
market.  No  doubt  we  can  get  them  a  bargain,  unless  the 
young  man  is  heir  to  some  property  that  may  soon  be  his 
in  the  course  of  nature. 

Randal.  —  Not  soon  —  Heaven  forbid  I  His  father 
is  still  a  young  man — a  fine  healthy  man  (leaning  heavily 
on  Levy's  arm) ;  and  as  to  post-obits 

Baron.  —  Post-obits  on  sound  security  cost  more  to 
buy  up,  however  healthy  the  obstructing  relative  may  be. 

Randal.  —  I  should  hope  that  there  are  not  many 
sons  who  can  calculate,  in  cold  blood,  on  the  death  of 
their  fathers. 

Baron.  —  Ha,  ha  —  he  is  young,  our  friend  Randal ; 
eh,  sir? 

Randal. — Well,  I  am  not  more  scrupulous  than  others, 
I  dare  say;  and  I  have  often  been  pinched  hard  for 
money,  but  I  would  go  barefoot  rather  than  give  security 
upon  a  father's  grave  !  I  can  imagine  nothing  more 
likely  to  destroy  natural  feeling,  nor  to  instil  ingratitude 
and  treachery  into  the  whole  character,  than  to  press  the 
hand  of  a  parent,  and  calculate  when  that  hand  may  be 
dnst-^ihan  to  sit  down  with  strangers  and  reduce  his  life 
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to  the  measure  of  an  insurance-table  —  than  to  feel  diffi- 
culties gathering  round  one,  and  mutter  in  fashionable 
slang,  "  But  it  will  be  all  well  if  the  governor  would  but 
die."  And  he  who  has  accustomed  himself  to  the  relief 
of  post-obits  must  gradually  harden  his  mind  to  all  this. 

The-  Squire  groaned  heavily ;  and  had  Randal  pro- 
ceeded another  sentence  in  the  same  strain,  the  Squire 
would  have  wept  outright.  "But,"  continued  Randal, 
altering  the  tone  of  his  voice,  "  I  think  that  our  young 
friend,  of  whom  we  were  talking  just  now.  Levy,  before 
this  gentleman  joined  us,  has  the  same  opinions  as  myself 
on  this  head.  He  may  accept  bills,  but  he  would  nevei 
sign  post-obits." 

Baron  (who  with  the  apt  docility  of  a  managed  chargei 
to  the  touch  of  a  rider's  hand,  had  comprehended  and 
complied  with  each  quick  sign  of  RandaPs). — Pooh  1  the 
young  fellow  we  are  talking  of  ?  Nonsense.  He  would 
not  be  so  foolish  as  to  give  five  times  the  per-centage  he 
otherwise  might.  Not  sign  post-obits  I  Of  course  he  has 
signed  one. 

Randal.  —  Hist  —  you  mistake,  you  mistake. 

Squire  (leaving  RandaPs  arm  and  seizing  Levy's).  — 
Were  you  speaking  of  Frank  Hazeldean  ? 

Baron.  —  My  dear  sir,  excuse  me ;  I  never  mention 
names  before  strangers. 

Squire.  —  Strangers  again  1  Man,  I  am  the  boy't 
father  !  Speak  out,  sir ;  and  his  hand  closed  on  Levy's 
arm  with  the  strength  of  an  iron  vice 

Baeon.  —  Gently  ;  you  hurt  me,  sir ;  but  I  excuse  your 
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feelings.  Randal,  yon  are  to  blame  for  leading  me  into 
this  indiscretion ;  bnt  I  beg  to  assure  Mr.  Hazeldean,  that 
though  his  son  has  been  a  little  extravagant 

Randal.  —  Owing  chieflj  to  the  arts  of  an  abandoned 
woman. 

Babon.  —  Of  an  abandoned  woman ;  still  he  has  shown 
more  prudence  than  you  would  suppose ;  and  this  very 
post-obit  is  a  proof  of  it.  A  simple  act  of  that  kind  has 
enabled  him  to  pay  off  bills  that  were  running  on  till  they 
would  have  ruined  even  the  Hazeldean  estate ;  whereas  a 
charge  on  the  reversion  of  the  Casino 

Squire.  —  He  has  done  it  then?  He  has  signed  a 
post-obit  ? 

Randal.  —  No,  no,  Levy  must  be  wrong. 

Baron.  —  My  dear  Leslie,  a  man  of  Mr.  Hazeldean's 
time  of  life  cannot  have  your  romantic  boyish  notions. 
He  must  allow  that  Frank  has  acted  in  this  like  a  lad  of 
sense  —  very  good  head  for  business  has  my  young  fiiend 
Frank  I  And  the  best  thing  Mr.  Hazeldean  can  do  is 
quietly  to  buy  up  the  post-obit,  and  thus  he  will  place  his 
son  henceforth  in  his  power. 

Squire.  —  Can  I  see  the  deed  with  my  own  eyes  ? 

Baron.  —  Certainly,  or  how  could  you  be  induced  to 
buy  it  up.  But  on  one  condition :  you  must  not  betray 
me  to  your  son.  And,  indeed,  take  my  advice,  and  don't 
say  a  word  to  him  on  the  matter. 

Squire.  —  Let  me  see  it,  let  me  see  it  with  my  own  eyes. 
His  mother  else  will  never  believe  it — nor  will  1. 

Baron. — I  can  call  on  you  this  evening. 
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Bquibe.  —  Now,  now. 

Babon.  —  You  can  spare  me,  Randal ;  and  you  your- 
self can  open  to  Mr.  Egerton  the  other  affair  respecting 
Lansmere.  No  time  should  be  lost,  lest  L'Estrange 
suggest  a  candidate. 

Kandal  (whispering). — Nerer  mind  me.  This  is  more 
important.  (Aloud). — Go  with  Mr.  Hazeldean.  My  dear 
kind  friend  (to  the  Squire),  do  not  let  this  vex  you  so 
much.  After  all,  it  is  what  nine  young  men  out  of  ten 
would  do  in  the  same  circtimstances.  And  it  is  best  you 
should  know  it ;  you  may  save  Frank  ftrom  farther  ruin, 
and  prevent,  perhaps,  this  very  marriage. 

*'  We  will  see,"  exclaimed  the  Squire,  hastily.  "  Now, 
Mr.  Levy,  come." 

Levy  and  the  Squire  walked  on,  not  arm  in  arm,  but 
side  by  side.     Randal  proceeded  to  Egerton 's  house. 

''  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Leslie,"  said  the  ex-minister. 
"  What  is  it  I  have  heard  ?  My  nephew,  Frank  Hazel- 
dean,  proposes  to  marry  Madame  di  Negra  against  his 
father's  consent  ?  How  could  you  suffer  him  to  entertain 
an  idea  so  wild  ?   And  how  never  confide  it  to  me  ?  " 

Randal. — My  dear  Mr.  Egeuton,  it  is  only  to-day  that 
I  was  informed  of  Frank's  engagement  I  have  already 
seen  him,  and  expostulated  in  vain ;  till  then,  though  1 
knew  your  nephew  admired  Madame  di  Negra,  I  could 
never  suppose  he  harbored  a  seri6us  intention. 

EaiapiTON.— I  must  believe  you,  Randal.  I  will  myself 
see  Madame  di  Negra,  though  I  have  no  power,  and  no 
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right,  to  dictate  to  her.  I  have  bat  little  time  for  all  sach 
private  business.  The  dissolution  of  Parliament  is  so 
close  at  hand. 

Randal  (looking  down). —  It  is  on  that  subject  that  I 
wished  to  speak  to  you,  sir.  You  think  of  standing  for 
Lansmere.  Well,  Baron  Levy  has  suggested  to  me  an 
idea  that  I  could  not,  of  course,  even  countenance,  till  I 
had  spoken  to  you.  It  seems  that  he  has  some  acquaint- 
ance with  the  state  of  parties  in  that  borough.  He  is 
informed  thftt  it  is  not  only  as  easy  to  bring  in  two  of  our 
side,  as  to  carry  one,  but  that  it  would  make  your  election 
still  more  safe,  not  to  fight  single-handed  against  two 
opponents ;  that  if  canvassing  for  yourself  alone,  you 
could  not  carry  a  suflficient  number  of  plumper  votes  ;  that 
split  votes  would  go  from  you  to  one  or  other  of  the  two 
adversaries ;  that,  in  a  word,  it  is  necessary  to  pair  you 
with  a  colleague.  If  it  really  be  so,  you,  of  course,  will 
learn  best  from  your  own  committee ;  but  should  they 
concur  in  the  opinion  Baron  Levy  has  formed — do  I 
presume  too  much  on  your  kindness  —  to  deem  it  possible 
that  you  might  allow  me  to  be  the  second  candidate  on 
your  side  ?  I  should  not  say  this,  but  that  Levy  told  me 
you  had  some  wish  to  see  me  in  Parliament,  amongst  the 
supporters  of  your  policy.  And  what  other  opportunity 
can  occur?  Here  the  cost  of  carrying  two  would  be 
scarcely  mor«  than  that  of  carrying  one.  And  Levy  says, 
the  party  would  subscribe  for  my  election ;  you,  of  course, 
would  refuse  M  such  aid  for  your  own ;  and,  indeed,  with 
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your  great  name,  and  Lord  Lansmere*s  interest,  there  can 
be  little  beyond  the  strict  legal  expenses. 

As  Randal  spoke  thus  at  length,  he  watched  anxiously 
his  patron's  reserved,  unrevealing  countenance. 

Egerton  (drily).  —  I  will  consider.  You  may  safely 
leave  in  my  hands  any  matter  connected  with  yoar  ambi- 
tion and  advancement.  I  have  before  told  you  I  hold  it 
a  duty  to  do  all  in  my  power  for  the  kinsman  of  my  late 

wife  —  for  one  whose  career  I  undertook  to  forward 

for  one  whom  honor  has  compelled  to  share  in  my  owa 
political  reverses. 

Here  Egerton  rang  the  bell  for  his  hat  and  gloves,  and 
walking  into  the  hall,  paused  at  the  street-door.  There 
beckoning  to  Randal,  he  said,  slowly,  "  You  seem  intimate 
with  Baron  Levy ;  I  caution  you  against  him  —  a  danger- 
ous acquaintance,  first  to  the  purse,  next  to  the  honor. " 

Randal.  —  I  know  it,  sir ;  and  am  surprised  myself  at 
the  acquaintance  that  has  grown  up  between  us.  Perhaps 
its  cause  is  in  his  respect  for  yourself. 

Egerton.  —  Tut. 

Randal.  — Whatever  it  be,  he  contrives  to  obtain  a 
singular  hold  over  one's  mind,  even  where,  as  in  my  case, 
he  has  no  evident  interest  to  serve.  How  is  this  ?  It 
puzzles  me  I 

Egerton.  —  For  his  interest,  it  is  most  secured  where 
he  suflfers  it  to  be  least  evident ;  for  his  hold  over  the 
mind,  it  is  easily  accounted  for.     He  ever  appeals  to  two 
temptations,  strong  with  all  men — Avarice  and  Ambition 
Good  day. 
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Randal,  —  Are  you  going  to  Madame  di  Negra's  ? 
Shall  I  not  accompany  you  ?  Perhaps  I  may  be  able  to 
back  your  own  remonstrances. 

Egerton.  —  No,  I  shall  not  require  you 

Randal. — I  trust  I  shall  hear  the  result  of  your  inter- 
view ?     I  feel  so  much  interested  in  it.     Poor  Frank  1 

Audley  nodded.     "Of  course,  of  course." 


BND    or    THX    THIRD    VOLUKB. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


y  Google 


€C 


MY   NOVEL" 


VOL.   IV. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


'"MY   NOVEL" 

VOL.   IV. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


MY  NOVEL. 


BOOK  ELEVENTH, 

CONTINUED. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room  of  Madame  di  Negra, 
the  peculiar  charm  which  the  severe  Audley  Egerton  had 
been  ever  reputed  to  possess  with  women,  would  have 
sensibly  struck  one  who  had  hitherto  seen  him  chiefly  in 
his  relations  with  men  in  the  business-like  affairs  of  life. 
It  was  a  charm  in  strong  contrast  to  the  ordinary  man- 
ners of  those  who  are  emphatically  called  '*  Ladies' men." 
No  artificial  smile,  no  conventional  hollow  blandness,  no 
frivolous  gossip,  no  varnish  either  of  ungenial  gaiety  or 
affected  grace.  The  charm  was  in  a  simplicity  that  un- 
bent more  into  kindness  than  it  did  with  men.  Audley's 
nature,  whatever  its  faults  and  defects,  was  essentially 
masculine  ;  and  it  was  the  sense  of  masculine  power  that 
gave  to  his  voice  a  music  when  addressing  the  gentler 
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sex,  and  to  his  manner  a  sort  of  indulgent  tenderness 
that  appeared  equally  void  of  insincerity  and  presumption. 

Frank  had  been  gone  about  half  an  hour,  and  Madame 
di  Negra  was  scarcely  recovered  from  the  agitation  into 
which  she  had  teen  thrown  by  the  affront  from  the  father 
and  the  pleading  of  the  son. 

Egerton  took  her  passive  hand  cordially,  and  seated 
himself  by  her  side. 

"  My  dear  Marchesa,"  said  he,  *'  are  we  then  likely  to 
be  near  connections  ?  And  can  you  seriously  contemplate 
marriage  with  my  young  nephew,  Frank  Hazeldean  ?  You 
turn  away.  Ay,  my  fair  friend,  there  are  but  two  induce- 
ments to  a  free  woman  to  sign  away  her  liberty  at  the 
altar.  I  say  a  free  woman,  for  widows  are  free,  and  girls 
are  not.  These  inducements  are,  first,  worldly  position ; 
secondly,  love.  Which  of  these  motives  can  urge  Madame 
di  Negra  to  marry  Mr.  Frank  Hazeldean  ? " 

"  There  are  other  motives  than  those  you  speak  of — 
the  need  of  protection — the  sense  of  solitude — the  curst 
of  dependence  —  gratitude  for  honorable  affection.  But 
you  men  never  know  women  ! " 

"  I  grant  that  you  are  right  there  —  we  never  do ;  nei- 
ther do  women  ever  know  men.  And  yet  each  sex  con- 
trives to  dupe  and  to  fool  the  other  1  Listen  to  me.  1 
have  little  acquaintance  with  my  nephew,  but  I  allow  he 
is  a  handsome  young  gentleman,  with  whom  a  handsome 
young  lady  in  her  teens  might  fall  in  love  in  a  ball-room. 
But  you  who  have  known  the  higher  order  of  our  species 
—  you  who  have  received  the  homage  of  men,  whosi^ 
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thoughts  and  mind  leave  the  small-talk  of  drawing-room 
triflers  so  poor  and  bald — you  cannot  look  me  in  the  face 
and  say  that  it  is  any  passion  resembling  love  whieli  you 
feel  for  my  nephew.  And  as  to  position,  it  is  right  that 
I  should  inform  you  that  if  he  marry  you  he  will  have 
none.  He  may  risk  his  inheritance.  You  will  receive  no 
countenance  from  his  parents.  You  will  be  poor,  but 
not  free.  You  will  not  gain  the  independence  you  seek 
for.  The  sight  of  a  vacant  discontented  face  in  that  op- 
posite chair  will  be  worse  than  solitude.  And  as  to  grate- 
ful affection,"  added  the  man  of  the  world,  "it  is  a  polite 
synonym  for  tranquil  indifference." 

"  Mr.  Egerton,"  said  Beatrice,  "  people  say  you  are 
made  of  bronze.    Did  you  ever  feel  the  want  of  a  home  ?" 

"  I  answer  you  frankly,"  replied  the  statesman,  "if  I 
had  not  felt  it,  do  you  think  I  should  have  been,  and  that 
I  should  be  to  the  last,  the  joyless  drudge  of  public  life  ? 
Bronze  though  you  may  call  my  nature,  it  would  have 
melted  away  long  since  like  wax  in  the  fire,  if  I  had  sat 
idly  down  and  dreamed  of  a  home  P^ 

"But  we  women,"  answered  Beatrice,  with  pathos, 
"  have  no  public  life,  and  we  do  idly  sit  down  and  dream. 
Ob,"  she  continued,  after  a  short  pause,  and  clasping  her 
hands  firmly  together,  "you  think  me  worldly,  grasping, 
ambitious ;  how  different  my  fate  had  been,  had  I  known 
a  home  ! — known  one  whom  I  could  love  and  venerate — 
known  one  whose  smiles  would  have  developed  the  good 
that  was  once  within  me,  and  the  fear  of  whose  rebuking 
or  sortowful  eye  would  have  corrected  what  is  evil. " 
IL  2g  ^         J 
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"Yot,''  answered  Audley,  ''nearly  all  women  in  the 
great,  world  have  had  that  choice  once  in  their  lives,  and 
nearly  all  have  thrown  it  away.  How  few  of  your  rank 
really  think  of  home  when  they  marry  —  how  few  ask  to 
venerate  as  well  as  to  love — and  how  many,  of  every  rank, 
when  the  home  has  been  really  gained,  have  wilfully  lost 
its  shelter  ;  some  in  neglectful  weariness  —  some  from  a 
momentary  doubt,  distrust,  caprice — a  wild  fancy — a  pas- 
sionate fit  —  a^  trifle  —  a  straw  —  a  dream  !  True,  you 
women  are  ever  dreamers.  Common  sense,  common  earth, 
is  above  or  below  your  comprehension." 

Both  now  are  silent.  Audley  first  roused  himself  with 
a  quick  writhing  movement.  "  We  two,"  said  he,  smiling 
half  sadly,  half  cynically — "  we  two  must  not  longer  waste 
time  in  talking  sentiment.  We  know  both  too  well  what 
life,  as  it  has  been  made  for  us  by  our  faults  or  our  mis- 
fortunes, truly  is.  And  once  again,  I  entreat  you  to  pause 
before  you  yield  to  the  foolish  suit  of  my  foolish  nephew. 
Rely  on  it,  you  will  either  command  a  higher  offer  for 
your  prudence  to  accept ;  or,  if  you  needs  must  sacrifice 
rank  and  fortune,  you,  with  your  beauty  and  your  roman- 
tic heart,  will  see  one  who,  at  least  for  a  fair  holiday  sea- 
son (if  human  love  allows  no  more),  can  repay  you  for 
the  sacrifice.     Frank  Hazeldean  never  can." 

Beatrice  turned  away  to  conceal  the  tears  that  rushed 
to  her  eyes. 

"  Think  over  this  well,"  said  Audley,  in  the  softest  tones 
of  his  mellow  voice.  "  Do  you  remember  that  when  you 
first  came  to  England,  I  told  yo!i  that  neither  wedlock  nor 
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love  had  any  lures  for  me  ?  We  grew  friends  upon  that 
rude  avowal,  and  therefore  I  now  speak  to  you  like  some 
sage  of  old,  wise  because  standing  apart  and  aloof  from 
all  the  affections  and  ties  that  mislead  our  wisdom.  No- 
thing but  real  love  (how  rare  it  is  !  has  one  human  heart 
in  a  million  ever  known  it?)  —  nothing  but  real  love  ran 
repay  us  for  the  loss  of  freedom  —  the  cares  and  fears  of 
poverty — the  cold  pity  of  the  world  that  we  both  despise 
and  respect.  And  all  these,  and  much  more,  follow  the 
step  you  would  inconsiderately  take  —  an  imprudent 
marriage." 

"Audley  Egerton,"  said  Beatrice,  lifting  her  dark, 
moistened  eyes,  "  you  grant  that  real  love  does  compen- 
sate for  an  imprudent  marriage.  You  speak  as  if  you 
had  known  such  love  —  you  !     Can  it  be  possible  ? " 

"  Real  love  —  I  thought  that  I  knew  it  once.  Looking 
back  with  remorse,  I  should  doubt  it  now  but  for  one  curse, 
that  only  real  love,  when  lost,  has  the  power  to  leave  ever- 
more behind  it." 

"What  is  that?" 

"A  void  here,"  answered  Egerton,  striking  his  heart. 
"  Desolation  I  —  Adieu  !  " 

He  rose  and  left  the  room. 

"  Is  it,"  murmured  Egerton,  as  he  pursued  his  way 
through  the  streets  —  "is  it  that,  as  we  approach  death, 
all  the  first  fair  feelings  of  young  life  come  back  to  us 
mysteriously  ?  Thus  I  have  heard,  or  read,  that  in  some 
country  of  old,  children  scattering  flowers  preceded  a 
funeral  bier." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

And  so  Leonard  stood  beside  his  friend's  mortal  clay, 
and  watched,  in  the  ineffable  smile  of  death,  the  last  gleam 
which  the  soul  had  left  there ;  and  so,  after  a  time,  he 
crept  back  to  the  adjoining  room  with  a  step  as  noiseless 
as  if  he  had  feared  to  disturb  the  dead.  Wearied  as  he 
was  with  watching,  he  had  no  thought  of  sleep.  He  sat 
himself  down  by  the  little  table,  and  leaned  his  face  on 
his  hand,  musing  sorrowfully.  Thus  time  passed.  He 
heard  the  clock  from  below  strike  the  hours.  In  the  house 
of  death  the  sound  of  a  clock  becomes  so  solemn.  The 
soul  that  we  miss  has  gone  so  far  beyond  the  reach  of 
time  !  A  cold  superstitious  awe  gradually  stole  over  the 
young  man.  He  shivered,  and  lifted  his  eyes  with  a  start, 
half-scornful,  half-defying.  The  moon  was  gone  —  the 
grey  comfortless  dawn  gleamed  through  the  casement, 
and  carried  its  raw  chilling  light  through  the  opBii  door- 
way into  the  death-room.  And  there,  near  the  extin- 
guished fire,  Leonard  saw  the  solitary  woman,  weeping 
low,  and  watching  still.  He  returned  to  say  a  word  of 
comfort— wshe  pressed  his  hand,  but  waved  him  away.  He 
understood.  She  did  not  wish  for  other  comfort  than  her 
quiet  relief  of  tears.  Again,  he  returned  to  his  own  cham- 
ber, and  his  eye  this  time  fell  upon  the  papers  which  he 
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had  hitherto  disregarded.  What  made  his  heart  stand 
still,  and  the  blood  then  rush  so  quickly  through  his  veins  ? 
Why  did  he  seize  upon  those  papers  with  so  tremulous  a 
hand  —  then  lay  them  down  —  pause,  as  if  to  nerve  him- 
self—  and  look  so  eagerly  again  ?  He  recognised  the 
handwriting  —  those  fair,  clear  characters  —  so  peculiar 
in  their  woman-like  delicacy  and  grace  —  the  same  as  in 
the  wild,  pathetic  poems,  the  sight  of  which  had  made  an 
era  in  his  boyhood.  From  these  pages  the  image  of  the 
mysterious  Nora  rose  once  more  before  him.  He  felt  that 
he  was  with  a  mother.  He  went  back,  and  closed  the 
door  gently,  as  if  with  a  jealous  piety,  to  exclude  each 
ruder  shadow  from  the  world  of  spirits,  and  be  alone  with 
that  mournful  ghost.  For  a  thought  written  in  warm, 
sunny  life,  and  then  suddenly  rising  up  to  us,  when  the 
hand  that  traced,  and  the  heart  that  cherished  it,  are  dust 
—  is  verily  as  a  ghost.  It  is  a  likeness  struck  off  of  the 
fond  human  being,  and  surviving  it.  Far  more  truthful 
than  bust  or  portrait,  it  bids  us  see  the  tear  flow,  and  the 
pulse  beat.  What  ghost  can  the  church-yard  yield  to  us 
like  the  writing  of  the  dead  ? 

The  bulk  of  the  papers  had  been  once  lightly  sewn  to 
each  other  —  they  had  come  undone,  perhaps  in  Burley'a 
rude  hands ;  but  their  order  was  easily  apparent.  Leo- 
nard soon  saw  that  they  formed  a  kind  of  journal  —  not, 
indeed,  a  regular  diary,  nor  always  relating  to  the  things 
of  the  day.  There  were  gaps  in  time  —  no  attempt  at 
successive  narrative.  Sometimes,  instead  of  prose,  a  hasty 
burst  of  verse,  gushing  evidently  from  the  heart — some- 
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times  all  narrative  was  left  untold,  and  yet,  as  it  were, 
ep•^omised  by  a  single  burning  line  —  a  single  exclama- 
tion —  of  woe  or  joy  !  Everywhere  you  saw  records  of  a 
nature  exquisitely  susceptible ;  and,  where  genius  ap- 
peared, it  was  so  artless,  that  you  did  not  call  it  genius, 
but  emotion.  At  the  onset  the  writer  did  not  speak  of 
herself  in  the  first  person.  The  MS.  opened  with  de- 
scriptions and  short  dialogues,  carried  on  by  persons  to 
whose  names  only  initial  letters  were  assigned,  all  written 
in  a  style  of  simple  innocent  freshness,  and  breathing  of 
purity  and  happiness,  like  a  dawn  of  spring.  Two  young 
persons,  humbly  born  —  a  youth  and  a  girl  —  the  last  still 
in  childhood,  each  chiefly  self-taught,  are  wandering  on 
Sabbath  evenings  among  green  dewy  fields  near  the  busy 
town,  in  which  labor  awhile  is  still.  Few  words  pass  be- 
tween them.  You  see  at  once,  though  the  writer  does  not 
mean  to  convey  it,  how  far  beyond  the  scope  of  her  male 
companion  flies  the  heavenward  imagination  of  the  girl. 
It  is  he  who  questions  —  it  is  she  who  answers ;  and  soon 
there  steals  upon  you,  as  you  read,  the  conviction  that 
the  youth  loves  the  girl,  and  loves  in  vain.  All  in  this 
writing,  though  terse,  is  so  truthful  I  Leonard,  in  the 
youth,  already  recognises  the  rude  imperfect  scholar  — 
the  village  bard  —  Mark  Fairfield.  Then,  there  is  a  gap 
in  description  —  but  there  are  short  weighty  sentences, 
which  show  deepening  thought,  increasing  years,  in  the 
writer.  And  though  the  innocence  remains,  the  happiness 
begins  to  be  less  vivid  on  the  page. 

Now,  insensibly,  Leonard  finds  that  thore  is  a  new 
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phase  in  the  writer's  existence.  Scenes,  no  jonger  of 
humble  work-day  rural  life,  surround  her ;  and  a  fairer 
and  more  dazzling  image  succeeds  to  the  companion  of 
the  Sabbath  eves.  This  image  Nora  evidently  loves  to 
paint  —  it  is  akin  to  her  own  genius  —  it  ^captivates  her 
fancy  —  it  is  an  image  that  she  (inborn  artist,  and  con- 
scious of  her  art)  feels  to  belong  to  a  brighter  and  higher 
school  of  the  Beautiful.  And  yet  the  virgin's  heart  is 
not  awakened  —  no  trace  of  the  heart  yet  there  I  The 
new  image  thus  introduced  is  one  of  her  own  years,  per- 
haps ;  nay,  it  may  be  younger  still,  for  it  is  a  boy  that  is 
described,  with  his  profuse  fair  curls,  and  eyes  new  to 
grief,  and  confronting  the  sun  as  a  young  eagle's ;  with 
veins  so  full  of  the  wine  of  life,  that  they  overflow  into 
every  joyous  whim  ;  with  nerves  quiveringly  alive  to  the 
desire  of  glory ;  with  the  frank  generous  nature,  rash  in 
its  laughing  scorn  of  the  world,  which  it  has  not  tried. 
Who  was  this  boy,  it  perplexed  Leonard :  he  feared  to 
guess.  Soon,  less  told  than  implied,  you  saw  that  this 
companionship,  however  it  chanced,  brings  fear  and  pain 
on  the  M'riter.  Again,  as  before,  with  Mark  Fairfield, 
there  is  love  on  the  one  side  and  not  on  the  other  —  with 
her  there  is  affectionate,  almost  sisterly,  interest,  admira- 
tion, gratitude  —  but  a  something  of  pride  or  of  terror 
that  keeps  back  love. 

Here  Leonard's  interest  grew  intense.  There  were 
touches  by  which  conjecture  grew  certainty ;  and  he  recog- 
nised, through  the  lapse  of  years,  the  boy-lover  in  his  own 
generous  benefactor  I 
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Fragments  of  dialogue  now  began  to  reveal  the  suit 
of  an  ardent  impassioned  nature,  and  the  simple  wonder 
and  strange  alarm  of  a  listener  who  pitied,  but  could  not 
sympathise.  Some  great  worldly  distinction  of  rank  be- 
tween the  two  Ijecame  visible — that  distinction  seemed  to 
arm  the  virtue  and  steel  the  affections  of  the  lowlier  bom. 
Then  a  few  sentences,  half-blotted  out  with  tears,  told  of 
wounded  and  humbled  feelings  —  some  one  invested  with 
authority,  as  if  the  suitor's  parent,  had  interfered,  ques- 
tioned, reproached,  counselled.  And  it  was  evident  that 
the  suit  was  not  one  that  dishonored  —  it  wooed  to  flight, 
but  still  to  marriage. 

And  now  these  sentences  grew  briefer  still,  as  with  the 
decision  of  a  strong  resolve.  And  to  these  there  followed 
a  passage  so  exquisite,  that  Leonard  wept  unconsciously 
as  he  read.  It  was  the  description  of  a  visit  spent  at 
home  previous  to  some  sorrowful  departure.  He  caught 
the  glimpse  of  a  proud  and  vain,  but  a  tender  wistful 
mother  —  of  a  father's  fonder  but  less  thoughtful  love. 
And  then  came  a  quiet  soothing  scene  between  the  girl 
and  her  first  village  lover,  ending  thus — '*  So  she  put  M.'s 
hand  into  her  sister's,  and  said  :  *  You  loved  me  through 
the  fancy,  love  her  with  the  heart,'  and  left  them  compre- 
hending each  other,  and  betrothed." 

Leonard  sighed.  He  understood  now  how  Mark  Fair- 
field saw,  in  the  homely  features  of  his  unlettered  wife,  the 
reflection  of  the  sister's  soul  and  face. 

A  few  words  told  the  final  parting  —  words  that  were 
a  picture     The  long  friendless  highway,  stretching  on  — 
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on  —  towards  the  remorseless  city.  And  the  doors  of 
home  opening  on  the  desolate  thoroughfare  —  and  the  old 
pollard  tree  beside  the  threshold,  with  the  ravens  wheeling 
round  it  and  calling  to  their  young.  He  too  had  watched 
that  threshold  from  the  same  desolate  thoroughfare.  He 
too  had  heard  the  cry  of  the  ravens.  Then  came  some 
pages  covered  with  snatches  of  melancholy  verse,  or  some 
reflections  of  dreamy  gloom. 

The  writer  was  in  London,  in  the  house  of  some  high- 
born patroness  -  -  that  friendless  shadow  of  a  friend  which 
the  jargon  of  society  calls  "companion."  And  she  was 
looking  on  the  bright  storm  of  the  world  as  through 
prison  bars.  Poor  bird,  afar  from  the  greenwood,  she 
had  need  of  song  —  it  was  her  last  link  with  freedom  and 
nature.  The  patroness  seems  to  share  in  her  apprehen- 
sions of  the  boy  suitor,  whose  wild  rash  prayers  the 
fugitive  had  resisted  ;  but  to  fear  lest  the  suitor  should 
be  degraded,  not  the  one  whom  he  pursues  —  fear  an 
alliance  ill-suited  to  a  high-born  heir.  And  this  kind  of 
fear  stings  the  writer's  pride,  and  she  grows  harsh  in  her 
judgment  of  him  who  thus  causes  but  pain  where  he 
proffers  love.  Then  there  is  a  reference  to  some  appli- 
cant for  her  hand,  who  is  pressed  upon  her  choice.  And 
she  is  told  that  it  is  her  duty  so  to  choose,  and  thus 
deliver  a  noble  family  from  a  dread  that  endures  so  long 
as  her  hand  is  free.  And  of  this  fear,  and  of  this  appli- 
cant, there  breaks  out  a  petulant  yet  pathetic  scorn. 
After  this  the  narrative,  to  judge  by  the  diltes,  pauses  for 
days  and  weeks,  as  if  the  writer  had  grown  weary  and 
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listleRS  —  suddenly  to  re-open  in  a  new  strain,  eloquent 
with  hopes  and  with  fears  never  known  before.  The  first 
person  was  abruptly  assumed — it  was  the  living  "I"  that 
now  breathed  and  moved  along  the  lines.  How  was  this  ? 
The  woman  was  no  more  a  shadow  and  a  secret  unknown 
to  herself:  she  had  assumed  the  intense  and  vivid  sense 
of  individual  being  ;  and  love  spoke  loud  in  the  awakened 
human  heart. 

A  personage  not  seen  till  then  appeared  on  the  page. 
And  ever  afterwards  this  personage  was  only  named  as 
''^f?,"  as  if  the  one  and  sole  representative  of  all  the 
myriads  that  walk  the  earth.  The  first  notice  of  this 
prominent  character  on  the  scene  showed  the  restless 
agitated  effect  produced  on  the  writer's  imagination.  He 
was  invested  with  a  romance  probably  not  his  own.  He 
was  described  in  contrast  to  the  brilliant  boy  whose  suit 
she  had  feared,  pitied,  and  now  sought  to  shun — described 
with  a  grave  and  serious,  but  gentle  mien  —  a  voice  that 
imposed  respect  —  an  eye  and  lip  that  showed  collected 
dignity  of  will.  Alas  I  the  writer  betrayed  herself,  and 
the  charm  was  in  the  contrast,  not  to  the  character  of  the 
earlier  lover,  but  her  own.  And  now,  leaving  Leonard 
to  explore  and  guess  his  way  through  the  gaps  and 
chasms  of  the  narrative,  it  is  time  to  place  before  the 
reader  what  the  narrative  alone  mil  not  reveal  to  Leonard. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Nora  Avenel  had  fled  from  the  boyish  love  of  Harlej 
L'Estrange  —  recommended  by  Lady  Laiismere  to  a 
valetudinarian  relative  of  her  own,  Lady  Jane  Horton,  as 
a  companion.  But  Lady  Lansmere  could  not  believe  it 
possible  that  the  low-born  girl  could  long  sustain  her 
generous  pride,  and  reject  the  ardent  suit  of  one  who 
could  offer  to  her  the  prospective  coronet  of  a  countess. 
She  continually  urged  upon  Lady  Jane  the  necessity  of 
marrying  Nora  to  some  one  of  rank  less  disproportioned 
to  her  own,  and  empowered  that  lady  to  assure  any  such 
wooer  of  a  dowry  far  beyond  Nora's  station.  Lady  Jane 
looked  around,  and  saw  in  the  outskirts  of  her  limited 
social  ring,  a  young  solicitor,  a  peer's  natural  son,  who 
was  on  terms  of  more  than  business-like  intimacy  with  the 
fashionable  clients  whose  distresses  made  the  origin  of 
his  wealth.  The  young  man  was  handsome,  well-dressed, 
and  bland.  Lady  Jane  invited  him  to  her  house  ;  and, 
seeing  him  struck  with  the  rare  loveliness  of  Nora, 
whispered  the  hint  of  the  dower.  The  fashionable  soli- 
citor, who  afterwards  ripened  into  Baron  Levy,  did  not 
need  that  hint ;  for,  though  then  poor,  he  relied  on  him- 
self for  fortune,  and,  unlike  Randal,  he  had  warm  blood 
in  his  veins.  But  Lady  Jane's  suggestions  made  him 
sanguine  of  success  ;  and  when  he  formally  proposed,  a* 
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was  as  forihally  refused,  his  self-love  was  bitterly  wounded. 
Vanity  in  Levy  was  a  powerful  passion  ;  and  with  the 
vain,  hatred  is  strong,  revenge  is  rankling.  Levy  re- 
tired, concealing  his  rage  ;  nor  did  he  himself  know  how 
vindictive  that  rage,  when  it  cooled  into  malignancy, 
could  become,  until  the  arch-fiend  Opportunity  prompted 
its  indulgence  and  suggested  its  design. 

Lady  Jane  was  at  first  very  angry  with  Nora  for  the 
rejection  of  a  suitor  whom  she  had  presented  as  eligible. 
But  the  pathetic  grace  of  this  wonderful  girl  had  crept 
into  her  heart,  and  softened  it  even  against  family  pre- 
judice ;  4hid  she  gradually  owned  to  herself  that  Nora 
was  worthy  of  some  one  better  than  Mr.  Levy. 

Now,  Harley  had  ever  believed  that  Nora  returned  his 
love,  and  that  nothing  but  her  own  sense  of  gratitude  to 
his  parents  —  her  own  instincts  of  delicacy,  made  her  deaf 
to  his  prayers.  To  do  him  justice,  wild  and  headstrong 
as  he  then  was,  his  suit  would  have  ceased  at  once,  had 
he  really  deemed  it  persecution.  Nor  was  his  error  un- 
natural ;  for  his  conversation,  till  it  had  revealed  his  own 
heart,  could  not  fail  to  have  dazzled  and  delighted  the 
child  of  genius  ;  and  her  frank  eyes  would  have  shown  the 
delight.  How,  at  his  age,  could  he  see  the  distinction 
!)etween  the  Poetess  and  the  Woman  ?  The  poetess  was 
charmed  with  rare  promise  in  a  soul  of  which  the  very 
errors  were  the  extravagances  of  richness  and  beauty. 
But  the  woman  —  no!  the  woman  required  some  nature 
not  yet  developed,  and  all  at  turbulent,  if  brilliant  strife, 
with  its  own  noble  elements,  — but  a  nature  formed  and 
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fall-grown.  Harley  was  a  boy,  and  Nora  was  one  of 
those  women  who  must  find  or  fancy  an  Ideal  that  com- 
mands and  almost  awes  them  into  love. 

Harley  discovered,  not  without  difficulty,  Nora's  new 
residence.  He  presented  himself  at  Lady  Jane's,  and  she, 
with  grave  rebuke,  forbade  him  the  house.  He  found  it 
impossible  to  obtain  an  interview  with  Nora.  He  wrote, 
but  he  felt  sure  that  his  letters  never  reached  her,  since 
they  were  unanswered.  His  young  heart  swelled  with 
rage.  He  dropped  threats,  which  alarmed  all  the  fears 
of  Lady  Lansmere,  and  even  the  prudent  apprehensions 
of  his  friend,  Audley  Egerton.  At  the  requei#of  the 
mother,  and  equally  at  the  wish  of  the  son,  Audley  con- 
sented to  visit  at  Lady  Jane's  and  make  acquaintance 
with  Nora. 

"  I  hare  such  confidence  in  you,"  said  Lady  Lansmere, 
"  that  if  you  once  know  th«  girl,  your  advice  will  be  sure 
to  have  weight  with  her.  —  You  will  show  her  how 
wicked  it  would  be  to  let  Harley  break  our  hearts  and 
degi'ade  his  station." 

"I  have  such  confidence  in  you,^  said  young  Harley, 
"  that  if  you  once  know  my  Nora,  you  will  no  longer  side 
with  my  .mother.  You  will  recognise  the  nobility  which 
nature  only  can  create  —  you  will  own  that  Nora  is 
worthy  a  rank  more  lofty  than  mine  ;  and  my  mother  so 
believes  in  your  wisdom,  that,  if  you  plead  in  my  cause, 
you  will  convince  even  her." 

Audley  listened  to  both  with  his  intelligent,  half-in- 
credulous smile ;  and  wholly  of  the  same  opinion  as  Lady 
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Lanstnere,  and  sincerely  anxious  to  save  Harley  from  an 
indiscretion  that  bis  own  notions  led  him  to  regiwrd  as 
fatal,  he  resolved  to  examine  this  boasted  pearl,  and  to 
find  out  its  flaws.  Audley  Egerton  was  then  in  the  prime 
of  his  earnest,  resolute,  ambitious  youth.  The  stateliness 
of  his  natural  manners  had  then  a  suavity  and  polish 
which,  even  in  later  and  busier  life,  it  never  wholly  lost ; 
since,  in  spite  of  the  briefer  words  and  the  colder  looks 
by  which  care  and  power  mark  the  official  man,  the 
Minister  had  ever  enjoyed  that  personal  popularity  which 
the  indefinable,  external  something ^  that  wins  and  pleases, 
can  al|pe  confer.  But  he  had  even  then,  as  ever,  that 
felicitous  reserve  which  Rochefoucault  has  called  the 
"mystery  of  the  body"  —  that  thin  yet  guardian  veil 
which  reveals  but  the  strong  outlines  of  character,  and 
excites  so  much  of  interest  by  provoking  so  much  of  con- 
jecture. To  the  man  who  is  born  with  this  reserve,  which 
is  wholly  distinct  from  shyness,  the  world  gives  credit  for 
qualities  and  talents  beyond  those  that  it  perceives ;  and 
such  characters  are  attractive  to  others  in  proportion  as 
these  last  are  gifted  with  the  imagination  which  loves  to 
divine  the  unknown. 

At  the  first  interview,  the  impression  which  this  man 
produced  upon  Nora  Avenel  was  profound  and  strange. 
She  had  heard  of  him  before  as  the  one  whoin  Harley 
most  loved  and  looked  up  to  ;  and  she  recognised  at  once 
in  his  mien,  his  aspect,  his  words,  the  very  tone  of  his 
deep  tranquil  voice,  the  power  to  which  woman,  whatever 
her  intellect,  never  attains ;  and  to  which,  therefore,  sho 
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imputes  a  nobility  not  always  genuine  —  viz.,  the  power 
of  deliberate  purpose,  and  self-collected,  serene  ambition. 
The  effect  that  Nora  produced  on  Egerton  was  not  less 
sudden.  He  was  startled  by  a  beauty  of  face  and  form 
that  belonged  to  that  rarest  order,  which  we  never  behold 
but  once  or  twice  in  our  lives.  He  was  yet  more  amazed 
to  discover  that  the  aristocracy  of  mind  could  bestow  a 
grace  that  no  aristocracy  of  birth  could  surpass.  He  was 
prepared  for  a  simple,  blushing  village  girl,  and  involun- 
tarily he  bowed  low  his  proud  front  at  the  first  sight  of 
that  delicate  bloom,  and  that  exquisite  gentleness  which 
is  woman's  surest  passport  to  the  respect  of  man. 
Neither  in  the  first,  nor  the  second,  nor  the  third  inter- 
view, nor,  indeed,  till  after  many  interviews,  could  he 
summon  up  courage  to  commence  his  mission,  and  allude 
to  Harley.  And  when  he  did  so  at  last,  his  words 
faltered.  But  Nora's  words  were  clear  to  him.  He  saw 
that  Harley  was  not  loved  ;  and  a  joy,  which  he  felt  as 
guilty,  darted  through  his  whole  frame.  From  that  inter- 
view Audley  returned  home,  greatly  agitated,  and  at  war 
with  himself.  Often,  in  the  course  of  this  story,  has  it 
been  hinted  that,  under  all  Egerton 's  external  coldness, 
and  measured  self-control,  lay  a  nature  capable  of  strong 
and  stubborn  passions.  Those  passions  broke  forth  then. 
He  felt  that  love  had  already  entered  into  the  heart, 
which  the  trust  of  his  friend  should  have  sufficed  to  guard. 

"  I  will  go  there  no  more,"  said  he,  abruptly,  to  Harley. 

"But  why?" 

'*  The  girl  does  not  love  you.     Cease,  then,  to  think  of 
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Hailey  disbelieved  him,  and  grew  indignant.  But  Aud- 
ley  had  every  worldly  motive  to  assist  his  sense  of  honor. 
Ho  was  poor,  though  with  the  reputation  of  wealth  — 
deeply  involved  in  debt  —  resolved  to  rise  in  life — tena- 
cious of  his  position  in  the  worid's  esteem.  Against  a 
host  of  counteracting  influences,  love  fought  sihgte-handed. 
Andley's  was  a  strong  nature ;  but,  alas  I  in  strong  na- 
tures, if  resistance  to  temptation  is  of  granite,  so  the 
passions  that  they  admit  are  of  fire. 

Trite  is  the  remark,  that  the  destinies  of  our  lives  often 
date  from  the  impulses  of  unguai*ded  moments.  It  was  so 
with  this  man,  to  an  ordinary  eye  so  cautious  and  so  de- 
liberate. Harley  one  day  came  to  him  in  great  grief;  he 
had  heard  that  Nora  was  ill :  he  implored  Audley  to  go 
once  more  and  ascertain.  Audley  went.  Lady  Jane  Hor- 
toji,  who  was  suffering  und^r  a  disease  which  not  long 
afterwards  proved  fatal,  was  too  ill  to  receive  him.  He 
was  shown  into  the  room  set  apart  as  Nora's.  While 
waiting  for  her  entrance,  he  turned  mechatically  over  the 
leaves  of  an  album  which  Nora,  suddenly  summoned  away 
to  attend  Lady  Jane,  had  left  behind  her  on  the  table. 
He  saw  the  sketch  of  his  own  features ;  he  read  words 
inscribed  below  it  —  words  of  such  artless  tenderness,  and 
such  unhoping  sorrow  —  words  written  by  one  who  had 
been  accustomed  to  regard  her  genius  as  her  sole  confidant, 
under  Heaven ;  to  pour  out  to  it,  as  the  solitary  poet- 
heart  is  impelled  to  do,  thoughts,  feelings,  the  confession 
of  mystic  sighs,  which  it  would  never  breathe  to  a  living; 
ear.  and,  save  at  such  moments,  scarcely  acknowledge  to 
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itself.  Audley  saw  that  he  was  beloved,  and  the  revelation, 
with  a  sudden  light,  consumed  all  the  barriers  between 
himself  and  his  own  love.  And  at  that  moment  Nora 
entered.  She  saw  him  bending  over  the  book.  She 
nttered  a  cry  —  sprang  forward  —  and  then  sank  down, 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands.  But  Audley  was  at 
her  feet.  He  forgot  his  friend  —  his  trust ;  he  forgot  am- 
bition—  he  forgot  the  world.  It  was  his  own  cause  that 
he  pleaded  —  his  own  love  that  burst  forth  from  his  lips. 
And  when  the  two  that  day  parted,  they  were  betrothed 
each  to  each.     Alas  for  them,  and  alas  for  Harley  1 

And  now  this  man,  who  had  hitherto  valued  himself  as 
the  very  type  of  gentleman  —  whom  all  his  young  con- 
temporaries had  so  regarded  and  so  revered  —  had  to 
press  the  hand  of  a  confiding  friend,  and  bid  adieu  to  truth. 
He  had  to  amuse,  to  delay,  to  mislead  his  boy-rival  —  to 
say  that  he  was  already  subduing  Nora's  hesitating  doubts 

—  and  that  with  a  little  time,  she  could  be  induced  to  con- 
sent to  forget  Harley's  rank,  and  his  parents'  pride,  and 
become  his  wife.  And  Harley  believed  in  Egcrton,  with- 
out one  suspicion  on  the  mirror  of  his  loyal  soul. 

Meanwhile,  Audley,  impatient  of  his  own  position  — 
impatient,  as  strong  minds  ever  are,  to  hasten  what  they 
have  once  resolved  —  to  terminate  a  suspense  that  every 
interview  with  Harley  tortured  alike  by  jealousy  and  shame 

—  to  pass  out  of  the  Teach  of  scruples,  and  to  say  to  him- 
self, "  Right  or  wrong,  there  is  no  looking  back  ;  the  deed 
is  done,"  —  Audley,  thus  hurried  on  by  the  impetus  of  his 
own  power  of  will,  pressed  for  speedy  and  secret  nuptials 

II.  2h 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


24  MY    NOVEL;     OR, 

—  secret,  till  his  fortunes,  then  wavering,  were  more  as- 
sured —  his  career  fairly  commenced.  This  was  not  his 
strongest  motive,  though  it  was  one.  He  shrank  from  the 
discovery  of  his  wrong  to  his  friend  —  desired  to  delay 
the  self-humiliation  of  such  announcement,  until,  as  he  per- 
suaded himself,  Harley's  boyish  passion  was  over  —  had 
yielded  to  the  new  allurements  that  would  naturally  beset 
his  way.  Stifling  his  conscience,  A-udley  sought  to  con- 
vince himself  that  the  day  would  soon  come  when  Harley 
could  hear  with  indifference  that  Nora  Avenel  was 
another's,  "  The  dream  of  an  hour,  at  his  age,"  murmured 
the  elder  friend ;  ''  but  at  mine  the  passion  of  a  life  I  "  He 
did  not  speak  of  these  latter  motives  for  concealment  to 
Nora.  He  felt  that,  to  own  the  extent  of  his  treason  to  a 
friend,  would  lower  him  in  her  eyes.  He  spoke  therefore 
but  slightingly  of  Harley  —  treated  the  boy's  suit  as  a 
thing  past  and  gone.  He  dwelt  only  on  reasons  that  com- 
pelled self-sacrifice  on  his  side  or  hers.  She  did  not  hesi- 
tate which  to  choose.  And  so,  where  Nora  loved,  so 
submissively  did  she  believe  in  the  superiority  of  the  lover, 
that  she  would  not  pause  to  hear  a  murmur  from  her  own 
loftier  nature,  or  question  the  propriety  of  what  he  deemed 
wise  and  good. 

Abandoning  prudence  in  this  arch  affair  of  life,  Audley 
still  preserved  his  customary  caution  in  minor  details.  And 
this  indeed  was  characteristic  of  him  throughout  all  his 
career  —  heedless  in  large  things  —  wary  in  small.  He 
would  not  trust  Lady  Jane  Horton  with  his  secret,  still 
less  Lady  Lansmere.     He  simply  represented  to  the  for- 
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mer,  that  Nora  was  no  longer  safe  from  Harley's  deter- 
mined pursuit  under  Lady  Jane's  roof,  and  that  she  had 
better  elude  the  boy's  knowledge  of  her  movements,  and 
go  quietly  away  for  a  while,  to  lodge  with  some  connec- 
tion of  her  own. 

And  so,  with  Lady  Jane's  acquiescence,  Nora  went 
first  to  the  house  of  a  very  distant  kinswoman  of  her 
mother^s,  and  afterwards  to  one  that  Egerton  took  as 
their  bridal  home,-  under  the  name  of  Bertram.  He 
arranged  all  that  might  render  their  marriage  most  free 
from  the  chance  of  premature  discovery.  But  it  so  hap- 
pened on  the  very  morning  of  their  bridal,  that  one  of  the 
witnesses  he  selected  (a  confidential  servant  of  his  own) 
was  seized  with  apoplexy.  Considering,  in  haste,  where 
to  find  a  substitute,  Egerton  thought  of  Levy,  his  own 
private  solicitor,  his  own  fashionable  money-lender,  a  man 
with  whom  he  was  then  as  intimate  as  a  fine  gentleman 
is  with  the  lawyer  of  his  own  age,  who  knows  all  his 
affiairs,  and  has  helped,  from  pure  friendship,  to  make 
them  as  bad  as  they  are  1  Levy  was  thus  suddenly  sum- 
moned. Egerton,  who  was  in  great  haste,  did  not  at 
first  communicate  to  him  the  name  of  the  intended  bride  ; 
but  he  said  enough  of  the  imprudence  of  the  marriage, 
and  his  reasons  for  secrecy,  to  bring  on  himself  the  strong- 
est remonstrances ;  for  Levy  had  always  reckoned  on 
Egerton 's  making  a  wealthy  marriage, — leaving  to  Eger- 
ton the  wife,  and  hoping  to  appropriate  to  himself  the 
wealth,  all  in  the  natural  course  of  business.  Egerton 
did  not  listen  to  him,  but  hurried  him  on  towards  the 
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place  at  which  the  ceremony  was  to  be  performed ;  and 
Levy  actually  saw  the  bride  before  he  had  learned  her 
name.  The  usurer  masked  his  raging  emotions,  and  ful- 
filled his  part  in  the  rites.  His  smile,  when  he  congratu- 
lated the  bride,  might  have  shot  cold  into  her  heart ;  but 
her  eyes  were  cast  on  the  earth,  seeing  there  but  a  shadow 
from  heaven,  and  her  heart  was  blindly  sheltering  itself 
in  the  bosom  to  which  it  was  given  evermore.  She  did 
not  perceive  the  smile  of  hate  that  barbed  the  words  of 
joy.  Nora  never  thought  it  necessary  later  to  tell  Eger- 
ton  that  Levy  had  been  a  refused  suitor.  Indeed,  with 
the  exquisite  tact  of  love,  she  saw  that  such  a  confidence, 
the  idea  of  such  a  rival,  would  have  wounded  the  pride 
of  her  high-bred,  well-born  husband. 

And  now,  while  Harley  L'Estrange,  frantic  with  the 
news  that  Nora  had  left  Lady  Jane's  roof,  and  purposely 
misled  into  wrong  directions,  was  seeking  to  trace  her 
refuge  in  vain  —  now  Egerton,  in  an  assumed  name,  in  a 
remote  quarter,  far  from  the  clubs  in  which  his  word  was 
oracular  —  far  from  the  pursuits,  whether  of  pastime  or 
toil,  that  had  hitherto  engrossed  his  active  mind,  gave 
himself  up,  with  wonder  at  his  own  surrender,  to  the  only 
vision  of  fairy-land  that  ever  weighs  down  the  watchful 
eyelids  of  hard  ambition.  The  world  for  a  while  shut  out, 
he  missed  it  not.  He  knew  not  of  it.  He  looked  into 
two  loving  eyes  that  haunted  him  ever  after,  through  a 
stern  and  arid  existence,  and  said,  murmuringly,  "  Why, 
this,  then,  is  real  happiness  1"  Often,  often,  in  the  soli* 
tilde  of  other  years,  he  repeated  to  himself  the  .mme  M^ordS; 
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gave  that  for  is,  he  then  murmured  was  I  And  Nora, 
with  her  grand,  full  heart,  all  her  luxuriant  wealth  of 
fancy  and  of  thought,  child  of  light  and  of  song,  did  she 
then  never  discover  that  there  was  something  compara- 
tively narrow  and  sterile  in  the  nature  to  which  she  had 
linked  her  fate  ?  Not  there,  could  ever  be  sympathy  in 
feelings,  brilliant  and  shifting  as  the  tints  of  the  rainbow. 
When  Audley  pressed  her  heart  to  his  own,  could  he  com- 
prehend one  finer  throb  of  its  beating  ?  Was  all  the  iron 
of  his  mind  worth  one  grain  of  the  gold  she  had  cast  away 
in  Harley^s  love? 

Did  Nora  already  discover  this  ?  Surely  no.  Genius 
feels  no  want,  no  repining  while  the  heart  is  contented. 
Genius  in  her  paused  and  slumbered  :  it  had  been  as  the 
ministraut  of  solitude  :  it  was  needed  no  more.  If  a  wo- 
man loves  deeply  some  one  below  her  own  grade  in  the 
mental  and  spiritual  orders,  how  often  we  see  that  she 
unconsciously  quits  her  own  rank,  comes  meekly  down  to 
the  level  of  the  beloved,  is  afraid  lest  he  should  deem  her 
the  superior  —  she  who  would  not  even  be  the  equal. 
Nora  knew  no  more  that  she  had  genius ;  she  only  knew 
that  she  had  love. 

And  so  here,  the  journal  which  Leonard  wa^  reading, 
changed  its  tone,  sinking  into  that  quiet  happiness  which 
is  but  quiet  because  it  is  so  deep.  This  interlude  in  the 
life  of  a  man  like  Audley  Egerton  could  never  have  been 
long  ;  many  circumstances  conspired  to  abridge  it.  His 
affairs  were  in  great  disorder ;  they  were  all  under  Levy's 
management.     Demands  that  had  before  slumbered,  o- 
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been  mildly  urged,  grew  menacing  and  clamorous,  Har- 
ley,  too,  returned  to  London  from  his  futile  researches, 
and  looked  out  for  Audley.  Audley  was  forced  to  leave 
his  secret  Eden,  and  reappear  in  the  common  world ;  and 
thenceforward  it  was  only  by  stealth  that  he  came  to  his 
bridal  home  —  a  visitor,  no  more  the  inmate.  But  more 
loud  and  fierce  grew  the  demands  of  his  creditors,  now 
when  Egerton  had  most  need  of  all  which  respectability, 
and  position,  and  belief  of  pecuniary  independence  can 
do  to  raise  the  man  who  has  encumbered  his  arms,  and 
crippled  his  steps  towards  fortune.  He  was  threatened 
with  writs,  with  prison.  Levy  said  "that  to  borrow  more 
would  be  but  larger  ruin  "  —  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
even  recommended  a  voluntary  retreat  to  the  King's 
Bench.  "  No  place  so  good  for  frightening  one's  creditors 
into  compounding  their  claims ;  but  why,"  added  Levy, 
with  covert  sneer,  "  why  not  go  to  young  L'Estrange  —  a 
boy  made  to  be  borrowed  from  ! " 

Levy,  who  had  known  from  Lady  Jane  of  Harley's 
pursuit  of  Nora,  had  learned  already  how  to  avenge 
himself  on  Egerton.  Audley  could  not  apply  to  the 
friend  he  had  betrayed.  And  as  to  the  other  friends,  no 
man  in  town  had  a  greater  number ;  and  no  man  in  town 
knew  better  that  he  should  lose  them  all  if  he  were  once 
known  to  be  in  want  of  their  money.  Mortified,  harassed, 
tortured  — shunning  Harley  —  yet  ever  sought  by  him — 
fearful  of  each  knock  at  his  door,  Audley  Egerton  escaped 
to  the  mortgaged  remnant  of  his  paternal  estate,  on  which 
there  was  a  gloomy  manor-house,  long  uninh<*bited,  and 
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there  applied  a  mind,  afterwards  renowned  for  its  quick 
comprehension  of  business,  to  the  investigation  of  hia 
affairs,  with  a  view  to  save  s6me  wreck  from  the  flood 
that  swelled  momently  around  him. 

And  now  —  to  condense  as  much  as  possible  a  record 
that  runs  darkly  or  into  pain  and  sorrow  —  now  Levy 
began  to  practise  his  vindictive  arts ;  and  the  arts  gradu- 
ally prevailed.  On  pretence  of  assisting  Egerton  in  the 
arrangement  of  his  affairs  —  which  he  secretly  contrived, 
however,  still  more  to  complicate  —  he  came  down  fre- 
quently to  Egerton  Hall  for  a  few  hours,  arriving  by  the 
mail,  and  watching  the  effect  which  Nora's  almost  daily 
letters  produced  on  the  bridegroom,  irritated  by  the 
practical  cares  of  life.  He  was  thus  constantly  at  hand 
to  instil  into  the  mind  of  the  ambitious  man  a  regret  for 
the  imprudence  of.  hasty  passion,  or  to  embitter  the  re- 
morse which  Audley  felt  for  his  treachery  to  L'Estrange. 
Thus  ever  bringing  before  the  mind  of  the  harassed  debtor 
images  at  war  with  love,  and  with  the  poetry  of  life,  he 
disattuned  it  (so  to  speak)  for  the  reception  of  Nora's 
letters,  all  musical  as  they  were  with  such  thoughts  as 
the  most  delicate  fancy  inspires  to  the  most  earnest  love. 
Egerton  was  one  of  those  men  who  never  confide  their 
affairs  frankly  to  women.  Nora,  when  she  thus  wrote, 
was  wholly  in  the  dark  as  to  the  extent  of  his  stern  pro- 
saic distress.  And  so  —  and  so  —  Levy  always  near 
(type  of  the  prose  of  life  in  its  most  cynic  form)  —  so  by 
degrees,  all  that  redundant  affluence  of  affection,  with  its 
gQfiKeft  of  grief  for  his  absence,  prayers  for  his  return, 
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sweet  reproach  if  a  post  failed  to  bring  back  an  answer 
to  the  woman's  yearning  sighs  —  all  this  grew,  to  the 
sensible  positive  man  of  real  life,  like  sickly  romantic  ex- 
aggeration. The  bright  arrows  shot  too  high  into  heaven 
to  hit  the  mark  set  so  near  to  the  earth.  Ah  ;  common 
fate  of  all  superior  natures  1  What  treasure,  and .  how 
wildly  wasted  1 

"By  the  bye,"  said  Levy  one  morning,  as  he  was  about 
to  take  leave  of  Audley  and  return  to  town  —  "by  the 
bye,  I  shall  be  this  evening  in  the  neighborhood  of  Mrs. 
Egerton." 

Bgert  )N.  —  Say  Mrs.  Bertram  1 

Levy. — Ay ;  will  she  not  be  in  want  of  some  pecuniary 
supplies  ? 

JEgerton.  —  My  wife  I  —  Not  yet.  I  must  first  be 
wholly  ruined  before  she  can  want ;  and  if  I  were  so,  do 
you  think  I  should  not  be  by  her  side  ? 

Levy.  —  I  beg  pardon,  my  dear  fellow  ;  your  pride  of 
gentleman  is  so  susceptible  that  it  is  hard  for  a  lawyer 
not  to  wound  it  unawares.  Your  wife,  then,  does  not 
know  the  exact  state  of  your  affairs  ? 

Egerton.  —  Of  course  not.  -  Who  would  confide  to  a 
woman  things  in  which  she  could  do  nothing,  except  to 
tease  one  the  more  ? 

Levy.  —  True,  and  a  poetess  too  I  I  have  prevented 
your  finishing  your  answer  to  Mrs.  Bertram's  last  letter. 
Can  I  take  it  —  it  may  save  a  day's  delay  —  that  is,  if 
you  do  not  object  to  my  calling  on  her  this  evening. 

Egerton  (sitting  down  to  his  unfinished  letter).  —  Ob- 
ject! no. 
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Levy  (looking  at  his  watch). — Be  quick,  or  I  shall 
lose  the  coach. 

Egerton  (sealing  the  letter).  —  There.  And  I  should 
be  obliged  to  you  if  you  would  call ;  and  without  alarming 
her  as  to  my  circumstances,  you  can  just  say  that  you 
know  I  am  much  harassed  about  important  affairs  at 
present,  and  so  soothe  the  effect  of  my  very  short  an- 
swers   

Levy.  —  To  those  doubly-crossed,  very  long  letters  — 
I  will. 

"  Poor  Nora,"  said  Egerton,  sighing,  "  she  will  think 
this  answer  brief  and  churlish  enough.  Explain  my  ex- 
cuses kindly,  so  that  they  will  serve  for  the  future.  I 
really  have  no  time,  and  no  heart  for  sentiment. .  The 
little  I  ever  had  is  well-nigh  worried  out  of  me.  Still  I 
love  her  fondly  and  deeply." 

Levy.  —  You  must  have  done  so.  I  never  thought  it 
in  you  to  sacrifice  the  world  to  a  woman. 

Egerton.  —  Nor  I  either ;  but  (added  the  strong  man, 
conscious  of  that  power  which  rules  the  world  infinitely 
more  than  knowledge  —  conscious  of  tranquil  courage)  — 
but  I  have  not  sacrificed  the  world  yet.  This  right  arm 
shall  bear  up  her  and  myself  too. 

Levy.  — Well  said  !  but  in  the  meanwhile,  for  heaven's 
sake,  don't  attempt  to  go  to  London,  nor  to  leave  this 
place ;  for,  in  that  ease,  I  know  you  will  be  arrested,  and 
tiien  adieu  to  all  hopes  of  Parliament  —  of  a  career. 

Audley's  haughty  countenance  darkened  ;  as  the  dog, 
in  his   bravest   mood,  turns  dismayed   from   the   stone 
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plucked  from  the  mire,  so,  when  Ambition  rears  itself  to 
defy  mankind,  whisper  "disgrace  and  a  gaol,"  —  and,  lo, 
crestfallen,  it  slinks  away  I  That  evening  Levy  called  on 
Nora,  and  ingratiating  himself  into  her  favor  by  praise 
of  Egerton,  with  indirect  humble  apologetic  allusions  to 
his  own  former  presumption,  he  prepared  the  way  to  re- 
newed visits ;  —  she  was  so  lonely,  and  she  so  loved  to 
see  one  who  was  fresh  from  seeing  Audley  —  one  who 
would  talk  to  her  of  him !  By  degrees  the  friendly  re- 
spectful visitor  thus  stole  into  her  confidence  ;  and  then, 
with  all  his  panegyrics  on  Audley's  superior  powers  and 
gifts,  he  began  to  dwell  upon  the  young  husband's  worldly 
aspirations,  and  care  for  his  career ;  dwell  on  them  so  as 
vaguely  to  alarm  Nora  —  to  imply  that,  dear  as  she  was, 
she  was  still  but  second  to  Ambition.  His  way  thus  pre- 
pared, he  next  began  to  insinuate  his  respectful  pity  at 
her  equivocal  position,  dropped  hints  of  gossip  and  slan- 
der, feared  that  the  marriage  might  be  owned  too  late  to 
preserve  reputation.  And  then  what  would  be  the 
feelings  of  the  proud  Egerton  if  his  wife  were  excluded 
from  that  world,  whose  opinion  he  so  prized  ?  Insensibly 
thus  he  led  her  on  to  express  (though  timidly)  her  own 
fear  —  her  own  natural  desire,  in  her  letters  to  Audley. 
When  could  the  marriage  be  proclaimed  ?  Proclaimed  ! 
Audley  felt  that  to  proclaim  such  a  marriage,  at  such  a 
moment,  would  be  to  fling  away  his  last  cast  for  fame  and 
fortune.  And  Harley,  too  —  Harley  still  so  uncured  of 
his  frantic  love  !  Levy  was  sure  to  be  at  hand  when 
letters  like  these  arrived. 
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And  now  Levy  went  further  still  in  his  determination 
to  alienate  these  two  hearts.  He  contrived,  by  means  of 
his  various  agents,  to  circulate  through  Nora's  neighbor- 
hood the  veiy  slanders  at  which  he  had  hinted.  He  con- 
trived that  she  should  be  insulted  when  she  went  abroad, 
outraged  at  home  by  the  sneers  of  her  own  servant,  and 
tremble  with  shame  at  her  own  shadow  upon  her  aban- 
doned bridal  hearth. 

Just  in  the  midst  of  this  intolerable  anguish,  Levy  re- 
appeared. His  crowning  hour  was  ripe.  He  intimated 
his  knowledge  of  the  humiliations  Nora  had  undergone, 
expressed  his  deep  compassion,  offered  to  intercede  with 
Egerton  ''to  do  her  justice."  He  used  ambiguous 
phrases,  that  shocked  her  ear  and  tortured  her  heart, 
and  thus  provoked  her  on  to  demand  him  to  explain  ; 
and  then,  throwing  her  into  a  wild  state  of  indefinite 
alarm,  in  which  he  obtained  her  solemn  promise  not  to 
divulge  to  Audley  what  he  was  about  to  communicate,  he 
said,  with  villanous  hypocrisy  of  reluctant  shame,  *'that 
her  marriage  was  not  strictly  legal ;  that  the  forms  re- 
quired by  the  law  had  not  been  complied  with  ;  that 
Audley,  unintentionally  or  purposely,  had  left  himself 
free  to  disown  the  rite  and  desert  the  bride."  While 
Nora  stood  stunned  and  speechless  at  a  falsehood  which, 
with  lawyer-like  show,  he  contrived  to  make  truth-like  to 
her  inexperience,  he  hurried  rapid'y  on,  to  re-awake  on 
her  mind  *he  impression  of  Audley's  pride,  ambition,  and 
respect  for  worldly  position.  *'  These  are  your  obstacles," 
«ftid  he  ;  "  but  I  think  I  may  induce  him  to  repair  the 
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wrong,  aud  right  you  at  last."    Righted  at  last — oh 
infamy  I 

Then  Nora's  anger  burst  forth.  She  believe  such  a 
stain  on  Audley's  honor  I 

"  But  where  was  the  honor  when  he  betrayed  his  friend  ? 
Did  you  not  know  that  he  was  intrusted  by  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  to  plead  for  him  ?    How  did  he  fulfil  the  trust  ?  " 

Plead  for  L'Estrange !  Nora  had  not  been  exactly 
aware  of  this.  In  the  sudden  love  preceding  those  sudden 
nuptials,  so  little  touching  Harley  (beyond  Audley's  first 
timid  allusions  to  his  suit,  and  her  calm  and  cold  reply) 
had  been  spoken  by  either. 

Levy  resumed.  He  dwelt  fully  on  the  trust  and  the 
breach  of  it,  and  then  said — "  In  Egerton's  world,  man 
holds  it  far  more  dishonor  to  betray  a  man  than  to  dupe 
a  woman ;  and  if  Egerton  could  do  the  one,  why  doubt 
that  he  would  do  the  other  ?  But  do  not  look  at  me  with 
those  indignant  eyes.  Put  himself  to  the  test ;  write  to 
him  to  say  that  the  suspicions  amidst  which  you  live  have 
become  intolerable — that  they  infect  even  yourself,  despite 
your  reason  —  that  the  secrecy  of  your  nuptials,  his  pro- 
longed absence,  his  brief  refusal,  on  unsatisfactory  grounds, 
to  proclaim  your  tie,  all  distract  you  with  a  terrible  doubt 
Ask  him,  at  least  (if  he  will  not  yet  declare  your  mar- 
riage), to  satisfy  you  that  the  rites  were  legal." 
I  will  go  to  him,"  cried  Nora,  impetuously. 

"  Go  to  him  I  —  in  his  own  house  1  What  a  scene,  what 
a  scandal !     Could  he  ever  forgive  you  ?  " 

"At  least,  then,  I  will  implore  him  to  come  hei^e.     I 
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caunot  write  such  horrible  words  ;  I  cannot —  I  cannot  — 
Go,  go." 

Levy  left  her,  and  hastened  to  two  or  three  of  Audley's 
most  pressing  creditors  —  men,  in  fact,  who  went  entirely 
by  Levy's  own  advice.  He  bade  them  instantly  surround 
Audley's  country  residence  with  bailiffs.  Before  Egerton 
could  reach  Nora,  he  would  thus  be  lodged  in  a  gaol. 
These  preparations  made.  Levy  himself  went  down  to 
Audley,  and  arrived,  as  usual,  an  hour  or  two  before  the 
delivery  of  the  post. 

And  Nora's  letter  came ;  and  never  was  Audley's  grave 
brow  more  dark  than  when  he  read  it.  Still,  with  his 
usual  decision,  he  resolved  to  obey  her  wish  —  rang  the 
bell,  and  ordered  his  servant  to  put  up  a  change  of  dress, 
and  send  for  post-horses. 

Levy  then  took  him  aside,  and  led  him  to  the  window. 

"  Look  under  yon  tree.  Do  you  see  those  men  ?  They 
are  bailiffs.  This  is  the  true  reason  why  I  come  to  you 
to-day.     You  cannot  leave  this  house." 

Egerton  recoiled.  ''And  this  frantic  foolish  letter  at 
such  a  time,"  he  muttered,  striking  the  open  page,  full  of 
love  in  the  midst  of  terror,  with  his  clenched  hand. 

0  Woman,  Woman  !  if  thy  heart  be  deep,  and  its  chords 
tender,  beware  how  thou  lovest  the  man  with  whom  all 
that  plucks  him  from  the  hard  cares  of  the  work-day  world 
is  a  frenzy  or  a  folly  I  He  will  break  thy  heart,  he  will 
shatter  its  chords,  he  will  trample  out  from  its  delicate 
framework  every  sound  that  now  makes  musical  the  com- 
mon air,  and  swells  into  unison  with  the  harps  of  angels. 
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**  She  has  before  written  to  me,"  continued  Audley, 
pacing  the  room  with  angry  disordered  strides,  "asking 
me  when  our  marriage  can  be  proclaimed,  and  I  thonght 
my  replies  would  have  satisfied  any  reasonable  woman. 
But  now,  now  this  is  worse,  immeasurably  worse  —  she 
actually  doubts  my  honor  I  I,  who  have  made  such  sacri- 
fices —  actually  doubts  whether  I,  Audley  Egerton,  an 
English  gentleman,  could  have  been  base  enough  to " 

"  What  ?  "  interrupted  Levy,  "  to  deceive  your  friend 
L'Estrange  ?     Did  not  she  know  thatV^ 

*!  Sir  I  "  exclaimed  Egerton,  turning  white. 

''Don't  be  angry — all's  fair  in  love  as  in  war;  and 
L 'Estrange  will  live  yet  to  thank  you  for  saving  him  from 
such  a  mesalliance.  But  you  are  seriously  angry  ;  pray, 
forgive  me." 

With  some  difficulty,  and  much  fawning,  the  usurer  ap- 
peased the  storm  he  had  raised  in  Audley's  conscience. 
And  he  then  heard,  as  if  with  surprise,  the  true  purport 
of  Nora's  letter. 

"  It  is  beneath  me  to  answer,  much  less  to  satisfy,  such 
a  doubt,"  said  Audley.  "  I  could  have  seen  her,  and  a 
look  of  reproach  would  have  sufficed  ;  but  to  put  my  hand 
to  paper,  and  condescend  to  write,  *  I  am  not  a  villain, 
and  I  will  give  you  the  proofs  that  I  am  not,' — never." 

"  You  ajre  quite  right ;  but  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  re- 
concile matters  between  your  pride  and  her  feelings.  Write 
simply  this  :  —  'All  that  you  ask  me  to  say  or  to  explain, 
I  have  instructed  Levy,  as  my  solicitor,  to  say  and  ex- 
plain for  me ;  and  you  may  believe  him  as  you  would 
myself. " 
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'*  Well,  the  poor  fool,  she  deserves  to  be  punished ;  and 
I  suppose  that  answer  will-punish  her  more  than  a  lengthier 
rebuke.  My  mind  is  so  distracted,  I  cannot  judge  of  these 
trumpery  woman-fears  and  whims ;  there,  I  have  written 
as  you  suggest.  Give  her  all  the  proof  she  needs,  and  tell 
her  that  in  six  months  at  farthest,  come  what  will,  she  shall 
bear  the  name  of  Egerton,  as  henceforth  she  must  share 
his  fate." 

"  Why  say  six  months  ?  " 

'*  Parliament  must  be  dissolved,  and  there  must  be  a 
general  election  before  then.  I  shall  either  obtain  a  seat, 
be  secure  from  a  gaol,  have  won  a  field  for  my  energies, 
or " 

''  Or  what  ?  " 

"I  shall  renounce  ambition  altogether  —  ask  my  bro- 
ther to  assist  me  towards  whatever  debts  remain  when  all 
my  property  is  fairly  sold  —  they~cannot  be  much.  He 
has  a  living  in  his  gift — the  incumbent  is  old,  and,  I  hear, 
very  ill.     I  can  take  orders." 

*'  Sink  into  a  country  parson  I " 

*'And  learn  content.  I  have  tasted  it  already.  She  was 
then  by  my  side.  Explain  all  to  her.  This  letter,  I  fear, 
is  too  unkind  —  But  to  doubt  me  thus  1 " 

Levy  hastily  placed  the  letter  in  his  pocket-book  ;  and, 
for  fear  it  should  be  witbdrawn,  took  his  leave. 

And  of  that  letter  he  made  such  use,  that  the  day  after 
he  had  given  it  to  Nora,  she  had  left  the  house  -  -  the 
neighborhood  ;  fled,  and  not  a  trace  I  Of  all  the  agonies 
in  life,  that  which  is  most  poignant  and  harrowing    that 
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which  for  the  time  most  annihilates  reason,  and  leaves 
our  whole  organisation  one  lacerated,  mangled  heart — is 
the  conviction  that  we  have  been  deceived  where  we 
placed  all  the  trust  of  love.  The  moment  the  anchor 
snaps,  the  storm  comes  on  —  the  stars  vanish  behind  the 
cloud. 

When  Levy  returned,  filled  with  the  infamous  hope 
which  had  stimulated  his  revenge  —  the  hope  that  if  he 
could  succeed  in  changing  into  scorn  and  indignation 
Nora's  love  for  Audley,  he  might  succeed  also  in  re- 
placing that  broken  and  degraded  idol  —  his  amaze  and 
dismay  were  great  on  hearing  of  her  departure.  For 
several  days  he  sought  her  traces  in  vain.  He  went  to 
Lady  Jane  Horton's  —  Nora  had  not  been  there.  He 
trembled  to  go  back  to  Egerton.  Surely  Nora  would 
have  written  to  her  husband,  and,  in  spite  of  her  promise, 
revealed  his  own  falsehood  ;  but  as  days  passed  and  not 
a  clue  was  found,  he  had  no  option  but  to  repair  to  Eger- 
ton Hall,  taking  care  that  the  bailiffs  still  surrounded  it. 
Audley  had  received  no  line  from  Nora.  The  young  hus- 
band was  surprised,  perplexed,  uneasy  —  but  had  no  sus- 
picion of  the  truth. 

At  length  Levy  was  forced  to  break  to  Audley  the  in- 
telligence of  Nora's  flight.  He  gave  his  own  color  to  it. 
Doubtless  she  had  gone  to  seek  her  own  relations,  and, 
by  their  advice,  take  steps  to  make  her  marriage  publicly 
known.  This  idea  changed  Audley's  first  shock  into  deep 
and  stern  resentment.  His  mind  so  little  comprehended 
Nora's,  and  was  e?er  so  disposed  to  what  is  called  the 
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common-sense  view  of  things,  that  he  saw  no  other  mode 
to  account  for  her  flight  and  her  silence.  Odious  to  Eger- 
ton  as  such  a  proceeding  would  be,  he  was  far  too  proud 
to  take  any  steps  to  guard  against  it.  '*  Let  her  do  her 
worst,"  said  he,  coldly,  masking  emotion  with  his  usual 
self-command  ;  **  it  will  be  but  a  nine  days'  wonder  to  the 
world  —  a  fiercer  rush  of  my  creditors  on  their  hunted 

prey " 

*'And  a  challenge  from  Lord  L'Estrange." 
"  So  be  it,*'  answered  Egerton,  suddenly  placing  his 
hand  at  his  heart. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?     Are  you  ill  ?  " 
"A  strange  sensation  here.     My  father  died  of  a  com- 
plaint of  the  heart,  and  I  myself  was  once  told  to  guard, 
throngh  life,  against  excess  of  emotion.    I  smiled  at  such 
a  warning  then.     Let  us  sit  down  to  business." 

But  when  Levy  had  gone,  and  solitude  reclosed  round 
that  Man  of  the  Iron  Mask,  there  grew  upon  him  more 
and  more  the  sense  of  a  mighty  loss.  Nora's  sweet  loving 
face  started  from  the  shadows  of  the  forlorn  walls.  Her 
docile,  yielding  temper  —  her  generous,  self-immolating 
spirit — came  back  to  his  memory,  to  refute  the  idea  that 
wronged  her.  His  love,  that  had  been  suspended  for 
awhile  by  busy  cares,  but  which,  if  without  much  refining 
sentiment,  was  still  the  master  passion  of  his  soul,  flowed 
back  into  all  his  thoughts  —  circumfused  the  very  atmo- 
sphere with  a  fearful  softening  charm.  He  escaped  under 
cover  of  the  night  from  the  watch  of  the  bailifi's.  He 
arrii?ed  in  London.     He  himself  sought  everywhere  he 
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could  think  of  for  his  missing  bride.  Lady  Jane  Horton 
was  confined  to  her  bed,  dying  fast  —  incapable  even  to 
receive  and  reply  to  his  letter.  He  secretly  sent  down  to 
Lansraere,  to  ascertain  if  Nora  had  gone  to  her  parents. 
She  was  not  there.  The  Avenels  believed  her  still  with 
Lady  Jane  Horton. 

He  now  grew  most  seriously  alarmed  ;  and  in  the  midst 
of  that  alarm,  Levy  secretly  contrived  that  he  should  be 
arrested  for  debt ;  but  he  was  not  detained  in  confinement 
many  days.  Before  the  disgrace  got  wind,  the  writs  were 
discharged  —  Levy  baffled.  He  was  free.  Lord  L*Es- 
trange  had  learned  from  Audley's  servant  what  Audley 
would  have  concealed  from  him  out  of  all  the  world. 
And  the  generous  boy,  —  who,  besides  the  munificent 
allowance  he  received  from  the  Earl,  was  heir  to  an  inde- 
pendent and  considerable  fortune  of  his  own,  when  be 
should  attain  his  majority — hastened  to  borrow  the  money 
and  discharge  all  the  obligations  of  his.  friend.  The 
benefit  was  conferred  before  Audley  knew  of  it,  or  could 
prevent.  Then  a  new  emotion,  and  perhaps  scarce  less 
stinging  than  the  loss  of  Nora,  tortured  the  man  who  had 
smiled  at  the  warning  of  science ;  and  the  strange  sen- 
sation at  the  heart  was  felt  again  and  again. 

And  Harley,  too,  was  still  in  search  of  Nora  —  would 
talk  of  nothing  but  her  —  and  looked  so  haggard  and 
grief-worn.  The  bloom  of  the  boy's  youth  was  gone. 
Could  Audley  then  have  said,  "  She  you  seek  is  another's ; 
your  love  is  razed  out  of  your  life  ;  and,  for  consolation, 
learn  that  your  friend  has  betrayed  you  ?"    Gould  Aud- 
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ley  say  this  ?  He  did  not  dare.  Which  of  the  two  suf- 
fered* the  most  ? 

And  these  two  friends,  of  characters  so  difife*  ent,  were 
so  singularly  attached  to  each  other.  Insepirable  at 
school  —  thrown  together  in  the  world,  with  a  wealth  of 
frank  confidences  between  them,  accumulated  since  child- 
hood. And  now,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  own  anxious 
sorrow,  Harley  still  thought  and  planned  for  Egerton. 
And  self-accusing  remorse,  and  all  the  sense  of  painful 
gratitude,  deepened  Audley's  affection  for  Hari ■*/  into  a 
devotion  as  to  a  superior,  while  softening  it  inl  t  a  reve- 
rential pity  that  yearned  to  relieve,  to  atone  ;  —  but  how 
—  oh,  how  ? 

A  general  election  was  now  at  hand,  still  nu  news  of 
Nora.  Levy  kept  aloof  from  Audley,  pursuiu^  his  own 
silent  search.  A  seat  for  the  borough  of  Lanymere  was 
pressed  upon  Audley,  not  only  by  Harley,  but  his  parents, 
especially  by  the  Countess,  who  tacitly  ascribed  to  Aud- 
ley's  wise  counsels  Nora^s  mysterious  disappearance. 

Egerton  at  first  resisted  the  thought  of  a  new  obliga- 
tion to  his  injured  friend  ;  but  he  burned  to  have  it,  some 
day,  in  his  power  to  repay  at  least  his  pecuniary  debt : 
the  sense  of  that  debt  humbled  him  more  than  all  else. 
Parliamentary  success  might  at  last  obtain  for  him  some 
lucrative  situation  abroad,  and  thus  enable  him  gradually 
to  remove  this  load  from  his  heart  and  his  honor.  No 
other  chance  of  repayment  appeared  open  to  him.  He 
accepted  the  offer,  and  went  down  to  Lansraere.  His 
brother,  lately  married,  was  asked  to  meet  him  ;  and  there, 
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also,  was  Miss  Leslie  the  heiress,  whom  Lady  Lansmere 
secretly  hoped  her  son  Harley  would  admire,  but  who  had 
long  since,  no  less  secretly,  given  her  heart  to  the  uncon- 
scious Egerton. 

Meanwhile,  the  miserable  Nora,  deceived  by  the  arts 
and  representations  of  Levy  —  act  tig  on  the  natural  im- 
pulse of  a  heart  so  susceptible  to  shame  —  flying  from  a 
home  which  she  deemed  dishonored  —  flying  from  a  lover 
whose  power  over  her  she  knew  to  be  so  great,  that  she 
dreaded  lest  he  might  reconcile  her  to  dishonor  itself — 
had  no  thought  save  to  hide  herself  for  ever  from  Audley's 
eye.  She  would  not  go  to  her  relations  — to  Lady  Jane  ; 
that  were  to  give  the  clue,  and  invite  the  pursuit.  Au 
Italian  lady  of  high  rank  had  visited  at  Lady  Jane's  — 
taken  a  great  fancy  to  Nora  —  and  the  lady's  husband, 
having  been  obliged  to  precede  her  return  to  Italy,  had 
suggested  the  notion  of  engaging  some  companion  —  the 
lady  had  spoken  of  this  to  Nora  and  to  Lady  Jane  Hor- 
ton,  who  had  urged  Nora  to  accept  the  offer,  elude  Har- 
ley's  pursuit,  and  go  abroad  for  a  time.  Nora  then  had 
refused ;  for  she  then  had  seen  Audley  Egerton. 

To  this  Italian  lady  she  now  went,  and  the  offer  was 
renewed  with  the  most  winning  kindness,  and  grasped  at 
in  the  passion  of  despair.  But  the  Italian  had  accepted 
invitations  to  English  country-houses  before  she  finally 
departed  for  the  Continent.  Meanwhile,  Nora  took 
refuge  in  a  quiet  lodging  in  a  sequestered  suburb,  which 
an  English  servant  in  the  employment  of  the  fair  foreigner 
recommended.    Thus  had  she  first  come  to  the  cottage  in 
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\?hicb  Burley  died.  Shortly  afterwards,  she  left  Englau'l 
with  her  new  companion,  unknown  to  all  —  to  Lady  Jane 
as  to  her  parents. 

All  this  time  the  poor  girl  was  under  a  moral  delirium 
—  a  confused  fever  —  haunted  by  dreams  from  which  she 
sought  to  fly.  Sound  physiologists  agree  that  madness 
is  rarest  among  persons  of  the  finest  imagination.  But 
those  persons  are,  of  all  others,  liable  to  a  temporary 
state  of  mind  in  which  judgment  sleeps  —  imagination 
alone  prevails  with  a  dire  and  awful  tyranny.  A  single 
idea  gains  ascendency — expels  all  others — presents  itself 
everywhere  with  an  intolerable  blinding  glare.  Nora 
was  at  that  time  under  the  dread  one  idea  —  to  fly  from 
shame  I 

But,  when  the  seas  rolled,  and  the  dreary  leagues  in- 
terposed, between  her  and  her  lover  —  when  new  images 
presented  themselves  —  when  the  fever  slaked,  and  reason 
returned  —  doubt  broke  upon  the  previous  despair.  Had 
she  not  been  too  credulous,  too  hasty  ?  Fool,  fool  ! 
Audley  have  been  so  poor  a  traitor  1  How  guilty  was 
she,  if  she  had  wronged  him  I*  And  in  the  midst  of  this 
revulsion  of  feeling,  there  stirred  within  her  another  life. 
She  was  destined  to  become  a  mother.  At  that  thought 
her  high  nature  bowed  ;  the  last  struggle  of  pride  gave 
way  ;  she  would  return  to  England,  see  Audley,  learn 
from  his  lips  the  truth,  and  even  if  the  truth  were  what 
she  had  been  taught  to  believe,  plead,  not  for  herself,  but 
for  the  false  one's  child. 

JSome  delay  occurred  in  the  then  warlike  state  of  aff"airs 
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on  Ihe  Continent,  before  she  could  put  this  purpose  into 
execution  ;  and  on  her  journey  back,  various  obstructions 
lengthened  the  way.  But  she  returned  at  last,  and  re- 
sought  the  suburban  cottage  in  which  she  had  last  lodged 
before  quitting  England.  At  night,  she  went  to  Audley's 
London  house  ;  there  was  only  a  woman  in  charge  of  it. 
Mr.  Egerton  was  absent  —  electioneering  somewhere  — 
Mr.  Levy,  his  lawyer,  called  every  day  for  any  letters  to 
be  forwarded  to  him.  Nora  shrank  from  seeing  Levy, 
shrank  from  writing  even  a  letter  that  would  pass  through 
his  hands.  If  she  had  been  deceived,  it  had  been  by  him, 
and  wilfully.  But  Parliament  was  already  dissolved  ;  the 
election  would  soon  be  over  ;  Mr.  Egerton  was  expected 
to  return  to  town  within  a  week.  Nora  went  back  to 
Mrs.  Goodyer's  and  resolved  to  wait,  devouring  her  own 
heart  in  silence.  But  the  newspapers  might  inform  her 
where  Audley  really  was ;  the  newspapers  were  sent  for 
and  conned  daily. 

And  one  morning  this  paragraph  met  her  eye  :  — 
"  The  Earl  and  Countess  of  Lansmere  are  receiving  a 
distinguished  party  at  their  country-seat.  Among  the 
guests  is  Miss  Leslie,  whose  wealth  and  beauty  have  ex- 
cited such  sensation  in  the  fashionable  world.  To  the 
d'sappointment  of  numerous  aspirants  among  our  aris- 
tocracy, we  hear  that  this  lady  has,  however,  made  her 
distinguished  choice  in  Mr.  Audley  Egerton.  That  gen- 
tleman is  now  a  candidate  for  the  borough  of  Lansmere, 
as  a  supporter  of  the  Government ;  his  success  is  considered 
certain,  and,  according  to  the  report  of  a  large  circle  of 
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rriends,  few  new  members  will  prove  so  valuable  ao  addi- 
tion to  the  Ministerial  ranks ;  a  great  career  may,  indeed, 
be  predicted  for  a  young  man  so  esteemed  for  talent  and 
character,  aided  by  a  fortune  so  immense  as  that  which 
he  will  shortly  receive  with  the  hand  of  the  accomplished 
heiress. " 

Again  the  anchor  snapped  —  again  the  storm  descended 
—  again  the  stars  vanished.  Nora  was  now  once  more 
under  the  dominion  of  a  single  thought,  as  she  had  been 
when  she  fled  from  her  bridal  home.  Then,  it  was  to  es- 
cape from  her  lover  —  now,  it  was  to  see  him.  As  the 
victim  stretched  on  the  rack  implores  to  be  led  at  once  to 
death,  so  there  are  moments  when  the  annihilation  of  hope 
seems  more  merciful  than  the  torment  of  suspense. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

W  HEN  the  scenes  in  some  long  diorama  pass  solemnly 
before  us,  there  is  sometimes  one  solitary  object,  con- 
trasting, perhaps,  the  view  of  stately  cities  or  the  march 
of  a  naighty  river,  that  halts  on  the  eye  for  a  moment, 
and  then  glides  away,  leaving  on  the  mind  a  strange, 
comfortless,  undefined  impression. 

Why  was  the  object  presented  to  us  ?  In  itself  it 
seemed  comparatively  insignificant.  It  may  have  been 
but  a  broken  column  —  a  lonely  pool  with  a  star-beam  on 
its  quiet  surface— yet  it  awes  us.     We  remember  it  when 
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phantasmal  pictures  of  bright  Damascus,  or  of  colossal 
pyramids — of  bazaars  in  Stamboul,  or  lengthened  caravans 
that  defile  slow  amidst  the  sands  of  Araby  —  have  sated 
the  wondering  gaze.  Why  were  we  detained  in  the- 
shadowy  procession  by  a  thing  that  would  have  been  so 
commonplace  had  it  not  been  so  lone  ?  Some  latent  in- 
terest must  attach  to  it.  Was  it  there  that  a  vision  of 
woe  had  lifted  the  wild  hair  of  a  Prophet  ?  —  there  were 
some  Hagar  had  still  the  wail  of  her  child  on  her  indig- 
nant breast?  We  would  fain  call  back  the  pageantry 
procession  —  fain  see  again  the  solitary  thing  that  seemed 
so  little  worth  the  hand  of  the  artist  —  and  ask,  "  Why 
art  thou  here,  and  wherefore  dost  thou  haunt  us  ?  ** 

Rise  up  —  rise  up  once  more — by  the  broad  gre^it 
thoroughfare  that  stretches  onward  to  the  remorseless 
London  —  Rise  up  —  rise  up,  0  solitary  tree  with  the 
green  leaves  on  thy  bough,  and  the  deep  rents  in  thy 
heart ;  and  the  ravens,  dark  birds  of  omen  and  sorrew, 
that  build  their  nest  amidst  the  leaves  of  the  bough,  and 
drop  with  noiseless  plumes  down  through  the  hollow  rents 
of  the  heart,  —  or  are  heard,  it  may  be,  in  the  growing 
shadows  of  twilight,  calling  out  to  their  young  ! 

Under  the  old  pollard  tree,  by  the  side  of  John  Avc- 
nel's  house,  there  cowered,  breathless  and  listening,  John 
AvenePs  daughter  Nora.  Now,  when  that  fatal  news- 
paper paragraph,  which  lied  so  like  truth,  met  her  eye^, 
she  obeyed  the  first  impulse  of  her  passionate  heart, — she 
tore  the  wedding  ring  from  her  finger,  —  she  inclosed  it> 
with  the  paragraph  itself,  in  a  letter  to  Audley  —  a  lett^ 
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that  she  designed  to  convey  scorn  and  pride  ;  —  alas  I  it 
expressed  only  jealousy  and  love.  She  could  not  rest 
till  she  had  put  this  letter  into  the  post  with  her  own 
hand,  addressed  to  Audley,  at  Lord  Lansmere's.  Scarce 
had  it  left  her,  ere  she  repented.  What  had  she  done  ? — 
resigned  the  birthright  of  the  child  she  was  so  soon  to 
briug  into  the  world, — resigned  her  last  hope  in  her 
lover's  honor, — given  up  her  life  of  life  —  and  from 
belief  in  what  ?  —  a  report  in  a  newspaper  !•  No,  no  ; 
she  would  go  herself  to  Lansmere,  —  to  her  father's 
home  —  she  could  contrive  to  see  Audley  before  that 
letter  reached  his  hand.  The  thought  was  scarcely  con- 
ceived .before  obeyed.  She  found  a  vacant  place  in  a 
coach  that  started  from  London  some  hours  before  the 
mail,  and  went  within  a  few  miles  of  Lansmere  ;  those  last 
miles  she  travelled  on  foot.  Exhausted  —  fainting  —  she 
gained,  at  last,  the  sight  of  home,  and  there  halted, — for 
in  the  little  garden  in  front  she  saw  her  parents  seated 
She  heard  the  murmur  of  their  voices,  and  suddenly  she 
remembered  her  altered  shape,  her  terrible  secret.  How 
answer  the  question,  "  Daughter,  where  and  who  is  thy 
husband?"  Her  heart  failed  her;  she  crept  under  the 
old  pollard  tree,  to  gather  up  resolve,  to  watch  and  to 
listen.  She  saw  the  rigid  face  of  the  thrift}^;  prudent 
mother,  with  the  deep  lines  that  told  of  the  cares  of  an 
anxious  life,  and  the  chafe  of  excitable  temper  and  warm 
affections  against  the  restraint  of  decorous  sanctimony 
and  resolute  pride.  The  dear,  stern  face  never  seamed 
to  her  more  dear  and  more  stern.     She  saw  the  comely 
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easy,  indolent,  good-humored  father;  not  then  the  pool 
paralytic  sufferer,  who  could  yet  recognise  Nora's  ey-es 
under  the  lids  of  Leonard,  but  stalwart  and  jovial,  —  first 
bat  in  the  Cricket  Club,  first  voice  in  the  Glee  Society, 
the  most  popular  canvasser  of  the  Lansmere  Constitutional 
True  Blue  Party,  and  the  pride  and  idol  of  the  Calvinist- 
ical  prim  wife ;  never  from  those  pinched  lips  of  hers  had 
come  forth  even  one  pious  rebuke  to  the  careless,  social 
man.  As  he  sat,  one  hand  in  his  vest,  his  profile  turned 
to  the  road,  the  light  smoke  curling  playfully  up  from  the 
pipe,  over  which  lips,  accustomed  to  bland  smile  and 
hearty  laughter,  closed  as  if  reluctant  to  be  closed  at  all, 
he  was  the  very  model  of  the  respectable  retired  trader 
in  easy  circumstances,  and  released  from  the  toil  of  making 
money  while  life  could  yet  enjoy  the  delight  of  spending  it. 

"  Well,  old  woman,"  said  John  Avenel,  "I  must  be  off 
presently  to  see  to  those  three  shaky  voters  in  Fish 
Lane ;  they  will  have  done  their  work  soon,  and  I  shall 
catch  'em  at  home.  They  do  say  as  how  we  may  have 
an  opposition  ;  and  I  know  that  old  Smikes  has  gone  to 
Lonnon  in  search  of  a  candidate.  We  can't  have  the 
Lansmere  Constitutional  Blaes  beat  by  a  Lonnoner ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha  I" 

"  But  you  will  be  home  before  Jane  and  her  husband 
Mark  come  ?  How  ever  she  could  naarry  a  common  car- 
penter 1 " 

"Yes,"  said  John,  "he  is  a  carpenter;  but  he  has  a 
vote,  and  that  strengthens  the  family  interest.  If  Dick 
was  not  gone  to  Amerikay,  there  would  be  three  on  ns. 
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But  Mark  is  a  real  good  Blue  !  A  Lonnoner,  indeed  I  — 
a  Yellow  from  Lonnoo  beat  my  Lord  and  the  Blues  I 
Ha,  ha ! »' 

'*  But,  John,  this  Mr.  Egerton  is  a  Lonnoner  I " 

"  You  don't  understand  things,  talking  such  nonsense. 
Mr.  Egerton  is  the  Blue  candidate,  and  the  Blues  are  the 
Country  Party ;  therefore,  how  can  he  be  a  Lonnoner  ? 
An  uncommon  clever,  well-grown,  handsome  young  man, 
eh  I  and  my  young  lord's  particular  friend." 

Mrs.  Avenel  sighed. 

"  What  are  you  sighing  and  shaking  your  head  for  ?  " 

"  I  was  thinking  of  our  poor,  dear,  dear  Nora  I " 

"  God  bless  h«r  I  "  cried  John,  heartily. 

There  was  a  rustle  under  the  boughs  of  the  old  hollow- 
hearted  pollard  tree. 

"  Ha !  ha  I  Hark !  I  said  that  so  loud,  that  I  hare 
startled  the  ravens  !  " 

"  How  he  did  love  her ! "  said  Mrs.  Avenel,  thought- 
fully. "  I  am  sure  he  did ;  and  no  wonder,  for  she  looks 
every  inch  a  lady ;  and  why  should  not  she  be  my  lady, 
after  all?" 

"  He  ?  Who  ?  Oh,  that  foolish  fancy  of  yours  about 
my  young  lord  ?  A  prudent  woman  like  you  !  —  stuff  I 
I  am  glad  my  little  beauty  is  gone  to  Lonnon,  out  of 
harm's  way." 

"John  —  John — John  I  No  harm  could  ever  come 
to  my  Nora.  She's  too  pure  and  too  good,  and  has  too 
proper  a  pride  in  her,  to " 

"  To  listen  U>  any  young  lords,  I  hope,"  said  John ; 
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** though,"  he  added,  after  a  pause,  "she  might  well  be  a 
lady,  too.  My  lord,  the  young  one,  took  me  by  the  hand 
so  kindly  the  other  day,  and  said,  '  Have  not  you^  heard 
from  her  —  I  mean  Miss  Avenel  —  lately  ?  '  and  those 
bright  eyes  of  his  were  as  full  of  tears  as  —  as  —  as  yours 
are  now." 

"Well,  John,  well;  go  on." 

"  That  is  all.  My  lady  came  up,  and  •took  me  away  to 
talk  about  the  election ;  and  just  as  I  was  going,  she 
whispered,  '  Don't  let  my  wild  boy  talk  to  you  about  that 
sweet  girl  of  yours.  We  must  both  see  that  she  does 
not  come  to  disgrace.'  'Disgrace!' — that  word  made 
me  very  angry  for  the  moment.  But  my  lady  has  such  a 
way  with  her,  that  she  soon  put  me  right  again.  Yet,  I 
do  think  Nora  must  have  loved  my  young  lord,  only  she 
was  too  good  to  show  it.  What  do  you  say  ?"  and  the 
father's  voice  was  thoughtful. 

"  I  hope  she'll  never  love  any  man  till  she's  married  to 
him  ;  it  is  not  proper,  John,"  said  Mrs.  Avenel,  somewhat 
starchly,  though  very  mildly. 

"  Ha !  ha !  "  laughed  John,  chucking  his  prim  wife 
under  the  chin,  "you  did  not  say  that  to  me  when  I  stole 
your  first  kiss  under  that  very  pollard  tree  —  no  house 
near  it  then  I  " 

"  Hush,  John,  hush !  "  and  the  prim  wife  blushed  like 
a  girl. 

"  Pooh,"  continued  John,  merrily,  "  I  don't  see  why  we 
plain  folks  should  pretend  to  be  more  saintly  and  prudish- 
like  than  our  betters.  There's  that  handsome  Miss  Leslie, 
who  is  to  marry  Mr.  Egerton  —  easy  enough  to  see  how 
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much  she  is  in  lave  with  him  —  conld  not  keep  her  eyea 
off  from  him  even  in  church,  old  girl !  Ha,  ha  I  What 
the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  the  ravens  ?  " 

"  They'll  be  a  comely  couple,  John.  And  I  hear  tell 
she  has  a  power  of  money.   When  is  the  marriage  to  be  ?  " 

"  Oh,  they  say  as  soon  as  ever  the  election  is  over. 
A  fine  wedding  we  shall  have  of  it !  I  dare  say  my  young 
lord  will  be  bridesman.  We'll  send  for  our  little  Nora, 
to  see  the  gay  doings  ! " 

Out  from  the  boughs  of  the  old  tree  came  the  shriek  of 
a  lost  spirit  —  one  of  those  strange  appalling  sounds  of 
human  agony,  which,  once  heard,  are  never  forgotten.  It 
is  as  the  wail  of  Hope,  when  She,  too,  rushes  forth  from 
the  Coffer  of  Woes,  and  vanishes  into  viewless  space  ;  — 
it  is  the  dread  cry  of  Reason  parting  from  clay  —  and  of 
Soul,  that  would  wrench  itself  from  life  I  For  a  moment 
all  was  still  —  and  then  a  dull,  dumb,  heavy  fall ! 

The  parents  gazed  on  each  other,  speechless  :  they  stole 
close  to  the  pales,  and  looked  over.  Under  the  boughs, 
at  the  gnarled  roots  of  the  oak,  they  saw  —  grey  and  in- 
distinct—  a  prostrate  form.  John  opened  the  gate  and 
went  round  ;  the  mother  crept  to  the  roadside,  and  there 
stood  still. 

"  Oh,  wife,  wife  I  "  cried  John  Avenel,  from  under  the 
green  boughs,  "  it  is  our  child  Nora  I  Our  child  —  our 
child  ! '» 

And,  as  he  spoke,  out  from  the  green  boughs  started 
the  dark  ravens,  wheeling  round  and  round,  and  calling  to 
their  young  I 

iif  *  *  *  *    r^^^^i^ 
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And  wlien  they  had  laid  her  on  the  bed,  Mrs.  Avencl 
whispered  John  to  withdraw  a  moment ;  and,  with  set  lips 
but  trembling  hands,  began  to  unlace  the  dress,  under  the 
pressure  of  which  Nora's  heart  heaved  convulsively.  And 
John  went  out  of  the  room  bewildered,  and  sat  himself 
down  on  the  landing-place,  and  wondered  whether  he  was 
awake  or  sleeping ;  and  a  cold  numbness  crept  over  one 
side  of  him,  and  his  head  felt  very  heavy,  with  a  load, 
booming  noise  in  his  ears.  Suddenly  his  wife  stood  by 
his  side,  and  said,  in  a  very  low  voice  — 

"John,  run  for  Mr.  Morgan — make  haste.  But  mind 
—  don't  speak  to  any  one  on  the  way.     Quick,  quick  I  " 

"  Is  she  dying  ?  " 

'*  I  don't  know.  Why  not  die  before  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Ave- 
nel,  between  her  teeth.  "  But  Mr.  Morgan  is  a  discreet, 
friendly  man." 

"  A  true  Blue ! "  muttered  poor  John,  as  if  his  mind 
wandered ;  and  rising  with  diflSculty,  he  stared  at  his  wife 
a  moment,  shook  his  head,  and  was  gone. 

An  hour  or  two  later,  a  little  covered  taxed-cart  stopped 
at  Mr.  Avenel's  cottage,  out  of  which  stepped  a  young 
man  with  pale  face  and  spare  form,  dressed  in  the  Sunday 
suit  of  a  rustic  craftsman ;  then  a  homely,  but  pleasant, 
honest  face,  bent  down  to  him,  smilingly ;  and  two  arms 
emerging  from  under  covert  of  a  red  cloak,  extended  an 
infant,  which  the  young  man  took  tenderly.  The  baby 
was  cross  and  very  sickly ;  it  began  to  cry.  The  father 
hushed,  and  rocked,  and  tossed  it,  with  the  air  of  one  to 
whom  such  a  charge  was  familiar. 
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"  He'll  be  good  when  we  get  m,  Mark,"  said  the  young 
woman,  as  she  extracted  from  the  depths  of  the  cart  a 
large  basket  containing  poultry  and  home-made  bread. 

"  Don't  forget  the  flowers  that  the  Squire's  gardener 
gave  us,"  said  Mark  the  Poet. 

Without  aid  from  her  husband,  the  wife  took  down 
basket  and  nosegay,  settled  her  cloak,  smoothed  her  gown, 
and  said,  *' Very  odd  ! — they  don't  seem  to  expect  us, 
Mark.  How  still  the  house  is  I  Go  and  knock ;  they 
cant  ha'  gone  to  bed  yet.'* 

Mark  knocked  at  the  door  —  no  answer.  A  light  pass- 
ed rapidly  across  the  windows  on  the  upper  floor,  but  still 
no  one  came  to  his  summons.  Mark  knocked  again.  A 
gentleman,  dressed  in  clerical  costume,  now  coming  from 
Lansmere  Park,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  paused 
at  the  sound  of  Mark's  second  and  more  impatient  knock, 
and  said,  ciyilly  — 

*'  Are  you  not  the  young  folks  my  friend  John  Aveuel 
told  me  this  morning  he  expected  to  visit  him  ? " 

"  Yes,  please,  Mr.  Dale,"  said  Mrs.  Fairfield,  dropping 
her  curtsey.  "  You  remember  me  I  and  this  is  my  dear 
good  man  ! " 

"  What !  Mark  the  Poet  ?  "  said  the  curate  of  Lansmere, 
with  a  smile.     "  Come  to  write  squibs  for  the  election  ?  '^ 

"  Squibs,  sir  I  "  cried  Mark,  indignantly. 

"Burns  wrote  squibs,"  said  the  curate,  mildly. 

Mark  made  no  answer,  but  again  knocked  at  the  door. 

This  time,  a  man,  whose  face,  even  seen  by  the  starlight, 
was  much  flushed,  presented  himself  at  the  threshold. 
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"  Mr.  Morgan  ! "  exclaimed  the  curate,  in  benevolent 
alarm;   "no  illness  here,  I  hope?" 

"  Cott !  it  is  you,  Mr.  Dale  I  —  Come  in,  come  in  ;  I 
want  a  word  with  you.  But  who  the  teuce  are  these  peo- 
ple ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Mark,  pushing  through  the  doorway,  "  my 
name  is  Fairfield,  and  my  wife  is  Mr.  Avenel's  daughter  I  " 

"  Oh,  Jane  —  and  her  baby  too  I  —  Good— cood  !  Come 
in  ;  but  be  quiet,  can't  you  ?   Still,  still  —  still  as  death  I " 

The  party  entered,  the  door  closed;  the  moon  rose, 
and  shone  calmly  on  the  pale  silent  house,  on  the  sleeping 
flowers  of  the  little  garden,  on  the  old  pollard  with  its 
hollow  core.  The  horse  in  the  taxed-cart  dozed,  un- 
heeded ;  the  light  still  at  times  flitted  across  the  upper 
windows.  These  were  the  only  signs  of  life,  except  when 
a  bat,  now  and  then  attracted  by  the  light  that  passed 
across  the  windows,  brushed  against  the  panes,  and  then, 
dipping  downwards,  struck  up  against  the  nose  of  the 
slumbering  horse,  and  darted  merrily  after  the  moth  that 
fluttered  round  the  raven's  nest  in  the  old  pollard. 


CHAPTER  XVIIl. 

All  that  day  Harley  L'Estrange  had  been  more  than 
usually  mournful  and  dejected.  Indeed,  the  return  to 
scenes  associated  with  Nora's  presence  increased  the  gloom 
that  had  settled  on  his  mind  since  he  had  lost  sight  and 
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trace  of  her.  Audley,  in  the  remorseful  tenderness  he 
felt  for  his  injured  friend,  had  induced  L^Estrange  towards 
evening  to  leave  the  Park,  and  go  into  a  district  some 
miles  off,  on  pretence  that  he  required  Barley's  aid  there 
to  canvass  certain  important  outvoters :  the  change  of 
scene  might  rouse  him  from  his  reveries.  Harley  himself 
was  glad  to  escape  from  the  guests  at  Lansmere.  He 
readily  consented  to  go.  He  would  not  return  that  night. 
The  outvoters  lay  remote  and  scattered  —  he  might  be 
absent  for  a  day  or  two.  When  Harley  was  gone,  Eger- 
ton  himself  sank  into  deep  thought.  There  was  rumor 
of  some  unexpected  opposition.  His  partizans  were 
alarmed  and  anxious.  It  was  clear  that  the  Lansmere 
interest,  if  attacked,  was  weaker  than  the  Earl  would  be- 
lieve ;  Egerton  might  lose  his  election.  If  so,  what  would 
become  of  him  ?  How  support  his  wife,  whose  return  to 
him  he  always  counted  on,  and  whom  it  would  then  be- 
come him  at  all  hazards  to  acknowledge  ?  It  was  that 
day  that  he  had  spoken  to  William  Hazeldean  as  to  the 
family  living.  —  "  Peace  at  least,"  thought  the  ambitious 
man  —  **  I  shall  have  peace  I "  And  the  Squire  had  pro- 
mised him  the  rectory  if  needed ;  not  without  a  secret 
pang,  for  his  Harry  was  already  using  her  conjugal  influ- 
ence in  favor  of  her  old  school-friend's  husband,  Mr.  Dale ; 
and  the  Squire  thought  Audley  would  be  but  a  poor  coun- 
try parson,  and  Dale  —  if  he  would  only  grow  a  little 
plumper  than  his  curacy  would  permit  him  to  be  —  would 
be  a  parson  in  ten  thousand.  But  while  Audley  thus  pre- 
pared for  the  worst,  he  still  brought  his  energies  to  bear 
IT.  2k 
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on  the  more  brilliant  option ;  and  sat  with  his  committee, 
looking  into  canvass-books,  and  discussing  the  characters, 
politics,  and  local  interests  of  every  elector,  uDtil  the 
night  was  well-nigh  gone.  When  he  gained  his  room,  the 
shutters  were  unclosed,  and  he  stood  a  few  moments  at 
the  window  gazing  on  the  moon.  At  that  sight,  the 
thought  of  Nora,  lost  and  aiiar,  stole  over  him.  The  man, 
as  we  know,  had  in  his  nature  little  of  romance  and  senr 
timent.  Seldom  was  it  his  wont  to  gaze  upon  moon  or 
stars.  But  whenever  some  whisper  of  romance  did  soften 
his  hard,  strong  mind,  or  whenever  moon  or  stars  did 
charm  his  gaze  from  earth,  Nora^s  bright  Muse-like  face 
—  Nora's  sweet  loving  eyes^  were  seen  in  moon  and  star-r 
beam  —  Nora's  low  tender  voice,  heard  in  the  whisper  of 
that  which  we  call  romance,  and  which  is  but  the  sound 
of  the  mysterious  poetry  that  is  ever  in  the  air,  would  we 
but  deign  to  hear  it  I  He  turned  with  a  sigh,  undressed, 
threw  himself  on  his  bed,  and  extinguished  his  light.  But 
the  light  of  the  moon  vx)uld  fill  the  room.  It  kept  him 
awake  for  a  little  time  ;  he  turned  his  face  from  the  calm 
heavenly  beam,  resolutely  towards  the  dull  blind  wall,  and 
fell  asleep.  And,  in  the  sleep,  he  was  with  Nora  ;^  again 
in  the  humble  bridal-home.  Never  in  his  dreams  had  she 
seemed  to  him  so  distinct  and  life-like — her  eyes  upturned 
to  his  —  her  hands  clasped  together,  and  resting  on  his 
shoulder,  as  had  been  her  graceful  wont  —  her  voice  mur- 
muring meekly,  *'  Has  it,  then,  been  my  fault  that  we 
parted  ?  —  forgive,  forgive  me  !  " 

And  the  sleeper  imagined  that  he  answered,  "Never 
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part  from  me  again  —  never,  never  I "  and  that  he  beut 
down  to  kiss  the  chaste  lips  that  so  tenderly  sought  his 
own.  And  suddenly  he  heard  a  knocking  sound,  as  of  a 
hammer  —  regular,  but  soft,  low,  subdued.  Did  you  ever, 
0  reader,  hear  the  sound  of  the  hammer  on  the  lid  of  a 
coffin  in  a  house  of  woe, — when  the  undertaker's  decorous 
hireling  fears  that  the  living  may  hear  how  he  parts  thera 
from  the  dead  f  Such  seemed  the  sound  to  Audley— the 
dream  vanished  abruptly.  He  woke,  and  again  heard  the 
knock ;  it  was  at  his  door.  He  sat  up  wistfully  —  the 
moon  was  gone  —  iTwas  morning.  "  Who  is  there  ?  "  he 
cried,  peevishly. 

A  low  voice  from  without  answered,  "  Hush,  it  is  I ; 
dress  quick;  let  me  see  you." 

Egerton  recognised  Lady  Lansmere's  voice.  Alarmed 
and  surprised,  he  rose,  dressed  in  haste,  and  went  to  the 
door.  Lady  Lansmere  was  standing  without,  extremely 
pale.  She  put  her  finger  to  her  lip,  and  beckoned  him  to 
follow  her.  He  obeyed  mechanically.  They  entered  her 
dressing-room,  a  few  doors  from  his  own  chamber,  and 
the  Countess  closed  the  door. 

Then  laying  her  slight  firm  hand  on  his  shoulder,  she 
said,  in  suppressed  and  passionate  excitement  — 

"  Oh,  Mr  Egerton,  you  must  serve  —  serve  me,  and  at 
once  —  Harley  —  Harley  —  save  my  Harloy  —  go  to  hfm 
—  prevent  his  coming  back  here:  stay  with  liini  —  give 
up  the  election  —  it  is  but  a  year  or  two  lost  in  your  life 
— vou  wijl  have  other  opportunities  —  make  that  sacrifice 
k>  foar  friend." 
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"  Speak— what  is  the  matter  ?  I  can  make  no  sacrifice 
too  great  for  Harley  !  " 

"  Thanks  —  I  was  sure  of  it.  Go  then,  I  say,  at  once, 
to  Harley ;  keep  him  away  from  Lansmere  on  any  excuse 
you  can  invent,  until  you  can  break  the  sad  news  to  him — 
gently,  gently.  Oh,  how  will  he  bear  it  —  how  recover 
the  shock  ?     My  boy,  my  boy  1 " 

"  Calm  yourself  I  Explain  I  Break  what  news  ?  — 
recoTer  what  shock  ? '' 

"  True,  you  do  not  know — you  have  not  heard.  Nora 
Avenel  lies  yonder,  in  her  father's  house — dead — dead !  " 

Audley  staggered  back,  clapping  his  hand  to  his  heart, 
and  then  dropping  on  his  knee  as  if  bowed  down  by  the 
stroke  of  Heaven. 

"  My  bride,  my  wife  ! "  he  muttered.  "  Dead  —  it  can- 
not be  I " 

Lady  Lansmere  was  so  startled  at  this  exclamation,  so 
stunned  by  a  confession  wholly  unexpected,  that  she 
remained  unable  to  soothe — to  explain,  and  utterly  unpre- 
pared for  the  fierce  agony  that  burst  from  the  man  she 
had  ever  seen  so  dignified  and  cold  —  when  he  sprang  to 
his  feet,  and  all  the  sense  of  his  eternal  loss  rushed  upon 
his  heart. 

At  length  he  crushed  back  his  emotions,  and  listened  in 
apparent  calm,  and  in  a  silence  broken  but  by  quick  gasps 
for  breath,  to  Lady  Lansmere's  account. 

One  of  the  guests  in  the  house,  a  female  relation  of 
Lady  Lansmere's,  had  been  taken  suddenly  iH  about  an 
hour  or  two  before  I  —  the  house  had  been  disturbed,  the 
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Countess  herself  aroused,  and  Mr.  Morgan  summoned  as 
the  family  medical  practitioner.  From  him  she  had  learned 
that  Nora  Avenel  had  returned  to  her  father^s  house  late 
on  the  previous  evening ;  had  been  seized  with  brain  fever, 
and  died  in  a  few  hours. 

Audley  listened,  and  turned  to  the  door,  still  in  silence. 

Lady  Lansmer^  caught  him  by  the  arm  —  "Where  are 
you  going  ?  Ah,  can  I  now  ask  you  to  save  my  son  from 
the  awful  news,  you  yourself  the  sufferer  ?  And  yet  — 
yet  —  you  know  his  haste,  his  vehemence,  if  he  learnt  that 
you  were  his  rival — her  husband  ;  you,  whom  he  so  trusted  ! 
What,  what  would  be  the  result  ?  —  I  tremble  I " 

"  Tremble  not  —  I  do  not  tremble  I  Let  me  go  —  I  will 
be  back  soon  —  and  then  (his  lips  writhed)  —  then  we  will 
talk  of  Harley." 

Egerton  went  forth,  stunned  and  dizzy.  Mechanically 
he  took  his  way  across  the  park  to  John  Avenel's  house. 
He  had  been  forced  to  enter  that  house,  formally,  a  day 
or  two  before,  in  the  course  of  his  canvass ;  and  his 
worldly  pride  had  received  a  shock  when  the  home,  the 
birth,  and  the  manners,  of  his  bride's  parents  had  been 
brought  before  him.  He  had  even  said  to  himself,  "And 
is  it  the  child  of  these  persons  that  I,  Audley  Egerton, 
must  announce  to  the  world  as  wife  !  "  Now,  if  she  bad 
been  the  child  of  a  beggar  —  nay,  of  a  felon  —  noio,  if  he 
could  but  recall  her  to  life,  how  small  and  mean  would 
all  that  dreaded  world  appear  to  him  !  Too  late  —  too 
late  I  The  dews  were  glistening  in  the  sun  —  the  birds 
were  singing  over-head  —  life  waking  all  around  him  — 
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and  his  o^^n  heart  felt  like  a  charnel-house.  Nothing- 
but  death  and  the  dead  there  —  nothing  1  He  arrived  at 
the  door ;  it  was  open  :  he  called  ;  no  one  answered  ;  he 
walked  up  the  narrow  stairs,  undisturbed,  unseen ;  he 
came  into  the  chamber  of  death.  At  the  opposite  side 
of  the  bed  was  seated  John  Avenel ;  but  he  seemed  in  a 
heavy  sleep.  In  fact,  paralysis  had  smitten  him  ;  but  he 
knew  it  not ;  neither  did  any  one.  Who  could  heed  the 
strong  hearty  man  in  such  a  moment?  Not  even  the 
poor  anxious  wife  I  He  had  been  left  there  to  guard  the 
house,  and  watch  the  dead — an  unconscious  man ;  numbed, 
himself,  by  the  invisible  icy  hand  I  Audley  stole  to  the 
bed-side  ;  he  lifted  the  coverlid  thrown  over  the  pale  still 
face.  What  passed  within  him,  during  the  minute  he 
stayed  there,  who  shall  say  ?  But  when  he  left  the  room, 
and  slowly  descended  the  stairs,  he  left  behind  him  love 
and  youth,  all  the  sweet  hopes  and  joys  of  the  household 
human  life  —  for  ever  and  ever! 

He  returned  to  Lady  Lansmere,  who  awaited  his  coming 
with  the  most  nervous  anxiety. 

'*  Now,"  said  he,  drily,  "  I  will  go  to  Harley,  and  I  will 
prevent  his  returning  hither." 

"  You  have  seen  the  parents.  Good  heavens  I  do  they 
know  of  your  marriage  ?  " 

"  No ;  to  Harley  I  must  own  it  first.  Meanwhile 
silence  I " 

"  Silence  1 "  echoed  Lady  Lansmere  ;  and  her  burning 
hand  rested  iu  Audley's,  and  Audley's  hand  was  as  ice. 

In  anotlier  hour  Egerton  had  left  the  house,  aadribefote 
noon  he  was  with  Harley.  ^        i 
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It  is  necessary  now  to  explain  the  absence  of  all  tlie 
Arenel  family  except  the  poor  stricken  father. 

Nora  had  died  in  giving  birth  to  a  child — died  delirious 
In  her  delirium  she  had  spoken  of  shame  —  of  disgrace ; 
there  was  no  holy  nuptial  ring  on  her  finger  1  Through 
all  her  grief,  the  first  thought  of  Mrs.  Avenel  was  to  save 
the  good  name  of  her  lost  daughter  —  the  unblemished 
hoiior  of  all  the  living  Avenels.  No  matron,  long  de- 
gcended  f^om  knights  or  kings,  had  keener  pride  in  name 
and  character,  than  the  poor  punctilious  Calvinistic  trader's 
wife.  "  Sorrow  later,  honor  now  1 ''  With  hard  dry  eyes 
she  mused  and  mused,  and  made  out  her  plan,  Jane 
Fairfield  should  take  away  the  infant  at  once,  before  the 
day  dawned,  and  nurse  it  with  her  own.  Mark  should  go 
with  h  jr,  for  Mrs.  Avenel  dreaded  the  indiscretion  of  his 
wild  grief.  She  would  go  with  them  herself  part  of  the 
way,  in  order  to  command  or  reason  them  into  guarded 
silence.  But  they  could  not  go  back  to  Hazeldean  with 
another  infant ;  Jane  must  go  where  none  knew  her ;  the 
two  infants  might  pass  as  twins.  And  Mrs.  Avenel,  though 
naturally  a  humane,  kindly  woman,  and  with  a  mother's 
heart  to  infants,  looked  with  almost  a  glad  sternness  at 
Jane's  puny  babe,  and  thought  to  herself,  "All  difficulty 
would  be  over  should  there  be  only  one  /  Nora's  child 
could  thus  pass  throughout  life  for  Jane's  I " 

Fortunately  for  the  preservation  of  the  secret,  the 
Avenels  kept  no  servant  —  only  an  occasional  drudge,  who 
came  a  few  hours  in  the  day,  and  went  home  to  sleep. 
Mrs.  Avenel  could  count  on  Mr.  Morgan's  silence  as  to 
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the  true  cause  of  Nora's  death.  And  Mr.  Dale,  why 
should  he  reveal  the  dishonor  of  a  family  ?  That  very 
day,  or  the  next  at  farthest,  she  could  induce  her  husband 
to  absent  himself,  lest  he  should  blab  out  the  tale  while 
his  sorrow  was  greater  than  his  pride.  She  alone  would 
then  stay  in  the  house  of  death  until  she  could  feel  assured 
that  all  else  were  hushed  into  prudence.  Ay,  she  felt, 
that  with  due  precautions,  the  name  was  still  safe*  And 
so  she  awed  and  hurried  Mark  and  his  wife  away,  and, 
went  with  them  in  the  covered  cart  —  that  hid  the  faces 
of  all  threie  —  leaving  for  an  hour  or  two  the  house  and 
the  dead  to  her  husband's  charge,  with  many  an  admoni- 
tion, to  which  he  nodded  his  head,  and  which  he  did  not 
hear  I  Do  you  think  this  woman  was  unfeeling  and  inhu- 
man ?  Had  Nora  looked  from  heaven  into  her  mother's 
heart,  Nora  would  not  have  thought  so.  A  good  name 
when  the  burial-stone  closes  over  dust,  is  still  a  posses- 
sion upon  the  earth  ;  on  earth  it  is  indeed  our  only  one  ! 
Better  for  our  friends  to  guard  for  us  that  treasure,  than 
to  sit  down  and  weep  over  perishable  clay.  And  weep  I 
—  Oh  I  stern  mother,  long  years  were  left  to  thee  for 
weeping  I  No  tears  shed  for  Nora  made  such  deep 
furrows  on  the  cheeks  as  thine  did  !  Yet  who  ever  saw 
them  flow  ? 

Harley  was  in  great  surprise  to  see  Egerton  ;  more  sur- 
prised when  Egerton  told  him  that  he  found  he  was  to  be 
opposed — that  he  had  no  chance  of  success  at  Lansmere, 
and  had,  therefore,  resolved  to  retire  from  the  contest 
He  wrote  to  the  Earl  to  that  effect ;  but  the  Countess 
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knew  the  true  cause,  and  hinted  it  to  the  Earl  \  so  that, 
as  we  saw  at  the  commencement  of  this  history,  Egerton's 
cause  did  not  suflfer  when  Captain  Dashmore  appeared  in 
the  borough  ;  and  thanks  to  Mr.  Hazeldean*s  exertions 
and  oratory,  Audley  came  in  by  two  votes — the  votes  of 
John  Avenel  and  Mark  Fairfield.  For  though  the  former 
had  been  removed  a  little  way  from  the  town,  and  by 
medical  advice  —  and  though,  on  other  matters,  the  dis- 
ease that  had  smitten  him  left  him  docile  as  a  child  (and 
he  had  but  vague  indistinct  ideas  of  all  the  circumstances 
connected  with  Nora's  return,  save  the  sense  of  her  loss) 
—  yet  he  still  would  hear  how  the  Blues  went  on,  and 
would  get  out  of  bed  to  keep  his  word :  and  even  his 
wife  said,  **  He  is  right ;  better  die  of  it,  than  break  his 
promise  I "  The  crowd  gave  way  as  the  broken  man  they 
had  seen  a  few  days  before  so  jovial  and  healthful  was 
brought  up  in  a  chair  to  the  poll,  and  said,  with  his 
tremulous  quavering  voice,  ''I'm  a  true  Blue  —  Blue  for 
ever  1 " 

Elections  are  wondrous  things  1  No  man  who  has  not 
seen  can  guess  how  the  zeal  in  them  triumphs  over  sick- 
ness, sorrow,  the  ordinary  private  life  of  us  1 

There  was  forwarded  to  Audley  from  Lansmere  Park, 
Nora's  last  letter.  The  postman  had  left  it  there  an  hour 
or  two  after  he  himself  had  gone.  The  wedding-ring 
fell  on  the  ground,  and  rolled  under  his  feet.  And  those 
burning  passionate  reproaches — all  that  anger  of  the 
wounded  dove  —  explained  to  him  the  mystery  of  her  re- 
turn —  her  unjust  suspicions  —  the  cause  of  her  sudden 
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death,  which  he  still  ascribed  to  brain  fever,  brought  on 
bj  exciteioent  and  fatigue.  For  Nora  did  not  speak  of 
the  child  about  to  be  born  ;  she  had  not  remembered  it 
when  she  wrote,  or  she  would  not  have  written.  On  the 
receipt  of  this  letter,  Egerton  could  not  remain  in  the 
dull  village  district  —  alone,  too,  with  Harley.  He  said, 
abruptly,  that  he  must  go  to  London— prevailed  on  L'Es- 
trange  to  accompany  him;  and  there,  when  he  heard 
from  Lady  Lansmere  that  the  funeral  was  over,  he  broke 
to  Harley,  with  lips  as  white  as  the  dead,  and  his  hand 
pressed  to  his  heart,  on  .which  his  hereditary  disease  was 
fastening  quick  and  fierce,  the  dread  truth  that  Nora  was 
no  more.  The  effect  upon  the  boy's  health  and  spirits 
was  even  more  crushing  than  Audley  could  anticipate. 
He  only  woke  from  grief  to  feel  remorse.  "  For,"  said 
the  noble  Harley,  "had  it  not  been  for  my  passion  —  my 
rash  pursuit — would  she  ever  have  left  her  safe  asylum — 
ever  even  have  left  her  native  town  ?  And  then  —  and 
then  —  the  struggle  between  her  sense  of  duty  and  her 
love  to  me  I  I  see  it  all — all  I  But  for  me  she  w^re  living 
still ! " 

"  Oh,  no  I "  cried  Egerton — his  confession  now  rushing 
to  his  lips.  "Believe  me,  she  never  loved  you  as  you 
think.  Nay — nay — hear  me  !  Rather  suppose  that  she 
loved  another  —  fled  with  him  —  was  perhaps  married  to 
him,  and " 

"  Hold  !  "  exclaimed  Harley,  with  a  temble  burst  of 
passion  —  "  you  kill  her  twice  to  me  if  you  say  that  I  I 
can  still  feel  that  she  lives — lives  here,  in  my  heart/ — while 
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I  dream  that  she  loved  me — or,  at  least,  that  no  other  lip 
ever  knew  the  kiss  that  was  denied  to  mine  !  But  if  you 
tell  me  to  doubt  that ; — you — you  ! "  The  boy's  anguish 
was  too  great  for  his  frame  ;  he  fell  suddenly  back  into 
Audley's  arms ;  he  had  broken  a  blood-vessel.  For  several 
days  he  was  in  great  danger ;  but  his  eyes  were  constantly 
fixed  on  Audley's,  with  wistful  intense  gaze.  "Tell  me," 
he  muttered,  at  the  risk  of  re-opening  the  ruptured  veins, 
and  of  the  instant  loss  of  life  —  "  tell  me  —  you  did  not 
mean  that!  Tell  me  you  have  no  cause  to  think  she  loved 
another  —  was  another's  I " 

*'  Hush,  hush  —  no  cause  —  none — none.  I  meant  but 
to  comfort  you,  as  I  thought  —  fool  that  I  was  —  that  is 
all  I "  cried  the  miserable  friend.  And  from  that  hour 
Audley  gave  up  the  idea  of  righting  himself  in  his  own 
eyes,  and  submitted  still  to  be  the  living  lie  —  he,  the 
haughty  gentleman ! 

Now,  while  Harley  was  still  very  weak  and  suffering, 
Mr.  Bale  came  to  London  and  called  on  Egerton.  The 
curate,  in  promising  secrecy  to  Mrs.  Avenel,  had  made 
one  condition,  that  it  should  not  be  to  the  positive  injury 
of  Nora's  living  son.  What  if  Nora  were  married,  after 
all  ?  And  would  it  not  be  right,  at  least,  to  learn  the 
name  of  the  child's  father  ?  Some  day  he  might  need  a 
father.  Mrs.  Avenel  was  obliged  to  content  herself  with 
these  reservations.  However,  she  implored  Mr.  Dale  not 
to  make  inquiries.  What  could  they  do  ?  If  Nora  were 
married,  her  husband  would  naturally,  of  his  own  accord, 
declare  himself;  if  seduced  and  forsaken,  it  would  but 
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disgrace  her  memory  (now  saved  from  stain)  to  discover 
the  father  to  a  child  of  whose  very  existence  the  world 
as  yet  knew  nothing.  These  arguments  perplexed  the 
good  curate.  But  Jane  Fairfield  had  a  sianguine  belief 
in  her  sister's  innocence ;  and  all  her  suspicions  naturally 
pointed  to  Lord  L'Estrange.  So,  indeed,  perhaps,  did 
Mrs.  Avenel's,  though  she  never  owned  them.  Of  the 
correctness  of  these  suspicions  Mr.  Dale  was  fully  con- 
vinced ;  —  the  young  lord's  admiration,  Lady  Lansmere's 
fears,  had  been  too  evident  to  one  who  had  often  visited 
at  the  Park — Harley's  abrupt  departure  just  before  Nora's 
return  home — Egerton's  sudden  resignation  of  the  borough 
before  even  opposition  was  declared,  in  order  to  rejoin 
his  friend,  the  very  day  of  Nora's  death  —  all  confirmed 
his  ideas  that  Harley  was  the  betrayer  or  the  husband. 
Perhaps  there  might  have  been  a  secret  marriage  —  pos- 
sibly abroad  —  since  Harley  wanted  some  years  of  his 
majority.  He  would,  at  least,  try  to  see  and  to  sound 
Lord  L'Estrange.  Prevented  this  interview  by  Harley's 
illness,  the  curate  resolved  to  ascertain  how  far  he  could 
penetrate  into  the  mystery  by  a  conversation  with  Eger- 
ton.  There  was  much  in  the  grave  repute  which  the 
latter  had  acquired,  and  the  singular  and  pre-eminent 
character  for  truth  and  honor  with  which  it  was  accom- 
panied, that  made  the  curate  resolve  upon  this  step.  Ac- 
cordingly, he  saw  Egerton,  meaning  only  diplomatically 
to  extract  from  the  new  member  for  Lansraere  what  might 
benefit  the  family  of  the  voters  who  had  given  him  hia 
majority  of  two. 
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He  began  by  mentioning,  as  a  touching  fact,  how  poor 
John  Avenel,  bowed  down  by  the  loss  of  his  child,  and 
the  malady  which  had  crippled  his  limbs  and  enfeebled 
his  mind,  had  still  risen  from  his  bed  to  keep  his  word. 
And  Audley's  emotions  seemed  to  him  so  earnest  and 
genuine,  to  show  so  good  a  heart,  that  out  by  little  and 
little  came  more  ;  first,  his  suspicions  that  poor  Nora  had 
been  betrayed  ;  then  his  hopes  that  there  might  have  been 
a  private  marriage  ;  and  as  Audley,  with  his  iron  self-com- 
mand, showed  just  the  proper  degree  of  interest,  and  no 
more,  he  went  on,  till  Audley  knew  that  he  had  a  child. 

"  Inquire  no  fhrther ! "  said  the  man  of  the  world. 
"Respect  Mrs.  AvenePs  feelings  and  wishes,  I  entreat 
you  ;  they  are  the  right  ones.  Leave  the  rest  to  me.  In 
ray  position  —  I  mean  as  a  resident  of  London — I  can 
quietly  and  easily  ascertain  more  than  you  could,  and 
provoke  no  scandal  I  If  I  can  right  this  —  this  —  poor 
[his  voice  trembled]  —  right  the  lost  mother,  or  the  living 
child  —  sooner  or  later  you  will  hear  from  me ;  if  not, 
bury  this  secret  where  it  now  rests,  in  a  grave  which 
slander  has  not  reached.  But  the  child  —  give  me  the 
address  where  it  is  to  be  found  —  91  case  I  succeed  in 
finding  the  father,  and  touching  his  heart." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Egerton,  may  I  not  say  where  you  may  find 
that  father  —  who  he  is  ? " 

"  Sir  I  " 

"  Do  not  be  angry  ;  and,  after  all,  I  cannot  ask  you  to 
betray  any  confidence  which  a  friend  may  have  placed  in 
you.     I  know  what  you  men  of  high  honor  are  to  each 

Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


iS^  MY   novel;    OR. 

other  —  even  in  sin.  No,  no  —  I  beg  pardon  ;  I  leave  all 
in  your  hands.     I  shall  hear  from  you  then  !  " 

"  Or  if  not  —  why,  then,  believe  that  all  search  is  hope- 
less. My  friend  !  if  you  mean  Lord  L'Estrange,  he  is  in- 
nocent. I  —  I  —  I  [the  voice  faltered]  —  am  convinced 
of  it." 

The  curate  sighed,  but  made  no  answer.  "  Oh,  ye  men 
of  the  world  ! "  thought  he.  He  gave  the  address  which 
the  member  for  Lansmere  had  asked  for,  and  went  his 
way,  and  never  heard  again  from  Audley  Egerton.  He 
was  convinced  that  the  man  who  had  shown  such  deep 
feeling  had  failed  in  his  appeal  to  Harley^s  conscience,  or 
had  judged  it  best  to  leave  Nora's  name  in  peace,  and  her 
child  to  her  own  relations  and  the  care  of  Heaven. 

Harley  L'Estrange,  scarcely  yet  recovered,  hastened  to 
join  our  armies  on  the  continent,  and  seek  the  Death 
which,  like  its  half-brother,  rarely  comes  when  we  call  it. 

As  soon  as  Harley  was  gone,  Egerton  went  to  the 
village  to  which  Mr.  Dale  had  directed  him,  to  seek  for 
Nora's  child.  But  here  he  was  led  into  a  mistake  which 
materially  affected  the  tenor  of  his  own  life,  and  Leonard's 
future  destinies.  Mrs.  Fairfield  had  been  naturally  or- 
dered by  her  mother  to  take  another  name  in  the  village 
to  which  she  had  gone  with  the  two  infants,  so  that  her 
coniiecilon  with  the  Avenel  family  might  not  be  traced, 
to  the  provocation  of  inquiry  and  gossip.  The  grief  and 
excitement  through  which  she  had  gone,  dried  the  source 
of  nutriment  in  her  breast.  She  put  Nora's  child  out  to 
nurse  at  the  house  of  a  small  farmer,  at  a  little  distance 
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from  the  village,  and  moved  from  her  first  lodging  to  be 
nearer  to  the  infant.  Her  own  child  was  so  sickly  and 
ailing,  that  she  could  not  bear  to  intrust  it  to  the  care  of 
another.  She  tried  to  bring  it  up  by  hand  ;  and  the  poor 
child  soon  pined  away  and  died.  She  and  Mark  could 
not  endure  the  sight  of  their  baby's  grave  ;  they  hastened 
to  return  to  Hazeldean,  and  took  Leonard  with  them. 
From  that  time  Leonard  passed  for  the  son  they  had  lost. 

When  Egerton  arrived  at  the  village,  and  inquired  for 
the  person  whose  address  had  been  given  to  him,  he  was 
referred  to  the  cottage  in  which  she  had  last  lodged,  and 
was  told  that  she  had  been  gone  some  days  —  the  day 
after  her  child  was  buried.  Her  child  buried  !  Egerton 
stayed  to  inquire  no  more ;  thus  he  heard  nothing  of  the 
infant  that  had  been  put  out  to  nurse.  He  walked  slowly 
into  the  church-yard,  and  stood  for  some  minutes  gazing 
on  the  small  new  mound  ;  then,  pressing  his  hand  on  the 
heart  to  which  all  emotion  had  been  forbidden,  he  re- 
entered his  chaise  and  returned  to  London.  The  sole 
reason  for  acknowledging  his  marriage  seemed  to  him  now 
removed.  Nora's  name  had  escaped  reproach.  Even 
had  his  painful  position  with  regard  to  Hailey  not  con- 
strained him  to  preserve  his  secret,  there  was  every  motive 
to  the  World's  wise  and  haughty  son  not  to  acknowledge 
a  derogatory  and  foolish  marriage,  now  that  none  lived 
whom  concealment  could  wrong. 

Audley  mechanically  resumed  his  former  life,  —  sought 
to  resettle  his  thoughts  on  the  grand  objects  of  ambitious 
znen.     His  poverty  still  pressed  on  him  ;  his  pecuniary 
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debt  to  Harley  stung  and  galled  bis  peculiar  sense  of 
bonor.  He  saw  no  way  to  clear  bis  estates,  to  repay  bis 
friend,  but  by  some  ricb  alliance.  Dead  to  lore,  be  faced 
tbis  prospect  first  witb  repugnance,  tben  witb  apatbetie 
indifference.  Levy,  of  wbose  treacbery  towards  bimself 
and'  Nora  be  was  unaware,  still  beld  over  bim  tbe  power 
tbat  tbe  money-lender  never  loses  over  tbe  man  tbat-  baa 
owed,  owes,  or  may  owe  again.  Levy  was  ever  urging 
bim  to  propose  to  tbe  ricb  Miss  Leslie ;  —  Lady  Lans- 
mere,  willing  to  atone,  as  she  thought,  for  big  domestic 
loss,  urged  tbe  same  ;  —  Harley,  influeoeed  by  bis  mother, 
wrote  from  tbe  Continent  to  tbe  same  effect. 

*'  Manage  it  as  you  will,"  at  last  said  Egerton  to  Levy, 
"so  tbat  I  am  not  a  wife's  pensioner." 

"  Propose  for  me,  if  you  will,"  be  said  to  Lady  Lans- 
raere  —  "I  cannot  woo  —  I  cannot  talk  of  love." 

Somehow  or  other  tbe  marriage,  with  all  its  ricb  ad- 
vantages to  tbe  ruined  gentleman,  was  thus  made  up- 
And  Egerton,  as  we  have  seen,  was  tbe  polite  and 
dignified  husband  before  the  world  —  married  to  a  woman 
who  adored  him.  It  is  tbe  common  fate  of  men  like  bim 
to  be  loved  too  well  I 

On  her  death-bed  his  heart  was  touched  by  bis  wife's 
melancholy  reproach — "Nothing  I  could  do  has  ever 
made  you  love  me ! "  "  It  is  true,"  answered  Audley, 
with  tears  in  his  voice  and  eyes  —  "  Nature  gave  me  but 
a  small  fund  of  what  women  like  you  call  *  love,'  and  I 
lavished  it  all  away  "  And  be  then  told  her,  though  witb 
reserve,  some  portion  of  his  former  history;    and  that 
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soothed  her ;  for  when  she  saw  that  he  had  loved,  and 
could  grieve,  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  human  heart 
she  had  not  seen  before.  She  died,  forgiving  him,  and 
blessing. 

Audley's  spirits  were  much  affected  by  this  new  loss. 
He  inly  resolved  never  to  marry  again.  He  had  a  vague 
chought  at  first  of  retrenching  his  expenditure,  and  making 
young  Randal  Leslie  his  heir.  But  when  he  first  saw  the 
clever  Eton  boy,  his  feelings  did  not  warm  to  him,  though 
his  intellect  appreciated  Randal's  quick,  keen  talents.  He 
contented  himself  with  resolving  to  push  the  boy  ; — to  do 
what  was  merely  just  to  the  distant  kinsman  of  his  late 
wife.  Always  careless  and  lavish  in  money  matters,  gener- 
ous and  princely,  not  from-  the  delight  of  serving  others, 
but  from  a  grand  seigneur^s  sentiment  of  what  was  due 
to  himself  and  his  station,  Audley  had  a  mournful  excuse 
for  the  lordly  waste  of  the  large  fortune  at  his  control 
The  morbid  functions  of  the  heart  had  become  organic 
disease.  True,  he  might  live  many  years,  and  die  at  last 
of  some  other  complaint  in  the  course  of  nature ;  but  the 
progress  of  the  disease  would  quicken  with  all  emotional 
excitement ;  —  he  might  die  suddenly  —  any  day — in  the 
very  prime,  and,  seemingly,  in  the  full  vigor  Of  his  life. 
And  the  only  physician  in  whom  he  confided  what  he 
wished  to  keep  concealed  from  the  world  (for  ambitious 
men  would  fain  be  thought  immortal),  told  him  frankly 
that  it  was  improbable  that,  with  the  wear  and  tear  of 
political  strife  and  action,  he  could  advance  far  into  mid- 
dle age.  Therefore,  no  son  of  his  succeeding — ^his  neares* 
II.  2l 
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relations  all  wealthy  —  Egerton  resigned  himself  to  his 
constitutional  disdain  of  money ;  he  could  look  into  no 
affairs,  provided  the  balance  in  his  banker's  hands  were 
such  as  became  the  munificent  commoner.  All  else  he  left 
to  his  steward  and  to  Levy.  Levy  grew  rapidly  rich  — 
very,  very  rich  —  and  the  steward  thrived. 

The  usurer  continued  to  possess  a  determined  hold  over 
the  imperious  great  man.  He  knew  Andley's  secret ;  he 
could  reveal  that  secret  to  Harley.  And  the  one  soft  and 
tender  side  of  the  statesman's  nature  —  the  sole  part  of 
him  not  dipped  in  the  ninefold  Styx  of  practical  prosaic 
life,  which  renders  man  so  invulnerable  to  afiTection — was 
his  remorseful  love  for  the  school-friend  whom  he  still 
deceived. 

Here,  then,  you  have  the  key  to  the  locked  chambers 
of  Audley  Egerton's  character,  the  fortified  castle  of  his 
mind.  The  envied  minister  —  the  joyless  man; — the 
oracle  on  the  economies  of  an  empire  —  the  prodigal  in  a 
usurer's  hands  ;  — the  august,  high-crested  gentleman,  to 
whom  princes  would  refer  for  the  casuistry  of  honor  — 
the  culprit,  trembling  lest  the  friend  he  best  loved  on  earth 
should  detect  his  lie  I  Wrap  thyself  in  the  decent  veil 
that  the  Arts  or  the  Graces  weave  for  thee,  O  Human 
Nature  I  It  is  only  the  statue  of  marble  whose  nakedness 
the  eye  can  behold  without  shame  and  offence. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Of  the  narrative  jnst  placed  before  the  reader,  it  is 
clear  that  Leonard  could  gather  only  desultory  fragments. 
He  could  but  see  that  his  ill-fated  mother  had  been  united 
to  a  man  she  had  loved  with  surpassing  tendeniess  ;  had 
been  led  to  suspect  that  the  marriage  was  fraudulent ;  had 
gone  abroad  in  despair,  returned  repentant  and  hopeful ; 
had  gleaned  some  intelligence  that  her  lover  was  about  to 
be  married  to  another,  and  there  the  manuscript  closed 
with  the  blisters  left  on  the  page  by  agonising  tears.  The 
mournful  end  of  Nora  —  her  lonely  return  to  die  under 
the  roof  of  her  parents  —  this  he  had  learned  before  from 
the  narrative  of  Dr.  Morgan. 

"But  even  the  name  of  her  supposed  husband  was  not 
revealed.  Of  him  Leonard  could  form  no  conjecture,  ex- 
cept that  he  was  evidently  of  higher  rank  than  Nora, 
llarley  L'Estrange  seemed  clearly  indicated  in  the  early 
boy-lover.  If  so,  Harley  must  know  ail  that  was  left  dark 
to  Leonard,  and  to  him  Leonard  resolved  to  confide  the 
manuscripts.  With  this  resolution  he  left  the  cottage, 
resolving  to  return  and  attend  the  funeral  obsequies  of  his 
departed  friend.  Mrs.  Goodyer  willingly  permitted  him 
to  take  away  the  papers  she  had  lent  to  him,  and  added 
to  them  the  packet  which  had  been  addressed  to  Mrs.  Ber- 
tram from  the  Continent. 
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Musing  m  anxious  gloom  over  the  record  he  had  read, 
Leonard  entered  London  on  foot,  and  bent  his  way  to- 
wards Harley^s  hotel  j  when,  just  as  he  had  crossed  into 
Bond  Street,  a  gentleman  in  company  with  Baron  Levy, 
and  who  seemed,  by  the  flush  on  his  brow  and  the  sullen 
tone  of  his  voice,  to  have  had  rather  an  irritating  colloquy 
with  the  fashionable  usurer,  suddenly  caught  sight  of  Leo- 
nard, and,  abruptly  quitting  Levy,  seized  the  young  man 
by  the  arm. 

*'  Excuse  me,  sir,"  said  the  gentleman,  looking  hard 
into  Leonard's  face  ;  "  but  unless  these  sharp  eyes  of  mine 
are  mistaken,  which  they  seldom  are,  I  see  a  nephew  whom, 
perhaps,  I  behaved  to  rather  too  harshly,  but  who  still 
has  no  right  to  forget  Richard  Avenel." 

"My  dear  uncle,"  exclaimed  Leonard,  "this  is  indeed 
a  joyful  surprise  ;  at  a  time,  too,  when  I  needed  joy.  N"o ; 
I  have  never  forgotten  your  kindness,  and  always  regretted 
our  estrangement." 

"  That  is  well  said  ;  give  us  your  fist  again.  Let  me 
look  at  you  —  quite  the  gentleman,  I  declare! — still  so 
good-looking  too.  We  Avenels  always  were  a  handsome 
familty.  Good-bye,  Baron  Levy.  Need  not  wait  for  me  ; 
T  am  not  going  to  run  away.     I  shall  see  you  again." 

"  But,"  whispered  Levy,  who  had  followed  Avenel  across 
the  street,  and  eyed  Leonard  with  a  quick,  curious,  search- 
ing glance  —  "  but  it  must  be  as  I  say  with  regard  to  the 
borough  ;  or  (to  be  plain)  you  must  cash  the  bills  on  the 
day  they  are  due." 

"  Very  well,  sir  —  very  well.     So  you  think  to  put  the 
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screw  upon  me,  as  if  I  were  a  poor  little  householder.     I 
understand  —  my  money  or  my  borough  ?  " 

"Exactly  so,"  said  the  Baron,  with  a  soft  smile. 

"  You-  shall  hear  from  me.  [Aside,  as  Levy  strolled 
away]  —  D d  tarnation  rascal  1 " 

Dick  Avenel  then  linked  his  arm  in  his  nephew ^s,  and 
strove  for  some  minutes  to  forget  his  own  troubles,  in  the 
indulgence  of  that  curiosity  in  the  affairs  of  another  which 
was  natural  to  him,  and  in  this  instance,  increased  by  the 
real  affection  which  he  had  felt  for  Leonard.  Eut  still 
his  curiosity  remained  unsatisfied  ;  for  long  before  Leon- 
ard could  overcome  his  habitual  reluctance  to  speak  of 
his  success  in  literature,  Dick^s  mind  wandered  back  to  his 
rival  at  Screwstown  and  the  curse  of  **  over-competition," 
—  to  the  bills  which  Levy  had  discounted,  in  order  to 
enable  Dick  to  meet  the  crushing  force  of  a  capitalist 
larger  than  himself —  and  the  "  tarnation  rascal "  who 
now  wished  to  obtain  two  seats  at  Lansraere,  one  for 
Randal  Leslie,  one  for  a  rich  Nabob  whom  Levy  had  just 
caught  as  a  client ;  and  Dick,  though  willing  to  aid  Leslie, 
had  a  mind  to  the  other  seat  for  himself.  Therefore  Dick 
Boon  broke  in  upon  the  hesitating  confessions  of  Leonard, 
with  exclamations  far  from  pertinent  to  the  subject,  and 
rather  for  the  sake  of  venting  his  own  griefs  and  resent- 
ment, than  with  any  idea  that  the  sympathy  or  advice  of 
his  nephew  could  serve  him. 

*' Well,  well,"  said  Dick,  "  another  time  for  your  history 
T  see  you  have  thrived,  and  that  is  enough  for  the  present. 
Very  odd ;  but  just  now  I  can  only  think  of  myself     I'm 
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in  a  regular  fix.  sir.  Screwstown  is  nat  the  respectable 
Screwstown  that  you  remember  it  —  all  demoralised  and 
turned  topsy-turvy  by  a  demoniacal  monster  capitalist, 
with  steam-engines  that  might  bring  the  feiHs  of  Niagara 
into  your  back  parlor,  sir  1  And  as  if  that  was  not 
enough  to  destroy  and  drive  into  almighty  shivers  a  de- 
cent fair-play  Britisher,  like  myself,  I  hear  he  is  just  in 
treaty  for  some  patent  infernal  invention  that  will  make 
his  engines  do  twice  as  much  work  with  half  as  many 
hands  !  That's  the  way  those  unfeeling  ruffians  increase 
our  poor-rates  !  But  I'll  get  up  a  riot  against  him — I 
will  I  Don't  talk  to  me  of  the  law  1  What  the  devil  is 
the  good  of  the  law,  if  it  don't  protect  a  man's  industry — 
a  liberal  man,  too,  like  me  1 "  Here  Dick  burst  into  a 
storm  of  vituperation  against  the  rotten  old  country  in 
general,  and  Mr.  Dyce,  the  monster  capitalist  of  Screws- 
town, in  particular. 

Leonard  started  ;  for  Dick  now  named,  in  that  monster 
capitalist,  the  very  person  who  was  in  treaty  for  Leon- 
ard's own  mechanical  improvement  on  the  steam-engine. 

**  Stop,  uncle  —  stop  ?  Why,  then,  if  this  man  were  to 
buy  the  contrivance  you  speak  of,  it  would  injure  you  ?  *' 

''  Injure  me,  sir  I  I  should  be  a  bankrupt  —  that  is,  if 
it  succeeded ;  but  I  dare  say  it  is  all  a  humbug." 

''  No,  it  will  succeed  —  I'll  answer  for  that  I " 

*'  You  I     You  have  seen  it  ?  " 

"Why,  I  invented  it." 

Dick  hastily  withdrew  his  arm  from  Leonard's. 

"  Serpent's  tooth  !  "  he  said,  fulteringly,  "so  it  is  yon, 
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w^hom  I  warmed  at  my  hearth,  who  are  to  ruin  Richard 
Avenel  ?  " 

"  No  —  but  to  save  him  I  Come  into  the  city  and  look 
at  my  model.     If  you  like  it,  the  patent  shall  be  yours  I '' 

"Cab  —  cab  —  cab,"  cried  Dick  Avenel,  stopping  a 
"Hansom;"  "jump  in,  Leonard — jump  in.  I'll  buy 
your  patent  —  that  is,  if  it  be  worth  a  straw  ;  and  as  for 
payment " 

"  Payment  I     Don't  talk  of  that  1 " 

"Well,  I  won't,"  said  Dick,  mildly;  "for  'tis  not  the 
topic  of  conversation  I  should  choose  myself,  just  at  pre- 
sent. And  as  for  that  black-whiskered  alligator,  the 
Baron,  Jet  me  first  get  out  of  those  rambustious,  unchris- 
tian, filbert-shaped  claws  of  his,  and  then — But  jump  in 
— jump  in  —  and  tell  the  man  where  to  drive  !  " 

A  very  brief  inspection  of  Leonard's  invention  suflBced 
to  show  Richard  Avenel  how  invaluable  it  would  be  to 
him.  Armed  with  a  patent,  of  which  the  certain  effects 
in  the  increase  of  power  and  diminution  of  labor  were  ob- 
vious to  any  practical  man,  Avenel  felt  that  he  should 
have  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  such  advances  of  money  as 
he  required,  whether  to  alter  his  engines,  meet  the  bills 
discounted  by  Levy,  or  carry  on  the  war  with  the  monster 
capitalist.  It  might  be  necessary  to  admit  into  partner- 
ship some  other  monster  capitalist  —  What  then  ?  Any 
partner  better  than  Levy.     A  bright  idea  struck  him. 

"  If  I  can  just  terrify  and  whop  that  infernal  intruder 
on  my  own  ground,  for  a  few  months,  he  may  offer,  him- 
self, to  enter  into  partnership  —  make  the  two  concerns 
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a  joint-<?tock  friendly  combination,  and  then  we  shall  flog 
the  world." 

His  gratitude  to  Leonard  became  so  lively,  that  Dick 
offered  to  bring  his  nephew  in  for  Lansmere  instead  of 
himself;  and  when  Leonard  declined  the  offer,  exclaimed, 
'*  Well,  then,  any  friend  of  yours ;  I'm  all  for  reform 
against  those  high  and  mighty  right  honorable  borough- 
mongers  ;  and  what  with  loans  and  mortgages  on  the 
small  householders,  and  a  long  course  of  *  Free  and  ' 
Easies '  with  the  independent  freemen,  I  carry  one  seat 
certain,  perhaps  both  seats  of  the  town  of  Lansmere,  in 
my  breeches-pocket."  Dick,  then,  appointing  an  inter- 
view with  Leonard  at  his  lawyer's,  to  settle  the  transfer 
of  the  invention,  upon  terms  which  he  declared  "  should 
be  honorable  to  both  parties,"  hurried  off,  to  search 
amongst  his  friends  in  the  city  for  some  monster  capitalist, 
who  might  be  induced  to  extricate  him  from  the  jaws  of 
Levy,  and  the  engines  of  his  rival  at  Screwstown.  "  Mul- 
lins  is  the  man,  if  T  can  but  catch  him,"  said  Dick.  "  You 
have  heard  of  Mullins  ? — A. wonderful  great  man  ;  you 
should  see  his  nails :  he  never  cuts  them  I  Three  millions, 
at  least,  he  has  scraped  together  with  those  nails  of  his, 
sir.  And  in  this  rotten  old  country,  a  man  must  have 
nails  a  yard  long  to  fight  with  a  devil  like  Levy  I — Good- 
bye —  good-bye,  —  GOOD-bye,  my  dear  nephew  I  " 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Harley  L'Estrange  was  seated  alone  in  his  apart- 
ments. He  had  just  put  down  a  volume  of  some  favorite 
classic  author,  and  he  was  resting  his  hand  firmly  clenched 
upon  the  book.  Ever  since  Harley^s  return  to  England, 
there  had  been  a  perceptible  change  in  the  expression  of 
his  countenance,  even  in  the  very  bearing  and  attitudes 
of  his  elastic  youthful  figure.  But  this  change  had  been 
more  marked  since  that  last  interview  with  Helen  which 
has  been  recorded.  There  was  a  compressed,  resolute 
firmness  in  the  lips  —  a  decided  character  in  the  brow. 
To  the  indolent,  careless  grace  of  his  movements  had 
succeeded  a  certain  indescribable  energy,  as  quiet  and 
self-collected  as  that  which  distinguished  the  determined 
air  of  Audley  Egerton  himself.  In  fact,  if  you  could 
have  looked  into  his  heart,  you  would  have  seen  that 
Harley  was,  for  the  first  time,  making  a  strong  eff'ort  over 
his  passions  and  his  humors  ;  that  the  whole  man  was 
nerving  himself  to  a  sense  of  duty.  "  No,"  he  muttered 
—  "no  —  I  will  think  only  of  Helen;  I  will  think  only 
of  real  life  I  And  what  (were  T  not  engaged  to  another) 
would  that  dark-eyed  Italian  girl  be  to  me  ?  —  What  a 
mere  fooPs  fancy  is  this  !  I  love  again  I  —  I,  who  through 
all  the  fair  spring  of  my  life,  have  clung  with  such  faith 
to  a  memory  and  a  grave  !     Come,  come,  come,  Harley 
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L'Estrange,  act  thy  part  as  man  amongst  men,  at  last! 
Accept  regard  ;  dream  no  more  of  passion.  Abandon 
false  ideals.  Thou  art  no  poet  —  why  deem  that  life  itself 
can  be  a  poem  ? " 

The  door  opened,  and  the  Austrian  Prince,  whom  Har- 
ley  had  interested  in  the  cause  of  Yiolante's  father,  entered 
with  the  familiar  step  of  a  friend. 

"Have  you  discovered  those  documents  yet?"  said 
the  Prince.  ''  I  must  now  return  to  Vienna  within  a  few 
days.  And  unless  you  can  arm  me  with  some  tangible 
proof  of  Peschiera's  ancient  treachery,  or  some  more 
unanswerable  excuse  for  his  noble  kinsman,  I  fear  that 
there  is  no  other  hope  for  the  exile's  recall  to  his  country 
than  what  lies  in  the  hateful  option  of  giving  his  daughter 
to  his  perfidious  foe." 

"Alas  I "  said  Harley,  "  as  yet  all  researches  have  been 
in  vain ;  and  I  know  not  what  other  steps  to  take,  with- 
out arousing  Peschiera's  vigilance,  and  setting  his  crafty 
brains  at  work  to  counteract  us.  My  poor  friend,  then, 
must  rest  contented  with  exile.  To  give  Yiolante  to  the 
Count  were  dishonor.  But  I  shall  soon  be  married  ;  soon 
have  a  home,  not  quite  unworthy  of  their  due  rank,  to 
ofifer  both  to  father  and  to  child." 

"Would  the  future  Lady  L 'Estrange  feel  no  jealousy 
of  a  guest  so  fair  as  you  tell  me  this  young  signorina  is  ? 
And  would  you  be  in  no  danger  yourself,  my  poor  friend  ?  " 

"  Pooh  1 "  said  Harley,  coloring.  "  My  fair  guest  would 
have  tico  fathers ;  that  is  all.  Pray,  do  not  jest  on  a 
thing  so  grave  as  honor." 
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Again  the  door  opened,  and  Leonard  appeared. 

"Welcome,"  cried  Harley,  pleased  to  be  no  longer 
alone  under  the  Prince's  penetrating  eye  — "  welcome. 
This  is  the  noble  friend  who  shares  our  interest  for  Ricca- 
bocca,  and  who  could  serve  him  so  well,  if  we  could  but 
discover  the  document  of  which  I  have  spoken  to  you." 

*'  It  is  here,"  said  Leonard,  simply  ;  "  may  it  be  all  that 
you  require  I " 

Harley  eagerly  grasped  at  the  packet,  which  had  been 
sent  from  Italy  to  the  supposed  Mrs.  Bertram,  and,  lean- 
ing his  face  on  his  hand,  rapidly  hurried  through  the 
contents. 

"  Hurrah  I  "  he  cried  at  last,  with  his  face  lighted  up, 
and  a  boyish  toss  of  his  right  hand.  ''  Look,  look,  Prince, 
here  are  Peschiera's  own  letters  to  his  kinsman's  wife  ;  his 
avowal  of  what  he  calls  his  *  patriotic  designs ; '  his 
entreaties  to  her  to  induce  her  husband  to  share  them. 
Look,  look,  how  he  wields  his  influence  over  the  woman 
he  had  once  wooed ;  look  how  artfully  he  combats  her 
objections ;  see  how  reluctant  our  friend  was  to  stir,  till 
wife  and  kinsman  both  united  to  urge  him." 

"  It  is  enough  —  quite  enough,"  exclaimed  the  Prince, 
looking  at  the  passages  in  Peschiera's  letters  which  Harley 
pointed  out  to  him. 

"  No,  it  is  not  enough,"  shouted  Harley,  as  he  continued 
to  read  the  letters  with  his  rapid  sparkling  eyes.  "  More 
still !  O  villain,  doubly  damned  !  Here,  after  our  friend's 
flight,  here  is  Peschiera's  avowal  of  guilty  passion  ;  here, 
he  swears  that  he  had  intrigued  to  ruin  his  benefactor,  in 
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urder  to  pollute  the  home  that  had  sheltered  him.  Ah  I 
see  how  she  answers ;  thank  Heaven,  her  own  eyes  were 
opened  at  last,  and  she  scorned  him  before  she  died.  She 
was  innocent  I  I  said  so  I  Yiolante^s  mother  was  pure. 
Poor  lady  I  this  moves  me.  Has  your  Emperor  the  heart 
of  a  man  ?  " 

"  I  know  enough  of  our  Emperor,"  answered  the  Prince, 
warmly,  "to  know  that  the  moment  these  papers  reach 
him,  Peschiera  is  ruined,  and  your  friend  is  restored  to 
^  his  honors.  You  will  live  to  see  the  daughter,  to  whom 
you  would  have  given  a  child's  place  at  your  hearth,  the 
wealthiest  heiress  of  Italy  —  the  bride  of  some  noble  lover, 
with  rank  only  below  the  supremacy  of  kings  ! " 

"Ah  I  "  said  Harley,  in  a  sharp  accent,  and  turning  very 
pale  —  "  ah,  I  shall  not  see  her  that !  I  shall  never  visit 
Italy  again  I  never  see  her  more  —  never,  after  she  has 
once  quitted  this  climate  of  cold  iron  cares  and  formal 
duties — never,  never  ! "  He  turned  his  head  for  a  moment, 
and  then  came  with  quick  step  to  Leonard.  "  But  you, 
0  happy  poet !  No  Ideal  can  ever  be  lost  to  you.  You 
are  independent  of  real  life.  Would  that  I  were  a  poet !  " 
He  smiled  sadly. 

"  You  would  not  say  so,  perhaps,  my  dear  lord," 
answered  Leonard,  with  equal  sadness,  "if  you  knew  how 
little  what  you  call  'the  Ideal,'  replaces  to  a  poet  the  loss 
of  one  affection  in  the  genial  human  world.  Independent 
of  real  life  !  Alas  I  no.  And  I  have  here  the  confessions 
of  a  true  poet-soul,  which  I  will  entreat  you  to  read  at 
leisure ;  and  when  yon  have  read,  say  if  you  would  still 

^  *  Digitized  by  Google 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE  83 

He  took  forth  Nora's  manuscripts  as  he  spoke. 

"  Place  them  yonder,  in  my  escritoire,  Leonard  ;  I  will 
read  them  later." 

"Do  so,  and  with  heed ;  for  to  me  there  is  much  here 
that  involves  my  own  life  —  much  that  is  still  a  mystery, 
and  which  I  think  you  can  unravel  I " 

'*  1 1 "  exclaimed  Harley ;  and  he  was  moving  towards 
the  escritoire y  in  a  drawer  of  which  Leonard  had  carefully 
deposited  the  papers,  when,  once  more,  but  this  time 
violently,  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  Giacomo  rushed 
into  the  room,  accompanied  by  Lady  Lansmere. 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  my  lord ! "  cried  Giacomo,  in  Italian, 
"the  signorina  I  the  signorina  I  —  Yiolante  I  " 

"  What  of  her  ?  Mother,  mother  1  what  of  her  ?  Speak, 
gpeak  I " 

"She  has  gone  —  left  our  house  I" 

"  Left  I  No,  no  I "  cried  Giacomo.  "  She  must  have 
been  deceived  or  forced  away.  The  Count  I  the  Count  I 
Oh,  my  good  lord,  save  her,  as  you  once  saved  her  father  I  " 

"  Hold  I  "  cried  Harley.  "  Give  me  your  arm,  mother. 
A  second  such  blow  in  life  is  beyond  the  strength  of  man 
—  at  least  it  is  beyond  mine.  So,  so  I  —  I  am  better 
now  I  Thank  you,  mother.  Stand  back,  all  of  you — . 
give  me  air.  So  the  Count  has  triumphed,  and  Violante 
has  fled  with  him  I     Explain  all  —  I  can  bear  it  1 " 
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INITIAL    CHAPTER. 

WHEREIN   THE   CAXTON   FAMILY   REAPPEAR. 

"  Again,"  quoth  my  father  —  "  again  behold  us  I  We 
who  greeted  the  commencement  of  your  narrative,  who 
absented  ourselves  in  the  mid-course  when  we  could  but 
obstruct  the  current  of  events,  and  jostle  personages  more 
important  —  we  now  gather  round  the  close.  Still,  as 
the  chorus  to  the  drama,  we  circle  round  the  altar  with 
the  solemn  but  dubious  chant  which  prepares  the  audience 
for  the  completion  of  the  appointed  destinies ;  though 
still,  ourselves,  unaware  how  the  skein  is  to  be  unravelled, 
and  where  the  shears  are  to  descend." 

So  there  they  stood,  the  Family  of  Caxton — all  group- 
ing roumi  me  —  all  eager  officiously  to  question  —  some 
over-anxious  prematurely  to  criticise. 

"  Yiolante  can^t  have  voluntarily  gone  off  with  that 
horrid  Count,"  said  my  mother ;  *'  but  perhaps  she  was 
deceived,  like  Eugenia  by  Mr.  Bellamy,  in  the  novel  of 
'Camilla.'" 
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'*  Ha  I "  said  my  father,  "  and  in  that  case  it  is  time  yet 
to  steal  a  hint  from  Clarissa  Harlowe,  and  make  Yiolante 
die  less  of  a  broken  heart  than  a  sullied  honor.  She  is 
one  of  those  girls  who  onght  to  be  killed  !  All  things 
about  her  forebode  an  early  tomb  ! " 

"  Dear,  dear  I  "  cried  Mrs.  Caxton,  "  I  hope  not ! " 

^'Pooh,  brother,"  said  the  Captain,  "we  have  had 
enough  of  the  tomb  in  the  history  of  poor  Nora.  The 
whole  story  grows  out  of  a  grave,  and  if  to  a  grave  it 
must  return  —  if,  Pisistratus,  you  must  kill  somebody,  kill 
Levy. " 

"Or  the  Count,"  said  my  mother,  with  unusual  trucu- 
lence. 

"  Or  Randal  Leslie,"  said  Squills.  "  I  should  like  to 
have  a  post-mortem  cast  of  his  head  —  it  would  be  an  in- 
structive study." 

Here  there  was  a  general  confusion  of  tongues,  all 
present  conspiring  to  bewilder  the  unfortunate  author 
with  their  various  and  discordant  counsels  how  to  wind 
up  his  story  and  dispose  of  his  characters. 

"  Silence ! "  cried  Pisistratus,  clapping  his  hands  to 
both  ears.  "  I  can  no  more  alter  the  fate  allotted  to 
each  of  the  personages  whom  you  honor  with  your  interest 
than  I  can  change  your  own  ;  like  you,  they  must  go  where 
events  lead  them,  urged  on  by  their  own  characters  and 
the  agencies  of  others.  Providence  so  pervadingly  governs 
the  universe,  that  you  cannot  strike  it  even  out  of  a  book. 
The  author  may  beget  a  character,  but  the  moment  the 
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character  comes  into  action,  it  escapes  from  his  hands  — 
plays  its  own  part,  and  fulfils  its  own  inevitable  doom." 

"  Besides,"  §aid  Mr.  Squills,  "  it  is  easy  to  see,  from  the 
phrenological  development  of  the  organs  in  those  several 
heads  which  Pisistratus  has  allowed  us  to  examine,  that 
we  have  seen  no  creations  of  mere  fiction,  but  living  per- 
sons, whose  true  history  has  set  in  movement  their  various 
bumps  of  Amativeness,  Constructiveness,  Acquisitiveness, 
Ideality,  Wonder,  Comparison,  &c.  They  must  act,  and 
they  must  end,  according  to  the  influences  of  their  crania. 
Thus  we  find  in  Randal  Leslie  the  predominant  organ  of 
Constructiveness,  Secretiveuess,  Comparison  and  Eventu- 
ality—  while  Benevolence,  Conscientiousness,  Adhesive- 
ness, are  utterly  nil.  Now,  to  divine  how  such  a  man 
must  end,  we  must  first  see  what  is  the  general  composi- 
tion of  the  society  in  which  he  moves,  —  in  short,  what 
other  gases  are  brought  into  contact  with  his  phlogiston. 
As  to  Leonard,  and  Harley,  and  Audley  Egerton,  survey- 
ing them  phrenologically,  I  should  say  that " 

*'  Hush  ! "  said  my  father,  "  Pisistratus  has  dipped  his 
pen  in  the  ink,  and  it  seems  to  me  easier  for  the  wisest 
man  that  ever  lived  to  account  for  what  others  have  done, 
than  to  predict  what  they  should  do.  Phrenologists 
discovered  that  Mr.  Thurtell  had  a  very  fine  organ  of 
Conscientiousness,  yet,  somehow  or  other,  that  erring 
personage  contrived  to  knock  the  brains  out  of  his  friend's 
organ  of  Individuality.  Therefore  I  rise  to  propose  a 
Resolution  —  that  this  meeting  be  adjourned  till  Pisistra- 
tus has  completed  his  narrative ;  and  we  shall  then  bave 
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the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  it  ought,  according  to 
every  principle  of  nature,  science,  and  art,  to  have  been 
completed  differently.  Why  should  we  deprive  ourselves 
of  that  pleasure  ?  " 

"  I  second  the  motion,"  said  the  Captain  ;  "  but  if  Levy 
be  not  hanged,  I  shall  say  that  there  is  an  end  of  all  po- 
etical justice." 

"  Take  care  of  poor  Helen,"  said  Blanche,  tenderly  . 
"not  that  I  would  have  you  forget  Violante." 

"  Pish  !  and  sit  down,  or  they  shall  both  die  old  maids.'' 

Frightened  at  that  threat,  Blanche,  with  a  deprecating 
look,  drew  her  stool  quietly  near  me,  as  if  to  place  her 
two  protegees  in  an  atmosphere  mesmerised  to  matri- 
monial attractions  ;  and  my  mother  set  hard  to  work  — 
at  a  new  frock  for  the  baby.  Unsoftened  by  these  undue 
female  influences,  Pisistratus  wrote  on  at  the  dictation  of 
the  relentless  Fates.  His  pen  was  of  iron,  and  his  heart 
was  of  granite.  He  was  as  insensible  to  the  existence  of 
wife  and  baby,  as  if  he  had  never  paid  a  house-bill,  nor 
rushed  from  a  nursery  at  the  sound  of  an  infant  squall.  0 
blessed  privilege  of  Authorship  I 

"O  testudinis  aurese 

Dulcem  quae  strepitum,  Fieri,  temperas  1 
0  mutis  quoque  piscibus 

Donatura  cycni,  si  libeat,  sonum  I  "  * 

*  0  Muse,  who  dost  temper  the  sweet  sound  of  the  golden  shell 
of  the  tortoise,  and  couldst  also  give,  were  it  needed,  to  silent  fishes 
the  song  of  the  swan! 

n.  2m 
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CHAPTER  II. 

It  is  necessary  to  go  somewhat  back  iu  the  course  of  this 
narrative,  aud  account  to  the  reader  for  the  disappearance 
of  Yiolante. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  Peschiera,  scared  by  the 
Fudden  approach  of  Lord  L'Estrange,  had  little  time  for 
farther  words  to  the  young  Italian  than  those  which  ex- 
pressed his  intention  to  renew  the  conference,  and  press 
for  her  decision.  But  the  next  day,  when  he  re-entered 
the  garden  secretly  and  stealthily,  as  before,  Yiolante  did 
not  appear.  And  after  watching  round  the  precincts  till 
dusk,  the  Count  retreated,  with  an  indignant  conviction 
that  his  arts  had  failed  to  enlist  on  his  side  either  the 
heart  or  the  imagination  of  his  intended  victim.  He  began 
now  to  revolve,  and  to  discuss  with  Levy,  the  possibilities 
of  one  of  those  bold  and  violent  measures,  which  were 
favored  by  his  reckless  daring  and  desperate  condition. 
But  Levy  treated  with  such  just  ridicule  any  suggestion 
to  abstract  Yiolante  by  force  from  Lord  Lansmere's  house, 
—  so  scouted  the  notions  of  nocturnal  assault,  with  the 
devices  of  scaling  windows  and  rope  ladders,  that  the 
Count  reluctantly  abandoned  that  romance  of  villany  so 
unsuited  to  our  sober  capital,  and  which  would  no  doubt 
have  terminated  in  his  capture  by  the  police,,  with  the 
prospect  of  committal  to  the   House  of  Correction. 
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Levy  himself  found  his  invention  at  fault,  and  "Randal 
Leslie  was  called  into  consultation.  The  usurer  had  con- 
trived that  RandaPs  schemes  of  fortune  and  advancement 
were  so  based  upon  Levy's  aid  and  connivance,  that  the 
young  man,  with  all  his  desire  rather  to  make  instruments 
of  other  men,  than  to  be  himself  their  instrument,  found 
his  superior  intellect  as  completely  a  slave  to  Levy's  more 
experienced  craft,  as  ever  subtle  Genius  of  air  was  subject 
to  the  vulgar  Sorcerer  of  earth. 

His  acquisition  of  the  ancestral  acres,^ —  his  anticipated 
seat  in  Parliament, —  his  chance  of  ousting  Frank  from 
the  heritage  of  Hazeldean,  were  all  as  strings  that  pulled 
him  to  and  fro,  like  the  puppet  in  the  sleek  filbert-nailed 
fingers  of  the  smiling  showman,  who  could  exhibit  him  to 
the  admiration  of  a  crowd,  or  cast  him  away  into  dust 
and  lumber. 

Randal  gnawed  his  lip  in  the  sullen  wrath  of  a  man 
who  bides  his  hour  of  future  emancipation,  and  lent  his 
brain  to  the  hire  of  the  present  servitude,  in  mechanical 
acquiescence.  The  inherent  superiority  of  the  profound 
young  schemer  became  instantly  apparent  over  the  courage 
of  Peschiera,  and  the  practised  wit  of  the  Baron. 

**  Your  sister,"  said  Randal  to  the  former,  "  must  be 
the  active  agent  in  the  first  and  most  difficult  part  of  your 
enterprise.  Yiolante  cannot  be  taken  by  force  from  Lord 
Lansmcre's  —  she  must  be  induced  to  leave  it  with  her 
own  consent.  A  female  is  needed  here.  Woman  can  best 
decoy  woman." 

"Admirably  said,"  quoth  the  Count;  "but  Beatrice 
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nas  grown  restive,  and  though  her  dowry,  and  therefore 
her  very  maiTiage  with  that  excellent  young  Hazeldean, 
depend  on  my  own  alliance  with  my  fair  kinswoman,  she 
has  grown  so  indifferent  to  my  success,  that  I  dare  not 
reckon  on  her  aid.  Between  you  and  me,  though  she  was 
once  very  eager  to  be  married,  she  now  seems  to  shrink 
from  the  notion;  and  I  have  no  other  hold  over  her." 

"  Has  she  not  seen  some  one,  and  lately,  whom  she  pre- 
fers to  poor  Frank  ?  " 

"I  suspect  that  she  has ;  but  I  know  not  whom,  unless 
it  be  that  detested  L 'Estrange." 

*'  Ah  —  well,  well.  Interfere  with  her  no  farther  your- 
self, but  have  all  in  readiness  to  quit  England,  as  you  had 
before  proposed,  as  soon  as  Yiolante  be  in  your  power." 

"All  is  in  readiness,"  said  the  Count.  "Levy  has 
agreed  to  purchase  a  famous  sailing-vessel  of  one  of  his 
clients.  I  have  engaged  a  score  or  so  of  determined  out- 
casts, accustonjed  to  the  sea  —  Genoese,  Corsicans,  Sar- 
dinians —  ex-Carbonari  of  the  best  sort, — no  silly  patriots, 
but  liberal  cosmopolitans,  who  have  iron  at  the  disposal 
of  any  man's  gold.  I  have  a  priest  to  perform  the  nuptial 
service,  and  deaf  to  any  fair  lady's  *No.'  Once  at  sea, 
and  wherever  I  land,  Yiolante  will  lean  on  my  arm  as 
Countess  of  Peschiera." 

•'But  Yiolante,"  said  Randal,  doggedly,  determined 
not  to  yield  to  the  disgust  with  which  the  Count's  au- 
dacious cynicism  filled  even  him  —  "but  Yiolante  cannot 
be  removed  in  broad  daylight  at  once  to  such  a  vessel,  nor 
from  a  quarter  so  populous  as  that  in  which  your  sister 
resides."  C"nii^n\o 
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"I  have  thoDght  of  that  too,"  said  the  Count;  "my 
emissaries  have  found  me  a  house  close  by  the  river,  and 
safe  for  our  purpose  as  the  dungeons  of  Venice." 

"  I  wish  not  to  know  all  this,"  answered  Randal,  quick- 
ly;  "  you  will  instruct  Madame  di  Negra  where  to  take 
Violante  —  my  task  limits  itself  to  the  fair  inventions  that 
belong  to  intellect ;  what  belongs  to  force  is  not  in  my 
province.  I  will  go  at  once  to  your  sister,  whom  T  think 
I  can  influence  more  effectually  than  you  can  ;  though 
later  I  may  give  you  a  hint  to  guard  against  the  chance 
of  her  remorse.  Meanwhile,  as,  the  moment  Violante  dis- 
appears, suspicion  would  fall  upon  you,  show  yourself 
consiantly  in  public  surrounded  by  your  friends.  Be  ablo 
to  account  for  every  hour  of  your  time " 

"An  alibi  f^^  interrupted  the  ci-devant  solicitor. 

"Exactly  so,  Baron.  Complete  the  purchase  of  the 
vessel,  and  let  the  Count  man  it  as  he  proposes.  I  will 
communicate  with  you  both  as  soon  as  I  can  put  you  into 
action.    To-day  I  shall  have  much  to  do  ;  it  will  be  done." 

As  Randal  left  the  room.  Levy  followed  him. 

"  What  you  propose  to  do  will  be  well  done,  no  doubt," 
quoth  the  usurer,  linking  his  arm  in  RandaPs  ;  "but. take 
care  that  you  don^t  get  yourself  into  a  scrape,  so  as  to 
damage  your  character.  I  have  great  hopes  of  you  in 
public  life;  and  in  public  life  character  is  necessary  — 
that  is,  so  far  as  honor  is  concerned." 

"  I  damage  my  character ! — and  for  a  Count  Peschiera  1 " 
said  Randal,  opening  his  eyes.  "  I !  What  do  you  take 
mo  ^r?" 
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The  Baron  let  go  his  hold. 

"  This  boy  ought  to  rise  very  high,"  said  he  to  himself, 
as  be  turned  back  to  the  Count. 


CHAPTER  III. 

Randalls  acute  faculty  of  comprehension  had  long 
since  surmised  the  truth  that  Beatrice's  views  and  temper 
of  mind  had  been  strangely  and  suddenly  altered  by  some 
such  revolution  as  passion  only  can  effect ;  that  pique  or 
disappointment  had  mingled  with  the  motive  which  had 
induced  her  to  accept  the  hand  of  his  rash  young  kins- 
man ;  and  that,  instead  of  the  resigned  indifference  with 
which  she  might  at  one  time  have  contemplated  any  mar- 
riage that  could  free  her  from  a  position  that  perpetually 
galled  her  pride,  it  was  now  with  a  repugnance,  visible  to 
Randal's  keen  eye,  that  she  shrank  from  the  performance 
of  that  pledge  which  Frank  had  so  dearly  bought.  The 
temptations  which  the  Count  could  hold  out  to  her  to  be- 
come his  accomplice  in  designs  of  which  the  fraud  and 
perfidy  would  revolt  her  better  nature,  had  ceased  to  be 
of  avail.  A  dowry  had  grown  valueless,  since  it  would 
but  hasten  the  nuptials  from  which  she  recoiled.  Randal 
felt  that  he  could  not  secure  her  aid,  except  by  working 
on  a  passion  so  turbulent  as  to  confound  her  judgment. 
Such  a  passion  he  recognised  in  jealousy.  He  had  onco 
doubted  if  Harley  were  the  object  of  her  love  ;  yet,  after 
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all,  was  it  not  probable '(  He  knew,  at  least,  of  no  one 
else  to  suspect.  If  so,  he  had  but  to  whisper,  "  Yiolante 
is  your  rival.  Yiolante  removed,  your  beauty  may  find 
its  natural  effect ;  if  not,  you  are  an  Italian,  and  you  will 
be  at  least  avenged."  He  saw  still  more  reason  to  suppose 
that  Lord  L'Estrange  was  indeed  the  one  by  whom  he 
could  rule  Beatrice,  since,  the  last  time  he  had  seen  her, 
she  had  questioned  him  with  much  earnestness  as  to  the 
family  of  Lord  Lansmere,  especially  as  to  the  female  part 
of  it.  Randal  had  then  judged  it  prudent  to  avoid  speak- 
ing of  Yiolante,  and  feigned  ignorance  ;  but  promised  to 
ascertain  all  particulars  by  the  time  he  next  saw  the  Mar- 
chesa.  It  was  the  warmth  with  which  she  had  thanked 
him,  that  had  set  his  busy  mind  at  work  to  conjecture  the 
cause  of  her  curiosity  so  earnestly  aroused,  and  to  ascribe 
that  cause  to  jealousy.  If  Harley  loved  Yiolante  (as 
Randal  himself  had  before  supposed),  the  little  of  passion 
that  the  young  man  admitted  to  himself  was  enlisted  in 
aid  of  Peschiera's  schemes.  For  though  Randal  did  not 
love  Yiolante,  he  cordially  disliked  L'Estrange,  and  would 
have  gone  as  far  to  render  that  dislike  vindictive  as  a  cold 
reasoner,  intent  upon  worldly  fortunes,  will  ever  suffer 
mere  hate  to  influence  him. 

"At  the  worst,"  thought  Randal,  "if  it  be  not  Harley, 
touch  the  chord  of  jealousy,  and  its  vibration  will  direct 
me  right." 

Thur  soliloquising,  he  arrived  at  Madame  di  Negra's. 

Now,  in  'reality,  the  Marchesa's  inquiries  as  to  Lord 
Lansmere's  family  had  their  source  in  the  misguided,  rest- 
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less,  despairing  interest  with  which  she  still  clung  to  the 
image  of  the  young  poet,  whom  Randal  had  no  reason  to 
suspect.  That  interest  had  become  yet  more  keen  from 
the  impatient  misery  she  had  felt  ever  since  she  had 
plighted  herself  to  another.  A  wild  hope  that  she  might 
yet  escape — a  vague  regretful  thought  that  she  had  been 
too  hasty  in  dismissing  Leonard  from  her  presence — that 
she  ought  rather  to  have  courted  his  friendship,  and  con- 
tended against  her  unknown  rival,  at  times  drew  her  way- 
ward mind  wholly  from  the  future  to  which  she  had  con- 
signed herself.  And,  to  do  her  justice,  though  her  sense 
of  duty  was  so  defective,  and  the  principles  which  should 
have  guided  her  conduct  were  so  lost  to  her  sight,  still 
her  feelings  towards  the  generous  Hazeldean  were  not  so 
hard  and  blunted  but  what  her  own  ingratitude  added  to 
her  torment ;  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  sole  atonement  she 
could  make  to  him  was  to  find  an  excuse  to  withdraw  her 
promise,  and  save  him  from  herself.  She  had  caused  Leo- 
nardos steps  to  be  watched  ;  she  had  found  that  he  visited 
at  Lord  Lansmere's  ;  that  he  had  gone  there  often,  and 
stayed  there  long.  She  had  learned  in  the  neighborhood 
that  Lady  Lansmere  had  one  or  two  young  female  guests 
staying  with  her.  Surely  this  was  the  attraction  —  here 
was  the  rival  I 

Randal  found  Beatrice  in  a  state  of  mind  that  favored 
hfc  purpose.  And  first  turning  his  conversation  on  Har- 
ley,  and  noting  that  her  countenance  did  not  change,  by 
little  and  little  he  drew  forth  her  secret. 

Then  said  Randal,  gravely,  "  If  one  whom  you  honor 
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with  a  tender  thought  visits  at  Lord  Lansmere's  house, 
you  have,  indeed,  cause  to  fear  for  yourself,  to  hope  for 
your  brother's  success  in  the  object  which  has  brought 
him  to  England  —  for  a  girl  of  surpassing  beauty  is  a 
guest  in  Lord  Lansmere's  house  ;  and  I  will  now  tell  you 
that  that  girl  is  she  whom  Count  Peschiera  would  make 
his  bride." 

As  Randal  thus  spoke,  and  saw  how  his  listener's  brow 
darkened  and  her  eye  flashed,  he  felt  that  his  accomplice 
was  secured.  Violante  !  Had  not  Leonard  spoken  of 
Violante,  and  with  such  praise  ?  Had  not  his  boyhood 
been  passed  under  her  eyes  ?  Who  but  Yiolante  could  be 
the  rival  ?  Beatrice's  abrupt  exclamations,  after  a  mo- 
ment's pause,  revealed  to  Randal  the  advantage  he  bad 
gained.  And  partly  by  rousing  her  jealousy  into  revenge 
—  partly  by  flattering  her  love  with  assurances  that,  if 
Violante  were  fairly  removed  from  England,  were  the 
wife  of  Count  Peschiera  —  it  would  be  impossible  that 
Leonard  could  remain  insensible  to  her  own  attractions — 
that  he,  Randal,  would  undertake  to  free  her  honorably 
from  her  engagement  to  Frank  Hazeldean,  and  obtain 
from  her  brother  the  acquittal  of  the  debt  which  had  first 
fettered  her  hand  to  that  confiding  suitor  —  he  did  not. 
quit  the  Marchesa,  until  she  had  not  only  promised  to  do 
all  that  Randal  might  suggest,  but  impetuously  urged 
him  to  mature  his  plans,  and  hasten  the  hour  to  accom- 
plish them.  Randal  then  walked  some  minutes  musing 
and  slow  along  the  streets,  revolving  the  next  meshes  in 
his  elaborate  and  most  subtle  web.  And  here  his  craft 
laminonsly  devised  its  masterpiece.  ^        , 
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It  was  necessary,  during  any  interval  that  might  elapse 
between  Yiolante^s  disappearance  and  her  departure  from 
England,  in  order  to  divert  suspicion  from  Peschiera 
(who  might  otherwise  be  detained),  that  some  cause  for 
her  voluntary  absence  from  Lord  Lansmere's  should  be  at 
least  assignable ;  it  was  still  more  necessary  that  Randal 
himself  should  stand  wholly  clear  from  any  surmise  that 
he  could  have  connived  at  the  Count's  designs,  even 
should  their  actual  perpetrator  be  discovered  or  con- 
jectured. To  effect  these  objects,  Randal  hastened  to 
Norwood,  and  obtained  an  interview  with  Riccabocca.  In 
seeming  agitation  and  alarm,  he  informed  the  exile  that 
he  had  reason  to  know  that  Peschiera  had  succeeded  in 
obtaining  a  secret  interview  with  Yiolante,  and  he  feared 
had  made  a  certain  favorable  impression  on  her  mind ; 
and  speaking  as  if  with  the  jealousy  of  a  lover,  he  en- 
treated Riccabocca  to  authorise  Randal's  direct  proposals 
to  Yiolante,  and  to  require  her  consent  to  their  immediate 
nuptials. 

The  poor  Italian  was  confounded  with  the  intelligence 
conveyed  to  him ;  and  his  almost  superstitious  fears  of 
his  brilliant  enemy,  conjoined  with  his  opinion  of  the  sus- 
ceptibility to  outward  attractions  common  to  all  the  female 
sex,  made  him  not  only  implicitly  credit,  but  even  exag- 
gerate, the  dangers  that  Randal  intimated.  The  idea  of 
his  daughter's  marriage  with  Randal,  towards  which  he 
had  lately  cooled,  he  now  gratefully  welcomed. 

But  his  first  natural  suggestion,  was  to  go,  or  send,  for 
Yiolante,  and  bring  her  to  his  own  house.  This,  how- 
ever, Randal  artfully  opposed. 
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*/  Alas !  I  know,"  said  he,  "  that  Peschiera  has  dis- 
coTered  your  retreat ;  and  surely  she  would  be  far  less 
safe  here  than  where  she  is  now  I " 

"But,  diavolof  you  say  the  man  has  seen  her  where 
she  is  now,  in  spite  of  all  Lady  Lansmere's  promises  and 
Harley's  precautions. " 

"  True.    Of  this,  Peschiera  boasted  to  me.    He  effected 
it  not,  of  course,  openly,  but  in  some  disguise.     I  am 
suflBciently,  however,  in  his  confidence  —  (any  man  may 
be  that  with  so  audacious  a  braggart) — ^to  deter  him  from 
renewing  his  attempt  for  some  days.     Meanwhile, ^I  or 
yourself  will  have  discovered  some  surer  home  than  this, 
to  which  you  can  remove,  and  then  will  be  the  proper 
time  to  take  back  your  daughter.     And  for  the  present, 
if  you  will  send  by  me  a  letter  to  enjoin  her  to  receive  me 
as   her  future  bridegroom,  it  will  necessarily  divert  all 
thought  at  once  from  the  Count ;  I  shall  be  able  to  de- 
tect, by  the  manner  in  which  she  receives  me,  how  far 
the  Count  has  over-stated  the  effect  he  pretends  to  have 
produced.    You  can  give  me  also  a  letter  to  Lady  Lans- 
mere,  to  prevent  your  daughter  coming  hither.     0,  sir, 
do  not  reason  with  me.     Have  indulgence  for  my  lover's 
fears.     Believe  that  I  advise  for  the  best.     Have  I  not 
the  keenest  interest  to  do  so  ?" 

Like  many  a  man  who  is  wise  enough  with  pen  and 
]>aper  before  him,  and  plenty  of  time  wherewith  to  get 
up  his  wisdom,  Riccabocca  was  flurried,  nervous,  and 
confused,  when  that  wisdom  was  called  upon  for  any 
ready  exertion.    From  the  tree  of  knowledge  he  had  taken 
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grafts  enough  to  serve  for  a  forest ;  but  the  whole  forest 
could  not  spare  him  a  handy  walking-stick.  The  great 
folio  of  the  dead  Machiavelli  lay  useless  before  him  —  the 
living  Machiavelli  of  daily  life  stood  all  puissant  by  his 
side.  The  Sage  was  as  supple  to  the  Schemer  as  the 
Clairvoyant  is  to  the  Mesmerist.  And  the  lean,  slight 
fingers  of  Randal  actually  dictated  almost  the  very  words 
that  Riccabocca  wrote  to  his  child  and  her  hostess. 

The  philosopher  would  have  liked  to  consult  his  wife ; 
but  he  was  ashamed  to  confess  that  weakness.  Suddenly 
he  remembered  Harley,  and  said,  as  Randal  took  up  the 
letters  which  Riccabocca  had  indited  — 

"There  —  that  will  give  us  time;  and  I  will  send  to 
Lord  L^Estrange  and  talk  to  him." 

"  My  noble  friend,."  replied  Randal,  mournfully,  "  may 
I  entreat  you  not  to  see  Lord  L'Estrange  until  at  least  I 
have  pleaded  my  cause  to  your  daughter  —  until,  indeed, 
she  is  no  longer  under  his  father's  roof." 

"And  why?" 

"  Because  I  presume  that  you  are  sincere  when  you 
deign  to  receive  me  as  a  son-in-law,  and  because  I  am 
sure  that  Lord  L'Estrange  would  hear  with  distaste  of 
your  disposition  in  my  favor.     Am  I  not  right  ?  " 

Riccabocca  was  silent. 

"And  though  his  arguments  would  fail  with  a  man  of 
your  honor  and  discernment,  they  might  have  more  effect 
on  the  young  mind  of  your  child.  Think,  I  beseech  you, 
the  more  she  is  set  against  me,  the  more  accessible  she 
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may  be  to  the  arts  of  Peschiera.  Speak  not,  therefore,  I 
implore  you,  to  Lord  L'Estrange  till  Violante  has  ac- 
cepted my  hand,  or  at  least  until  she  is  again  under  your 
charge ;  otherwise  take  back  your  letter  —  it  would  be 
of  no  avail." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  right.  Certainly  Lord  L'Estrange 
is  prejudiced  against  you  ;  or  rather,  he  thinks  too  much 
of  what  I  have  been  —  too  little  of  what  I  am." 

"  Who  can  see  you,  and  not  do  so  ?  I  pardon  him." 
After  kissing  the  hand  which  the  exile  modestly  sought 
to  withdraw  from  that  act  of  homage,  Randal  pocketed 
the  letters ;  and,  as  if  struggling  with  emotion,  rushed 
from  the  house. 

Now,  0  curious  reader,  if  thou  wilt  heedfully  observe 
to  what  uses  Randal  Leslie  put  those  letters  —  what 
speedy  and  direct  results  he  drew  forth  from  devices 
which  would  seem  to  an  honest  simple  understanding  the 
most  roundabout  wire-drawn  wastes  of  invention  —  I  al- 
most fear  that  in  thine  admiration  for  his  cleverness,  thou 
mayest  half  forget  thy  contempt  for  his  knavery. 

But  when  the  head  is  very  full,  it  does  not  do  to  have 
the  heart  very  empty ;  there  is  such  a  thing  as  being  top- 
heavy  1 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

Helen  aad  Violante  had  been  conversing  together,  and 
Helen  had  obeyed  her  guardian's  injunction,  and  spoken, 
though  briefly,  of  her  positive  'engagement  to  Harley. 
However  much  Violante  had  been  prepared  for  the  confi- 
dence, however  clearly  she  had  divined  that  engagement, 
however  before  persuaded  that  the  dream  of  her  child- 
hood was  fled  for  ever,  still  the  positive  truth,  coming 
from  Helen's  own  lips,  was  attended  with  that  anguish 
which  proves  how  impossible  it  is  to  prepare  the  human 
heart  for  the  final  verdict  which  slays  its  future.  She  did 
not,  however,  betray  her  emotion  to  Helen's  artless  eyes ; 
sorrow,  deep-seated,  is  seldom  self-betrayed.  But,  after 
a  little  while,  she  crept  away  ;  and,  forgetful  of  Peschiera, 
of  all  things  that  could  threaten  danger  (what  danger 
could  harm  her  more !),  she  glided  from  the  house,  and 
went  her  desolate  way  under  the  leafless  wintry  trees. 
Ever  and  anon  she  paused — ever  and  anon  she  murmured 
the  same  words  :  "  If  she  loved  him,  I  could  be  consoled ; 
but  she  does  not  I  or  how  could  she  have  spoken  to  me 
so  calmly  I  how  could  her  very  looks  have  been  so  sad  I 
Heartless  I  —  heartless  ! " 

Then  there  came  on  her  a  vehement  resentment  against 
poor  Helen,  that  almost  took  the  character  of  scorn  or 
hate— its  excess  startled  herself   "Am  I  grown  so  mean  ?'* 
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she  said;  and  tears  that  humbled  her,  rushed  to  her  eyes. 
**  Can  so  short  a  time  alter  one  thus  ?     Impossible  !  " 

Randal  Leslie  rang  at  the  front  gate,  inquired  for  Yio- 
lante,  and,  catching  sight  of  her  form  as  he  walked  to- 
wards the  house,  advanced  boldly  and  openly.  His  voice 
startled  her  as  she  leant  against  one  of  the  dreary  trees, 
still  muttering  to  herself — forlorn.  *'  I  have  a  letter  to 
you  from  your  father,  signorina,"  said  Randal.  *'But, 
before  I  give  it  to  your  hands,  some  explanation  is  neces- 
sary. Condescend,  then,  to  hear  me."  Violante  shook 
her  head  impatiently,  and  stretched  forth  her  hand  for 
the  letter.  Randal  observed  her  countenance  with  his 
keen,  cold,  searching  eye  ;  but  he  still  withheld  the  letter, 
and  continued,  after  a  pause  — 

"  I  know  that  you  were  born  to  princely  fortunes  ;  and 
the  excuse  for  my  addressing  you  now  is,  that  your  birth- 
right is  lost  to  you,  at  least  unless  you  can  consent  to  a 
union  with  the  man  who  has  despoiled  you  of  your  herit- 
age-*-a  union  which  your  father  would  deem  dishonor  to 
yourself  and  him.  Signorina,  I  might  have  presumed  to 
love  you  ;  but  I  should  not  have  named  that  love,  had 
your  father  not  encouraged  me  by  his  assent  to  my  suit." 

Violante  turned  to  the  speaker,  her  face  eloquent  with 
haughty  surprise.  Randal  met  the  gaze  unmoved.  He 
continued,  without  warmth,  and  in  the  tone  of  one  who 
reasons  calmly,  rather  than  of  one  who  feels  acutely  — 

**  The  man  of  whom  I  spoke  is  in  pursuit  of  you.  I 
have  cause  to  believe  that  this  person  has  already  in- 
truded himself  upon  you.     Ah  !  your  countenance  owns 
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it :  you  have  seen  Peschiera  ?  This  house  is,  then,  less 
safe  than  your  father  deemed  it.  No  house  is  safe  for 
you  but  a  husband's.  I  offer  to  you  my  name — it  is  a 
gentleman's  ;  my  fortune,  which  is  small ;  the  participa- 
tion in  my  hopes  of  the  future,  which  are  large.  I  place 
now  your  father's  letter  in  your  hand,  and  await  your 
answer."  Randal  bowed  slightly,  gave  the  letter  to  Yio- 
lante,  and  retired  a  few  paces. 

It  was  not  his  object  to  conciliate  Yiolante's  affection, 
but  rather  to  excite  her  repugnance,  or  at  least  her  terror 
—  we  must  wait  to  discover  why ;  so  he  stood  apart, 
seemingly  in  a  kind  of  self-confident  indifference,  while 
the  girl  read  the  following  letter :  — 

"  My  child,  receive  with  favor  Mr.  Leslie.  He  has  my 
consent  to  address  you  as  a  suitor.  Circumstances,  of 
which  it  is  needless  now  to  inform  you,  render  it  essential 
to  ray  very  peace  and  happiness  that  your  marriage  should 
be  immediate.  In  a  word,  I  have  given  my  promise  to 
Mr.  Leslie,  and  I  confidently  leave  it  to  the  daughter  of 
my  house  to  redeem  the  pledge  of  her  anxious  and  tender 
father." 

The  letter  dropped  from  Violante's  hand.  Randal  ap- 
proached, and  restored  it  to  her.  Their  eyes  met.  Vio- 
lante  recoiled. 

^'I  cannot  marry  you,"  said  she,  passionately. 

*'  Indeed  1 "  answered  Randal,  drily.  "  Is  it  because? 
you  cannot  love  me  ?  " 

*'Yes." 
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"  I  did  not  expect  that  you  would  as  yet,  and  I  still 
persist  in  my  suit.  I  have  promised  to  your  father  that 
I  would  not  recede  before  your  first  unconsidered  refusal. "  * 

"I  will  go  to  my  father  at  once." 

"  Does  he  request  you  to  do  so  in  his  letter  ?  Look 
again.  Pardon  me,  but  he  foresaw  your  impetuosity; 
and  I  have  another  note  for  Lady  Lansraere,  in  which  he 
begs  her  ladyship  not  to  sanction  your  return  to  him 
(should  you  so  wish)  until  he  come  or  send  for  you  him- 
self. He  will  do  so  whenever  your  word  has  redeemed 
his  own." 

"And  do  you  dare  to  talk  to  me  thus,  and  yet  pretend 
to  love  me  ?  " 

Randal  smiled  ironically. 

''I  pretend  but  to  wed  you.  Love  is  a  subject  on 
which  I  might  have  spoken  formerly,  or  may  speak  here- 
after. I  give  you  some  little  time  to  consider.  When  I 
next  call,  let  me  hope  that  we  may  fix  the  day  for  our 
wedding." 

"  Never ! " 

"You  will  be,  then,  the  first  daughter  of  your  house 
who  disobeyed  a  father ;  and  you  will  have  this  additional 
crime,  that  you  disobeyed  him  in  his  sorrow,  his  exile,  and 
his  fall." 

Yiolante  wrung  her  hands. 

"Is  there  no  choice  —  no  escape?" 

"  I  see  none  for  either.  Listen  to  me.  I  love  you,  it  is 
true ;  but  it  is  not  for  my  happiness  to  marry  one  who 
disUk^  Eil#i  nor  for  my  ambition  to  connect  myself  with 

II.  2n  c-        t 
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one  whose  poverty  is  greater  than  my  own.  I  manry  hut 
to  keep  my  plighted  faith  with  your  father,  and  to  save 
you  from  a  villain  you  would  hate  more  than  myself,  and 
from  whom  no  walls  are  a  barrier,  no  laws  a  defence. 
One  person,  indeed,  might  perhaps  have  preserved  you 
from  the  misery  you  seem  to  anticipate  with  me;  that 
person  might  defeat  Uie  plans  of  your  father's  foe  —  efifeet, 
it  might  be,  terms  which  could  revoke  his  banishment,  and 
restore  his  honors;  that  person  is " 

"  Lord  L'Estrange  ?  " 

"  Lord  L'Estrange  I "  repeated  Randal,  sharply,  and 
watching  her  pale  parted  lips  and  her  changing  color ; 
*'  Lord  L'Estrange  !  What  could  he  do  ?  Why  did  you 
name  him  ?  " 

Violante  turned  aside.  "  He  saved  my  father  once," 
said  she,  feelingly. 

**And  has  interfered,  and  trifled,  and  promised,  Heaven 
knows  what,  ever  since  —  yet  id  what  end  ?  Pooh  I  The 
person  I  speak  of  your  father  would  not  consent  to  see  — 
would  not  believe  if  he  saw  her;  yet  she  is  generous, 
noble  —  could  sympathise  with  you  both.  She  is  the 
sister  of  your  father^s  enemy— the  Marcbesa  di  Negra. 
I  am  convinced  that  she  has  gr^t  influence  with  her 
brother — that  she  has  known  enough  of  his  secrets  to  awe 
him  into  renouncing  all  designs  on  yourself;  but  it  is  idle 
now  to  speak  of  her." 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Violante.  *'  Tell  me  where  she 
lives  —  I  will  see  her." 

"  Pardon  me,  I  cannot  obey  you ;  and,  indeed,  her  ow» 
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pride  is  now  aroused  by  your  father's  unfortunate  preju 
dices  against  her.     It  is  too  late  to  count  upon  her  aid 
You  turn  from  me  —  my  presence  is  unwelcome.     I  rid 
you  of  it  now.     But  welcome  or  unwelcome,  later,  you 
must  endure  it — and  for  life." 

Randal  again  bowed  with  formal  ceremony,  walked 
towards  the  house,  and  asked  for  Lady  Lansmere.  The 
countess  was  at  home.  Randal  delivered  Riccabocca's 
note,  which  was  very  short,  implying  that  he  feared  Pes- 
chiera  had  discovered  his  retreat  —  and  requesting  Lady 
Lansmere  to  retain  Violante,  whatever  her  own  desire,  till 
her  ladyship  heard  from  him  again. 

The  Countess  read,  and  her  lip  curled  in  disdain. 
"  Strange  1 "  said  she,  half  to  herself. 

"  Strange  !  "  said  Randal,  "  that  a  man  like  your  corre- 
spondent should  fear  one  like  the  Count  di  Peschiera. 
Is  that  it  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  the  Countess,  a  little  surprised — "strange 
that  any  man  should  fear  another  in  a  country  like  ours  !  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Randal,  with  his  low  soft  laugh  ; 
"  I  fear  many  men,  and  I  know  many  who  ought  to  fear 
me  ;  yet  at  every  turn  of  the  street  one  meets  a  policeman  I  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Lady  Lansmere.  "  But  to  suppose  that 
this  profligate  foreigner  could  carry  away  a  girl  like 
Yiolante  against  her  will  —  a  man  she  has  never  seen,  and 
whom  she  must  have  been  taught  to  hate  ! " 

"  Be  on  your  guard,  nevertheless,  I  pray  you,  madam  ; 
'where  there's  a  will,  there's  a  way.'" 

Randal  took  his  leave,  and  returned  to  Madame  di 
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Negra's.  He  stayed  with  her  an  hour,  revisited  the  Count, 
and  then  strolled  to  Limner's. 

"  Randal,"  said  the  Squire,  who  looked  pale  and  worn, 
but  who  scorned  to  confess  the  weakness  with  which  he 
still  grieved  and  yearned  for  his  rebellious  son — *'  Randal, 
you  have  nothing  now  to  do  in  London ;  can  you  come 
and  stay  with  me,  and  take  to  farming  ?  I  remember 
that  you  showed  a  great  deal  of  sound  knowledge  about 
thin  sowing." 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  will  come  to  you  as  soon  as  the  general 
election  is  over." 

'*  What  the  deuce  have  you  got  to  do  with  the  general 
election  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Egerton  has  some  wish  that  I  should  enter  Par- 
liament ;  indeed,  negotiations  for  that  purpose  are  now 
on  foot." 

The  Squire  shook  his  head.  "I  don't  like  my  half- 
brother's  politics." 

"  I  shall  be  quite  independent  of  them,"  cried  Randal, 
loftily  ;  "  that  independence  is  the  condition  for  which  I 
stipulate." 

"  Glad  to  hear  it ;  and  if  you  do  come  into  Parliament, 
I  hope  you'll  not  turn  your  back  on  the  land  ?  " 

"  Turn  my  back  on  the  land ! "  cried  Randal,  with 
devout  horror.     "  Oh,  sir  !  I  am  not  so  unnatural  I  " 

*'  That's  the  right  way  to  put  it,"  quoth  the  credulous 
Squire  ;  ''  it  is  unnatural  I  It  is  turning  one's  back  on 
one's  own  mother.     The  land  is  a  mother " 

''To  those  who  live  by  her,  certainly  —  "a  mother," 
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fiaid  Randal,  gravely.  "And  though,  indeed,  my  father 
Btarves  by  her  rather  than  lives,  and  Rood  Hall  is  not  like 
Hazeldean,  still  —  I " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,"  interrupted  the  Squire  ;  "  I  want 
to  talk  to  you.    Your  grandmother  was  a  Hazeldean." 

"  Her  picture  is  in  the  drawing-room  at  Rood.  People 
think  me  very  like  her." 

" Indeed  1"  said  the  Squire.  ''The  Hazeldeans  are 
generally  inclined  to  be  stout  and  rosy,  which  you  are 
certainly  not.  But  no  fault  of  yours.  We  are  all  as 
Heaven  made  us  !  However,  to  the  point.  I  am  going  to 
alter  my  will  —  [said  with  a  choking  gulp].  This  is  the 
rough  draft  for  the  lawyers  to  work  upon." 

"Pray  —  pray,  sir,  do  not  speak  to  me  on  such  a 
subject.  I  cannot  bear  to  contemplate  even  the  possibility 
of— of " 

"  My  death  ?  Ha  I  ha  I  Nonsense.  My  own  son  calcu- 
lated on  the  date  of  it  by  the  insurance  tables.  Ha,  ha, 
ba  1    A  very  fashionable  son  —  eh  I    Ha,  ha  !  " 

"  Poor  Frank  I  do  not  let  him  suffer  for  a  momentary 
forgetfulness  of  right  feeling.  When  he  comes  to  be 
,  married  to  that  foreign  lady,  and  be  a  father  himself, 
he " 

"  Father  himself ! "  burst  forth  the  Squire.  "  Father 
to  a  swarm  of  sallow-faced  Popish  tadpoles  1  No  foreign 
frogs  shall  hop  about  my  grave  in  Hazeldean  churchyard. 
NTo,  no.  But  you  need  not  look  so  reproachful  —  I'm  not 
going  to  disinherit  Frank." 

**  Of  course  not,"  said  Randal,  with  a  bitter  curve  in 
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cne  lip  that  rebelled  against  the  joyous  smOe  which  he 
sought  to  impose  on  it. 

''  No  —  I  shall  leave  him  the  life-intjerest  in  the  greater 
part  of  the  property ;  but  if  he  marry  a  foreigner,  her 
children  will  not  succeed  —  you  will  stand  after  him  in 
that  case.  But —  (now  don't  interrupt  me)  —  but  Frank 
looks  as  if  he  would  live  longer  than  you  —  so  small 
thanks  to  me  for  my  good  intentions,  you  may  say.  f 
mean  to  do  more  for  you  than  a  mere  barren  place  in  the 
entail.     What  do  you  say  to  marrying?" 

"Just  as  you  please,"  said  Randal,  meekly. 

"  Good.  There's  Miss  Sticktorights  disengaged  — 
great  heiress.  Her  lands  run  on  to  Rood.  At  one  time 
I  thought  of  her  for  that  graceless  puppy  of  mine.  But 
1  can  manage  more  easily  to  make  up  the  match  for  you. 
There's  a  mortgage  on  the  property ;  old  Sticktorights 
would  be  very  glad  to  pay  it  off.  I'll  pay  it  out  of  the 
Hazeldean  estate,  and  give  up  the  right  of  way  into  the 
bargain.  You  understand  ?  So  come  down  as  soon  as 
you  can,  and  court  the  young  lady  yourself." 

Randal  expressed  his  thanks  with  much  grateful  elo- 
quence ;  and  he  then  delicately  insinuated,  that  if  the 
Squire  ever  did  mean  to  bestow  upon  him  any  pecuniary 
favors  (always  without  injury  to  Frank),  it  would  gratify 
him  more  to  win  back  some  portions  of  the  old  estate  of 
Rood,  than  to  have  all  the  acres  of  the  Sticktorights, 
however  free  from  any  other  incumbrance  than  the  amiable 
heiress. 

The  Squire  listened  to  Randal  with  benignant  atten- 
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tion.  This  wish  the  coantry  gentleman  could  well  under- 
stand and  sympathise  with.  He  promised  to  inquire  into 
the  matter,  and  to  see  what  could  be  done  with  old  Thorn- 
hill. 

Randal  here  let  out  that  Mr.  Thornhill  was  about  to 
dispose  of  a  large  slice  of  the  ancient  Leslie  estate  through 
Levy,  and  that  he,  Randal,  could  thus  get  it  at  a  more 
moderate  price  than  would  be  natural  if  Mr.  Thornhill 
knew  that  his  neighbor  the  Squire  would  bid  for  the  pur- 
chase. 

"  Better  say  nothing  about  it  either  to  Levy  or  Thorn- 
hill.»» 

"Right,"  said  the  Squire.  "No  proprietor  likes  to 
sell  to  another  proprietor,  in  the  same  shire,  as  largely 
acred  as  himself:  it  spoils  the  balance  of  power.  See  to 
the  business  yourself ;  and  if  I  can  help  you  with  the  pur- 
chase (after  that  boy  is  married — I  can  attend  to  nothing 
before),  why,  I  will." 

Randal  now  went  to  Egerton's.  The  statesman  was  in 
his  librarr,  settling  the  accounts  of  his  house-steward,  and 
giving  brief  orders  for  the  reduction  of  his  establishment 
to  that  of  an  ordinary  private  gentleman. 

"  I  may  go  abroad  if  I  lose  my  election,"  said  Eg«rton, 
condescending  to  assign  to  his  servant  a  reason  for  his 
economy  ;  "  and  if  I  do  not  lose  it,  still,  now  I  am  out  of 
office,  I  shall  live  much  in  private." 

"  Do  I  disturb  you,  sir  f  "  said  Randal,  entering. 

''No  —  I  have  just  done." 

The  house-steward  withdrew,  much  surprised  and  dis- 

IV.  — 10  ^        , 

Digitized  byLjOOQlC 


110  MY  novel;   or, 

gusted,  and  meditating  the  resignation  of  his  own  office 
—  in  ordeFj  not  like  Egerton,  to  save,  but  to  spend. 
The  house-steward  had  private  dealings  with  Baron  Levy, 
and  was  in  fact  the  veritable  X.Y.  of  the  TimeSy  for 
whom  Dick  Avenel  had  been  mistaken.  He  invested  his 
wages  and  perquisites  in  the  discount  of  bills ;  and  it  was 
part  of  his  own  money  that  had  (though  unknown  to  him- 
self) swelled  the  last  five  thousand  pounds  which  Eger- 
ton had  borrowed  from  Levy. 

"  I  have  settled  with  our  committee ;  and,  with  Lord 
Lansmere's  consent,"  said  Egerton,  briefly,  "you  will 
stand  for  the  borough,  as  we  proposed,  in  conjunction 
with  myself.  And  should  any  accident  happen  to  me  — 
that  is,  should  I  vacate  this  seat  from  any  cause,  you  may 
succeed  to  it  —  very  shortly  perhaps.  Ingratiate  your- 
self with  the  electors,  and  speak  at  the  public-houses  for 
both  of  us.  I  shall  stand  on  my  dignity,  and  leave  the 
work  of  the  election  to  you.  No  thanks  —  you  know  how 
I  hate  thanks.     Good  night." 

"  I  never  stood  so  near  to  fortune  and  to  power,"  said 
Randal,  as  he  slowly  undressed.  ''And  I  owe  it  but  to 
knowledge  —  knowledge  of  men  —  life  —  of  all  that  books 
can  teach  us." 

*'  So  his  slight  thin  fingers  dropped  the  extinguisher  on 
the  candle,  a^d  the  prosperous  schemer  laid  himself  down 
to  rest  in  the  dark.  Shutters  closed,  curtains  down  — 
never  was  rest  more  quiet,  never  was  room  more  dark  I 

That  evening,  Harley  had  dined  at  his  father's.  He 
spoke  much  to  Helen  —  scarcely  at  all  to  Violante.     Bui 
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it  80  happened  that  when  later,  and  a  little  while  before 
he  took  his  leave,  Helen,  at  his  request,  was  playing  a 
favorite  air  of  his ;  Lady  Lansmere,  who  had  been  seated 
between  him  and  Yiolante,  left  the  room,  and  Violante 
turned  quickly  towards  Harley. 

"  Do  you  know  the  Marchesa  di  Negra  ?  "  she  asked,  in 
a  hurried  voice. 

"A  little.     Why  do  you  ask?" 

"  That  is  my  secret,"  answered  Violante,  trying  to 
smile  with  her  old  frank,  child-like  archness.  ''But,  tell 
me,  do  you  think  better  of  her  than  of  her  brother  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  I  believe  her  heart  to  be  good,  and  that 
she  is  not  without  generous  qualities." 

"  Can  you  not  induce  my  father  to  see  her  ?  Would 
you  not  counsel  him  to  do  so?" 

"  Any  wish  of  yours  is  a  law  to  me,"  answered  Harley, 
gallantly.  "  You  wish  your  father  to  see  her  ?  I  will 
try  and  persuade  him  to  do  so.  Now.  in  return,  confide 
to  me  your  secret.     What  is  your  object  ?  " 

"  Leave  to  return  to  my  Italy.  I  care  not  for  honors 
' —  for  rank ;  and  even  my  father  has  ceased  to  regret 
their  loss.  But  the  land,  the  native  land  —  Oh,  to  see  it 
once  more  !     Oh,  to  die  there  ! " 

"  Die  I  You  children  have  so  lately  left  heaven,  that 
ye  talk  as  if  ye  could  return  there,  without  passing  through 
the  gates  of  sorrow,  infirmity,  and  age  !  But  I  thought 
rou  were  content  with  England.  Why  so  eager  to  leave 
it?  Yiolante,  you  are  unkind  to  us  —  to  Helen,  who 
already  loves  you  so  well." 
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As  Harley  spoke,  Helen  rose  from  the  piano,  and  ap- 
proaching Violante,  placed  her  hand  caressingly  on  the 
Italian's  shoulder.  Violante  shivered,  and  shrunk  away. 
The  eyes  both  of  Harley  and  Helen  followed  her.  Bar- 
ley's eyes  were  very  grave  and  thoughtful. 

"  Is  she  not  changed  —  your  friend  ?  "  said  he,  looking 
down. 

"  Yes,  lately  —  much  changed.  I  fear  there  is  some- 
thing on  her  mind  —  I  know  not  what." 

"  Ah  I "  muttered  Harley,  "  it  may  be  so  ;  but  at  your 
age  and  hers,  nothing  rests  on  the  mind  long.  Observe, 
I  say  the  mind  —  the  heart  is  more  tenacious." 

Helen  sighed  softly,  but  deeply. 

"And  therefore,"  continued  Harley,  half  to  himself, 
"  we  can  detect  when  something  is  on  the  mind  —  some 
care,  some  fear,  some  trouble.  But  when  the  heart  closes 
over  its  own  more  passionate  sorrow,  who  can  discover  1 
who  conjecture  !  Yet  you  at  least,  my  pure,  candid  Helen 
—  you  might  subject  mind  and  heart  alike  to  the  fabled 
window  of  glass." 

"  Oh,  no !  "  cried  Helen,  involuntarily. 

"  Oh,  yes  I  Do  not  let  me  think  that  you  have  one 
secret  I  may  not  know,  or  one  sorrow  I  may  not  share. 
For,  in  our  relationship,  that  would  be  deceit." 

He  pressed  her  hand  with  more  than  usual  tenderness 
as  he  spoke,  and  shortly  afterwards  left  the  house. 

And  all  that  night  Helen  felt  like  a  guilty  thing  —  more 
wretched  even  than  Violante. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Early  the  next  morning,  while  Yiolante  was  still  in 
her  room,  a  letter  addressed  to  her  came  by  the  post.  The 
direction  was  in  a  strange  hand.  She  opened  it,  and  read, 
in  Italian,  what  is  thus  translated :  — 

"  I  would  gladly  see  yoo,  but  I  cannot  call  openly  at 

the  house  in  which  you  live.     Perhaps  I  may  have  it  in 

my  power  to  arrange  family  dissensions  —  to  repair  any 

wrongs  your  father  may  hare  sustained.     Perhaps  I  may 

be  enabled  to  render  yourself  an  essential  service.     But 

for  all  this,  it  is  necessary  that  we  should  meet  and  confer 

frankly.     Meanwhile  time  presses  —  delay  is  forbidden. 

Will  you  meet  me,  an  hour  after  noon,  in»the  lane,  just 

outside  the  private  gate  of  your  gardens?     I  shall  be 

alone,  and  you  cannot  fear  to  meet  one  of  your  own  sex 

and  a  kinswoman.    Ah,  I  so  desire  to  see  you  I    Come,  I 

beseech  you. 

'*  Beatrice." 

Violante  read,  and  her  decision  was  taken.  She  was 
naturally  fearless,  and  there  was  little  that  she  would  not 
have  braved  for  the  chance  of  serving  her  father.  And 
now  all  peril  seemed  slight  in  comparison  with  that  which 
awaited  her  in  RandaPs  suit,  backed  by  her  father's  ap- 
proval. Randal  had  said  that  Madame  di  Negra  alone 
10*  H  n        \ 
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could  aid  her  in  escape  from  himself.  Harley  had  said 
that  Madame  di  Negra  had  generous  qualities ;  and  who 
but  Madame  di  Negra  would  write  herself  a  kinswoman, 
and  sign  herself  Beatrice? 

A  little  befor**  the  appointed  hour,  she  stole  unobserved 
through  the  trees,  opened  the  little  gate,  and  found  her- 
self in  the  quiet  solitary  lane.  In  a  few  minutes,  a  female 
figure  came  up,  with  a  quick,  light  step ;  and,  throwing 
aside  her  veil,  said,  with  a  sort  of  wild,  suppressed  energy, 
"  It  is  you  1  I  was  truly  told.  Beautiful !  —  beautiful  f 
And,  oh !  what  youth  and  what  bloom ! " 

The  voice  dropped  mournfully  ;  and  Violante,  surprised 
by  the  tone,  and  blushing  under  the  praise,  remained  a 
moment  silent;  then  she  said,  with  some  hesitation  — 

**  You  are,  I  presume,  the  Marchesa  di  Negra  ?  And 
I  have  heard  of  you  enough  to  induce  me  to  trust  you. '' 

"  Of  me  I  From  whom  ?  "  asked  Beatrice,  almost  fiercely. 

"From  Mr. •Leslie,  and  —  and " 

''  Go  on  —  why  falter  ?  " 

"From  Lord  L'Estrange." 

"  From  no  one  else  ?  " 

''Not  that  I  remember." 

Beatrice  sighed  heavily,  and  let  fall  her  veil.  Some 
foot-passengers  now  came  up  the  lane ;  and  seeing  two 
ladies  of  mien  so  remarkable,  turned  round,  and  gazed 
curiously. 

''  We  cannot  talk  here,"  said  Beatrice,  impatiently ; 
*'  and  I  have  so  much  to  say  —  so  much  to  know.  Trust 
me  yet  more  ;  it  is  for  yourself  I  speak.     My  carriage 
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waits  yonder.     Come  home  with  me — I  will  not  detain 
you  an  hour;  and  I  will  bring  you  back." 

This  proposition  startled  Violante.     She  retreated  to 
wards  the  gate  with  a  gesture  of  dissent.     Beatrice  laid 
her  hand  on  the  girPs  arm,  and  again  lifting  her  veil, 
gazed  at  her  with  a  look,  half  of  scorn,  half  of  admiration. 

"  I,  too,  would  once  have  recoiled  from  one  step  beyond 
the  formal  line  by  which  the  world  divides  liberty  from 
woman.  Now  see  how  bold  I  am.  Child,  child,  do  not 
trifle  with  your  destiny.  You  may  never  again  have  the 
same  occasion  offered  to  you.  It  is  not  only  to  meet  you 
that  I  am  here  ;  I  must  know  something  of  you  —  some- 
thing of  your  heart.  Why  shrink  ? — is  not  the  heart  pure  ?  " 

Violante  made  no  answer ;  but  her  smile,  so  sweet  and 
so  lofty,  humbled  the  questioner  it  rebuked. 

"I  may  restore  to  Italy  your  father,"  said  Beatrice, 
with  an  altered  voice.     "  Come  I " 

Yiolante  approached,  but  still  hesitatingly. 

"  Not  by  union  with  your  brother  ?  " 

"You  dread  that  so  much  then?" 

"  Dread  it  ?  No  I  Why  should  I  dread  what  is  in  my 
power  to  reject.  But  if  you  can  really  restore  my  father, 
and  by  nobler  means,  you  may  save  me  for " 

Yiolante  stopped  abruptly  ;  the  Marchesa's  eyes  spark- 
led. 

"  Save  you  for  —ah  I  I  can  guess  what  you  leave  un- 
said. But  come,  come  —  more  strangers  —  see  ;  you  shall 
tell  me  all  at  my  own  house.  And  if  you  can  make  one 
sacrifice,  why,  I  will  save  you  all  else.  Come,  or  farewell 
for  ever  I" 
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Violante  placed  her  hand  in  Beatrice's,  with  a  frann 
confidence  that  brought  the  accusing  blood  into  the  Mar- 
ehesa's  cheek. 

"We  are  women  both,"  said  Violante,  "we  descend 
from  the  same  noble  house ;  we  have  knelt  alike  to  the 
same  Virgin  Mother ;  why  should  I  not  believe  and  trust 
you  ?  " 

"Why  not?''  muttered  Beatrice,  feebly;  and  she 
moved  on,  with  Her  head  bowed  on  her  breast,  and  all  the 
pride  of  her  step  was  gone. 

They  reached  a  carriage  that  stood  by  the  angle  of  the 
road.  Beatrice  spoke  a  word  apart  to  the  driver,  who 
was  an  Italian,  in  the  pay  of  the  Count ;  the  man  nodded, 
and  opened  the  carriage  door.  The  ladies  entered. 
Beatrice  pulled  down  the  blinds ;  the  man  remounted  his 
box,  and  drove  on  rapidly. 

Beatrice,  leaning  back,  groaned  aloud.  Violante  drew 
nearer  to  her  side.  "Are  you  in  pain  ? "  said  she,  with 
her  tender,  melodious  voice  ;  "  or  can  I  serve  you  as  you 
would  serve  me?" 

"  Child,  give  me  your  hand,  and  be  silent  while  I  look 
at  you.  Was  I  ever  so  fair  as  this?  Never  I  And 
what  deeps — ^^what  deeps  roll  between  her  and  me  !" 

She  said  this  as  of  some  one  absent,  and  again  sank 
into  silence ;  but  continued  still  to  gaze  on  Violante, 
whose  eyes,  veiled  by  their  long  fringes ,  drooped  beneath 
the  gaze. 

Suddenly  Beatrice  started,  exclaiming,  "No,  it  shall 
not  be  1 "  and  placed  her  hand  on  the  check-string. 
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"  What  shall  not  be  ? "  asked  Violante,  surprised  b} 
the  cry  and  the  action.  Beatrice  paused  —  her  breast 
heaved  visibly  under  her  dress. 

"  Stay,"  she  said  slowly.  "As  you  say,  we  are  both 
women  of  the  same  noble  house ;  you  would  reject  the 
suit  of  my  brother,  yet  you  have  seen  him  ;  his  the  form 
to  please  the  eye  —  his  the  arts  that  allure  the  fancy. 
He  offers  to  you  rank,  wealth,  your  father's  pardon  and 
recall.  If  I  could  remove  the  objeodons  which  your 
father  entertains  —  prove  that  the  Count  has  less  wronged 
him  than  he  deems,  would  you  still  reject  the  rank,  and 
the  wealth,  and  the  hand  of  Giulio  Franzini?" 

•"  Oh  yes,  yes,  were  his  hand  a  king's  ! " 

*'  Still,  then,  as  woman  to  woman  — both,  as  you  say, 
akin,  aiid  sprung  from  the  same  lineage  —  still,  then, 
answer  me  —  answer  me,  for  you  speak  to  one  who  has 
loved  —  Is  it  not  that  you  love  another?  —  Speak." 

"  I  do  not  know.  Nay,  not  love  —  it  was  a  romance ; 
it  is  a  thing  impossible.  Do  not  question  —  I  cannot 
answer. "  And  the  broken  words  were  choked  by  sudden 
tears. 

Beatrice's  face  grew  hard  and  pitiless.  Again  she 
lowered  her  veil,  and  withdrew  her  hand  from  the  check- 
string  ;  but  the  coachman  had  felt  the  touch,  and  halted. 
"Drive  on,"  said  Beatrice,  "as  you  were  directed." 

Both  were  now  long  silent — Yiolante  with  great  diffi- 
culty recovering  from  her  emotion,  Beatrice  breathing 
bard,  and  her  arms  folded  firmly  across  her  breast. 

Mwaiwbile  the  carriage  had  entered  London — it  passed 
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the  quarter  in  which  Madame  di  Negra's  house  was 
situated — it  rolled  fast  over  a  bridge— it  whirled  through 
a  broad  thoroughfare,  then  through  defiles  of  lanes,  with 
tall  blank  dreary  houses  on  either  side.  On  it  went,  and 
on,  till  Yiolnnte  suddenly  took  alarm.  "  Do  you  live  so 
far  ?  "  she  said,  drawing  up  the  blind,  and  gazing  in  dis- 
may on  the  strange  ignoble  suburb.  "  I  shall  be  missed 
already.     Oh,  let  us  turn  back,  I  beseech  you  I " 

*'  We  are  nearljr  there  now.  The  driver  has  taken  this 
road  in  order  to  avoid  those  streets  in  which  we  might 
have  been  seen  together  —  perhaps  by  my  brother  him- 
self. Listen  to  me,  and  talk  of —  of  the  lover  whom  you 
rightly  associate  with  a  vain  romance.  ^  Impossible,*^ — 
yes,  it  is  impossible ! " 

Violante  clasped  her  hands  before  her  eyes,  and  bowed 
down  her  head.  "Why  are  you  so  cruel  ?^'  said  she. 
"  This  is  not  what  you  promised.  How  are  you  to  serve 
my  father  —  how  restore  him  to  his  country  ?  This  is 
what  you  promised  ! " 

"If  you  consent  to  one  sacrifice,  I  will  fulfil  that 
promise.     We  are  arrived." 

The  carriage  stopped  before  a  tall  dull  house,  divided 
from  other  houses  by  a  high  wall  that  appeared  to  enclose 
a  yard,  and  standing  at  the  end  of  a  narrow  lane,  which 
was  bounded  on  the  one  side  by  the  Thames.  In  that 
quarter  the  river  was  crowded  with  gloomy,  dark-looking 
vessels  and  craft,  all  lying  lifeless  under  the  wintry  sky. 

The  driver  dismounted  and  rang  the  bell.  Two  swarthy 
Italian  faces  presented  themselves  at  the  threshold. 
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Beatrice  descended  lightly,  and  gave  her  hand  to  Vio- 
lante.  "Now,  here  we  shall  be  secure,"  said  she  ;  "and 
here  a  few  minutes  may  suffice  to  decide  your  fate." 

As  the  door  closed  on  Violante  —  who,  now  waking  to 
suspicion,  to  alrrm,  looked  fearfully  round  the  dark  and 
dismal  hall  —  Beatrice  turned  :  "  Let  the  carriage  wait." 

The  Italian  who  received  the  order  bowed  and  smiled  ; 
but  when  the  two  ladies  had  ascended  the  stairs,  he  re- 
opened the  street-door  and  said  to  the  driver,  "  Back  to 
the  Count,  and  say  '  all  is  safe.  * " 

The  carriage  drove  off.  The  man  who  had  given  this 
order  barred  and  locked  the  door,  and,  taking  with  him 
the"  huge  key,  plunged  into  the  mystic  recesses  of  the 
basement  and  disappeared.  The  hall,  thus  left  solitary, 
had  the  grim  aspect  of  a  prison ;  the  strong  door  sheeted 
with  iron  —  the  rugged  stone  stairs,  lighted  by  a  high 
window  grimed  with  the  dust  of  years,  and  jealously 
barred  —  and  the  walls  themselves  abutting  out  rudely 
here  and  there,  as  if  against  violence  even  from  within. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

It  was,  as  we  have  seen,  without  taking  counsel  of  the 
faithful  Jemima,  that  the  sage  recluse  of  Norwood  had 
yielded  to  his  own  fears,  and  Randal's  subtle  suggestions, 
in  the  concise  and  arbitrary  letter  which  he  had  written 
to  Violante;  but  at  night,  when  church-yards  give  up  the 
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dead,  and  conjugal  hearts  the  secrets  hid  by  day  from 
each  other,  the  wise  man  informed  his  wife  of  the  step  he 
had  taken.  And  Jemima  then,  who  held  English  notions, 
very  different  from  those  which  prevail  in  Italy,  as  to  the 
right  of  fathers  to  dispose  of  their  daughters  without 
reference  to  inclination  or  repugnance  —  so  sensibly  yet 
so  mildly  represented  to  the  pupil  of  Machiavelli  that  he 
had  not  gone  exactly  the  right  way  to  work,  if  he  feared 
that  the  handsome  Count  had  made  some  impression  on 
Yiolante,  and  if  he  wished  her  to  turn  with  favor  to  the 
suitor  he  recommended  —  that  so  abrupt  a  command 
could  only  chill  the  heart,  revolt  the  will,  and  even  give 
to  the  audacious  Peschiera  some  romantic  attraction 
which  he  had  not  before  possessed  —  as  effectually  to  de- 
stroy Riccab oceans  sleep  that  night.  And  the  next  day 
he  sent  Giacorao  to  Lady  Lansmere's  with  a  very  kind 
letter  to  Violante  and  a  note  to  the  hostess,  praying  the 
latter  to  bring  his  daughter  to  Norwood  for  a  few  hours, 
as  he  much  wished  to  converse  with  both.  It  was  on 
Giacomo's  arrival  at  Knightsbridge  that  Violante's  ab- 
sence was  discovered.  Lady  Lansmere,  ever  proudly 
careful  of  the  world  and  its  gossip,  kept  Giacomo  from  * 
betraying  his  excitement  to  her  servants,  and  stated 
throughout  the  decorous  household  that  the  young  lady 
had  informed  her  she  was  going  to  visit  some  friends  that 
morning,  and  had  no  doubt  gone  through  the  garden 
gate,  since  it  was  found  open  ;  the  way  was  more  quiet 
there  than  by  the  high-road,  and  her  friends  might  have 
therefore  walked  to  meet  her  by  the  lane,     h^iy  Lans- 
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mei-e  observed  tbat  her  only  surprise  was  that  Yiolante 
had  gone  earlier  than  she  had  expected.  Having  said 
this  with  a  composure  that  compelled  belief,  Lady  Lans- 
raere  ordered  the  carriage,  and,  taking  Giacomo  with  her, 
drove  at  once  to  consult  her  son. 

Harley's  quick  intellect  had  scarcely  recovered  fi'om 
the  shock  upon  his  emotions,  before  Randal  Leslie  was 
announced. 

"Ah,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  "Mr.  Leslie  may  know 
something.  He  came  to  her  yesterday  with  a  note  from 
her  fe-ther. '   Pray  let  him  enter." 

The  Austrian  Prince  approached  Harley.  "I  will 
wait  in  the  next  room,"  he  whispered.  "  You  may  want 
me,  if  you  have  cause  to  suspect  Peschiera  in  all  this." 

Lady  Lansmere  was  pleased  with  the  Prince's  delicacy, 
and,  glancing  at  Leonard,  said,  "  Perhaps  you  too,  sir, 
may  kindly  aid  us,  if  you  would  retire  with  the  Prince. 
Mr.  Leslie  may  be  disinclined  to  speak  of  affairs  like  these, 
except  to  Harley  and  myself." 

">True,  madam  ;  but  beware  of  Mr.  Leslie." 

As  the  door  at  one  end  of  the  room  closed  on  the 
Prince  and  Leonard,  Randal  entered  at  the  other,  seem- 
ingly much  agitated. 

"  I  have  just  been  to  your  house,  Lady  Laasmere.  I 
heard  you  were  here  ;  pardon  me  if  I  have  followed  you. 
I  had  called  at  Knightsbridge  to  see  Violante  —  learned 
that  she  had  left  you.  1  implore  you  to  tell  me  how  or 
wherefore.  I  have  the  right  to  ask  :  her  father  has 
promised  me  her  hand." 

lY.  — n  ^        , 
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Harley's  falcon  eye  had  brightened  up  at  RandaPs 
entrance.  It  watched  steadily  the  young  man's  face.  It 
was  clouded  for  a  moment  by  his  knitted  brows  at  Ran- 
dal's closing  words.  But  he  left  it  to  Lady  Lansmere  to 
reply  and  explain.     This  the  Countess  did  briefly. 

Randal  clasped  his  hands.  "And  she  not  gone  to  her 
father's  ?     Are  you  sure  of  that  ?  " 

*'  Her  father's  servant  has  just  come  from  Norwood." 

"  Oh,  I  am  to  blame  for  this  I  It  is  my  rash  suit  — 
her  fear  of  it  —  her  aversion.  I  see  it  all  I  "  Randal's 
voice  was  hollow  with  remorse  and  despair.  "  To  save 
her  from  Peschiera,  her  father  insisted  on  her  immediate 
marriage  with  myself.  His  orders  were  too  abrupt,  my 
own  wooing  too  unwelcome.  I  know  her  high  spirit ; 
she  has  fled  to  escape  from  me.  But  whither,  if  not  to 
Norwood  ?  —  oh,  whither  ?  What  other  friends  has  she 
—  what  relations  ?  " 

"  You  throw  a  new  light  on  this  mystery,"  said  Lady 
Lansmere  ;  **  perhaps  she  may  have  gone  to  her  father's 
after  all,  and  the  servant  may  have  crossed,  but  missed 
her  on  the  way.     I  will  drive  to  Norwood  at  once." 

"  Do  so  —  do  ;  but  if  she  be  not  there,  be  careful  not 
te  alarm  Riccabocca  with  the  news  of  her  disappearance. 
Cimtion  Giacomo  not  to  do  so.  He  would  only  suspect 
Peschiera,  and  be  hurried  to  some  act  of  violence." 

"Do  not  you,  then,  suspect  Peschiera,  Mr.  Leslie?" 
asked  Harley,  suddenly. 

"  Ha  !  is  it  possible  ?  Yet,  no.  I  called  on  him  this 
morning  with  Frank    Hazeldean,  who   is   to   marry  his 
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Bister.  I  was  with  him  ill  I  went  on  to  Knightsbridge, 
at  the  very  time  of  Yiolante^s  disappearance.  He  could 
not  then  have  been  a  party  to  it." 

"  You  saw  Yiolante  yesterday.  Did  you  speak  to  her 
of  Madame  di  Negra  ?  "  asked  Harley,  suddenly,  recalling 
the  questions  respecting  the  Marchesa  which  Yiolante 
had  addressed  to  him. 

In  spite  of  himself,  Randal  felt  that  he  changed  coun- 
tenance. "  Of  Madame  di  Negra  ?  I  do  not  think  so. 
Yet  I  might.  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  now.  She  asked  me 
the  Marchesa's  address ;  I  would  not  give  it." 

"  The  address  is  easily  found.  Can  she  have  gone  to 
the  March esa's  house  ?  " 

"  I  will  run  there,  and  see,"  cried  Randal,  starting  up. 

"  And  I  with  you.  Stay,  my  dear  mother.  Proceed, 
as  you  propose,  to  Norwood,  and  take  Mr.  Leslie's  ad- 
vice. Spare  our  friend  the  news  of  his  daughter's  loss  — 
if  lost  she  be  —  till  she  is  restored  to  him.  He  can  be  of 
no  use  meanwhile.  Let  Giacomo  rest  here  ;  I  may  want 
him." 

Harley  then  passed  into  the  next  room,  and  entreated 
the  Prince  and  Leonard  to  await  his  return,  and  allow 
Giacomo  to  stay  in  the  same  room. 

He  tlien  went  quickly  back  to  Randal.  Whatever  might 
be  his  fears  or  emotions,  Harley  felt  that  he  had  need  of 
all  his  coolness  of  judgment  and  presence  of  mind.  The 
occasion  made  abrupt  demand  upon  powers  which  had 
slept  since  boyhood,  but  which  now  woke  with  a  vigor 
that  would  have  made  even  Randal  tremble,  could  he 
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have  detected  the  wit,  the  courage,  the  electric  energies, 
masked  under  that  tranquil  self-possession.  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  and  Randal  soon  reached  the  Marchesa's  house, 
and  learned  that  she  had  been  out  since  morning  in  one 
of  Count  Peschiera's  carriages.  Randal  stole  an  alarmed 
glance  at  Harley's  face.    Harley  did  not  seem  to  notice  it 

"  Now,  Mr.  Leslie,  what  do  you  advise  next  ?  " 

"  I  am  at  a  loss.  Ah,  perhaps,  afraid  of  her  father  — 
knowing  how  despotic  is  his  belief  in  paternal  rights,  and 
how  tenacious  he  is  of  his  word  once  passed,  as  it  has 
been  to  me,  she  may  have  resolved  to  take  refuge  in  the 
country  —  perhaps  at  the  Casino,  or  at  Mrs.  Dale's,  or 
Mrs.  Hazeldean's.  I  will  hasten  to  inquire  at  the  coach- 
office.     Meanwhile,  you " 

"  Never  mind  me,  Mr.  Leslie.  Do  what  you  think  best 
But,  if  your  surmises  be  just,  you  must  have  been  a  very 
rude  wooer  to  the  high-born  lady  you  aspired  to  win." 

"  Not  so  ;  but  perhaps  an  unwelcome  one.  If  she  has 
indeed  fled  from  me,  need  I  say  that  my  suit  will  be  with- 
drawn at  once  ?  I  am  not  a  selfish  lover.  Lord  L^Estrange." 

'*  Nor  I  a  vindictive  man.  Yet,  could  I  discover  who 
has  conspired  against  this  lady,  a  guest  under  my  father's 
roof,  I  would  crush  him  into  the  mire  as  easily  as  I  set  my 
foot  upon  this  glove.     Good  day  to  you,  Mr.  Leslie." 

Randal  stood  still  for  a  few  moments  as  Harley  strided 
on  ;  then  his  lip  sneered  as  it  muttered —  "  Insolent !  But 
does  he  love  her  ?     If  so,  I  am  avenged  already." 
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CHAPTER  YII. 

Harley  went  straiprht  to  Peschiera's  hotel.  He  waf 
told  that  the  Count  had  walked  out  with  Mr.  Frank  Ha 
zeldean  and  some  other  gentlemen  who  had  breakfasted 
with  him.  He  had  left  word,  in  case  any  one  called,  tha/ 
he  had  gone  to  TattersalPs  to  look  at  some  horses  thai 
were  for  sale.  To  Tattersall's  went  Harley.  The  Count 
was  in  the  yard  leaning  against  a  pillar,  and  surrounded 
by  fashionable  friends.  Lord  L^Estrange  paused,  and, 
with  an  heroic  effort  at  self-mastery,  repressed  his  rage 
"  I  may  lose  all  if  I  show  that  I  suspect  him  ;  and  yet  T 
must  insult  and  fight  him  rather  than  leave  his  movements 
free.  Ah,  is  that  young  Hazeldean  ?  A  thought  strikes 
me  I "  Frank  was  standing  apart  from  the  group  round 
the  Count,  and  looking  very  absent  and  very  sad.  Harley 
touched  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  drew  him  aside  unob 
served  by  the  Count. 

"Mr.  Hazeldean,  your  uncle  Egerton  is  my  dearest 
friend.     Will  you  be  a  friend  to  me  ?     I  want  you." 

"My  lord " 

"  Follow  me.    Do  not  let  Count  Peschiera  see  us  talk- 
ing together.^' 

Harley  quitted  the  yard,  and  entered  St.  James's  Park 
by  the  little  gate  close  by.     In  a  very  few  words  he  in- 
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formed  Frank  of  Yiolante's  disappearance,  and  of  hia 
reasons  for  suspecting  the  Count.  Frank's  first  sentiment 
was  that  of  indignant  disbelief  that  the  brother  of  Beatrice 
could  be  so  vile ;  but  as  he  gradually  called  to  mind  the 
cynical  aud  corrupt  vein  of  the  Count's  familiar  conversa- 
tion —  the  hints  to  Peschiera's  prejudice  that  had  been 
dropped  by  Beatrice  herself — and  the  general  character 
for  brilliant  and  daring  profligacy  which  even  the  admirers 
of  the  Count  ascribed  to  him  —  Frank  was  compelled  to 
reluctant  acquiescence  in  Harley's  suspicions ;  and  he  said, 
with  an  earnest  gravity  very  rare  to  him —  "Believe  me, 
Lord  L'Estrange,  if  I  can  assist  you  in  defeating  a  base 
and  mercenary  design  against  this  poor  young  lady,  you 
have  but  to  show  me  how.  One  thing  is  clear — Peschiera 
was  not  personally  engaged  in  this  abduction,  since  I  have 
been  with  him  all  day ;  and — now  I  think  of  it — I  begin 
to  hope  that  you  wrong  him ;  for  he  has  invited  a  large 
party  of  us  to  make  an  excursion  with  him  to  Boulogne 
next  week,  in  order  to  try  his  yacht,  which  he  could  scarcely 
do  if " 

"  Yacht,  at  this  time  of  the  year  I  a  man  who  habitually 
resides  at  "Vienna  —  a  yacht  I  " 

"  Spendquick  sells  it  a  bargain,  on  account  of  the  time 
of  year  and  other  reasons ;  and  the  Count  proposes  to 
spend  next  summer  in  cruising  about  the  Ionian  Isles. 
He  has  some  property  on  those  isles,  which  he  has  never 
yet  visited." 

"How  long  is  it  since  he  bought  this  yacht  ?  " 

"Why  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  already  bought  —  thai 
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is,  paid  for.  Levy  was  to  meet  Spendquick  this  very  morn- 
ing to  arrange  the  matter.  Spendquick  complains  that 
Levy  screws  him." 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,  you  are  guiding  me  through 
the  maze.     Where  shall  I  find  Lord  Spendquick  ?  " 
"At  this  hour,  probably,  in  bed.     Here  is  his  card." 
*'  Thanks.     And  where  lies  the  vessel  ?  " 
*'  It  was  off  Blackwall  the  other  day.     I  went  to  see  it 
—  ^The  Flying  Dutchman'  —  a  fine  vessel,  and  carries 
guns." 

**  Enough.  Now  heed  me.  There  can  be  no  immediate 
danger  to  Yiolante,  so  long  as  Peschiera  does  not  meet 
her — so  long  as  we  know  his  movements.  You  are  about 
to  marry  his  sister.  Avail  yourself  of  that  privilege  to 
keep  close  by  his  side.  Refuse  to  be  shaken  off.  Make 
what  excuses  for. the  present  your  invention  suggests.  I 
will  give  you  an  excuse.  Be  anxious  and  uneasy  to  know 
where  you  can  find  Madame  di  Negra." 

"  Madame  di  Negra  I "  cried  Frank.  "  What  of  her  ? 
Is  she  not  in  Ourzon  Street?" 

"  No ;  she  has  gone  out  in  one  of  the  Count's  car- 
riages. In  all  probability  the  driver  of  that  carriage,  or 
some  servant  in  attendance  on  it,  will  come  to  the  Count 
in  the  course  of  the  day ;  and,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  you, 
the  Count  will  tell  you  to  see  this  servant,  and  ascertain 
yourself  that  his  sister  is  safe.  Pretend  to  believe  what 
"ihe  man  says,  but  make  him  come  to  your  lodgings  on 
Dretence  of  writing  there  a  letter  for  the  Marchesa.  Once 
at  your  lodgings,  and  he  will  be  safe  ;  for  I  shall  see  that 
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the  officers  of  justice  secure  him.  The  moment  he  is 
there,  send  an  express  for  me  to  my  hotel." 

"But,"  said  Frank,  a  little  bewildered,  "if  I  go  to  my 
lodgings,  how  can  I  watch  the  Count  ?  " 

"  It  will  not  then  be  necessary.  Only  get  him  to  ac- 
company you  to  your  lodgings,  and  part  with  him  at  the 
door." 

"Stop,  stop  —  you  cannot  suspect  Madame  di  Negra 
of  connivance  in  a  scheme  so  infamous.  Pardon  me, 
Lord  L'Estrange  ;  I  cannot  act  in  this  matter  —  cannot 
even  hear  you  except  as  your  foe,  if  you  insinuate  a  word 
against  the  honor  of  the  woman  I  love." 

"  Brave  gentleman,  your  hand.  It  is  Madame  di  Negra 
I  would  save,  as  well  as  my  friend's  young  child.  Think 
but  of  her,  while  you  act  as  I  entreat,  and  all  will  go 
well.     I  confide   in  you.     Now,  return  to  the  Count." 

Frank  walked  back  to  join  Peschiera,  and  his  brow  was 
thoughtful,  and  his  lips  closed  firmly.  Harley  had  that 
gift  which  belongs  to  the  genius  of  Action.  He  inspired 
others  with  the  light  of  his  own  spirit  and  the  force  of 
his  own  will.  Harley  next  hastened  to  Lord  Spendquick. 
remained  with  that  young  gentleman  some  minutes,  then 
repaired  to  his  hotel,  where  Leonard,  the  Prince,  and 
Griacomo  still  awaited  him. 

"  Come  with  me,  both  of  you.  You,  too,  Giacomo. 
I  must  now  see  the  police.  We  may  then  divide  upo. 
separate  missions." 

"Oh,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  Leonard,  "you  must  have 
had  good  news.     You  seem  cheerful  and  sanguine." 
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"  Seem  !  Nay,  T  am  so  I  If  I  once  paused  to  despond 
—-even  to  doubt — I  should  go  mad.  A  foe  to  baffle,  and 
an  angel  to  save  I  Whose  spirits  would  not  rise  high  — 
whose  wits  would  not  move  quick  to  the  warm  pulse  of 
his  heart?" 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Twilight  was  dark  in  the  room  to  which  Beatrice  had 
conducted  Yiolante.  A  great  change  had  come  over 
Beatrice.  Humble  and  weeping,  she  knelt  beside  Yio- 
lante, hiding  her  face,  and  imploring  pardon.  And  Vio- 
lante,  striving  to  resist  the  terror  for  which  she  now  saw 
such  cause  as  no  woman-heart  can  defy,  still  sought  to 
soothe,  and  still  sweetly  assured  forgiveness. 

Beatrice  had  learned — after  quick  and  fierce  questions 
— which  at  last  compelled  the  answers  that  cleared  away 
every  doubt — that  her  jealousy  had  been  groundless  -that 
she  had  no  rival  in  Yiolante.  From  that  moment  the 
passions  that  had  made  her  the  tool  of  guilt  abruptly 
vanished,  and  her  conscience  startled  her  with  the  magni- 
tude of  her  treachery.  Perhaps  had  Yiolante^s  heart 
been  wholly  free,  or  she  had  been  of  that  mere  common- 
place, girlish  character,  which  women  like  Beatrice  are 
apt  to  despise,  the  Marchesa's  affection  for  Peschiera,  and 
her  dread  of  him,  might  have  made  her  try  to  persuade 
her  young  kinswoman  at  least  to  receive  the  Count's  visit 
.—  at  least  to  suffer  him  to  make  his  own  excuses,  and 
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plead  his  own  cause.  But  there  had  been  a  loftiuegs  of 
spirit  in  which  Violaute  had  first  defied  the  Marchesa's 
questions,  followed  by  such  generous,  exquisite  sweetness, 
when  the  girl  perceived  how  that  wild  heart  was  stung 
and  maddened,  and  such  purity  of  mournful  candor  when 
she  had  overcome  her  own  virgin  bashfulness  sufl&ciently 
.  to  undeceive  the  error  she  detected,  and  confess  where 
her  own  affections  were  placed,  that  Beatrice  bowed  be- 
fore her  as  mariner  of  old  to  some  fair  saint  that  had 
allayed  the  storm. 

"  I  have  deceived  you  I "  she  cried,  through  her  sobs.; 
"  but  I  will  now  save  you  at  any  cost.  Had  you  been  as 
I  deemed  —  the  rival  who  had  despoiled  all  the  hopes  of 
my  future  life  —  I  could,  without  remorse,  have  been  the 
accomplice  I  am  pledged  to  be.  But  now  you  I — oh,  you 
— so  good  and  so  noble  —  you  can  never  be  the  bride  of 
Peschiera.  Nay,  start  not :  he  shall  renounce  his  designs 
for  ever,  or  I  will  go  myself  to  our  Emperor,  and  expose 
the  dark  secrets  of  his  life.  Return  with  me  quick  to 
the  home  from  which  I  ensnared  you." 

Beatrice's  hand  was  on  the  door  while  she  spoke.  Sud- 
denly her  face  fell  —  her  lips  grew  white  ;  the  door  was 
locked  from  without.  She  called— no  one  answered  ;  the 
bell-pull  in  the  room  gave  no  sound ;  the  windows  were 
high  and  barred — they  did  not  look  on  the  river,  nor  the 
street,  but  on  a  close,  gloomy,  silent  yard  —  high  blank 
walls  all  around  it  —  no  one  to  hear  the  cry  of  distress, 
rang  it  ever  so  loud  and  sharp. 

Beatrice  divined  that  she  herself  had  been  no  less  en- 
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snared  than  her  companion  ;  that  Peschiera,  distrustful 
of  her  firmness  in  eyil,  had  precluded  her  from  the  power 
of  reparation.  She  was  in  a  house  only  tenanted  by  his 
hirelings.  Not  a  hope  to  save  Yiolante  from  a  fate  that 
now  appalled  her,  seemed  to  remain.  Thus,  in  incoherent 
self-reproaches  and  frenzied  tears,  Beatrice  knelt  beside 
her  victim,  communicating  more  and  more  the  terrors  that 
she  felt,  as  the  hours  rolled  on,  and  the  room  darkened, 
till  it  was  only  by  the  dull  lamp  which  gleamed  through 
the  grimy  windows  from  the  yard  without,  that  each  saw 
the  face  of  the  other. 

Night  came  on  ;  they  heard  a  clock  from  some  distant 
church  strike  the  hours.  The  dim  fire  had  long  since 
burnt  out,  and  the  air  became  intensely  cold.  No  one 
broke  upon  their  solitude  —  not  a  voice  wae  heard  in  the 
house.  They  felt  neither  cold  nor  hunger — they  felt  but 
the  solitude,  and  the  silence,  and  the  dread  of  something 
that  was  to  come. 

At  length,  about  midnight,  a  bell  rang  at  the  street 
door  ;  then  there  was  the  quick  sound  of  steps — of  sullen 
bolts  withdrawn — of  low,murmured  voices.  Light  streamed 
through  the  chinks  of  the  door  to  the  apartment  —  the 
door  itself  opened.  Two  Italians  bearing  tapers  entered, 
and  the  Count  di  Peschiera  followed. 

Beatrice  sj^rang  up,  and  rushed  towards  her  brother. 
He  laid  his  hand  gently  on  her  lips,  and  motioned  to  the 
Italians  to  withdraw.  They  placed  the  lights  on  the 
table,  and  vanished  without  a  word. 

Peschiera  then,  putting  aside  his  sister,  approached 
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"  Fair  kinswoman,"  said  he,  with  an  air  of  easy  but 
resolute  assurance,  **  there  are  things  which  no  man  can 
excuse,  and  no  woman  can  pardon,  unless  that  love,  which 
is  beyond  all  laws,  suggests  excuse  for  the  one,  and  obtains 
pardon  for  the  other.  In  a  word,  I  have  sworn  to  win 
you,  and  I  have  had  no  opportunities  to  woo.  Fear  not ; 
the  worst  that  can  befall  you  is  to  be  my  bride.  Stand 
aside,  my  sister,  stand  aside." 

"  Giulio,  no  1  Giulio  Franzini,  I  stand  between  you  and 
her ;  you  shall  strike  me  to  the  earth  before  you  can  touch 
even  the  hem  of  her  robe." 

"What,  my  sister  1 — you  turn  against  me?" 

"And  unless  you  instantly  retire,  and  leave  her  free,  I 
will  unmask  you  to  the  Emperor." 

"  Too  late,  mon  enfant!  You  will  sail  with  us.  The 
effects  you  may  need  for  the  voyage  are  already  on  board. 
You  will  be  witness  to  our  marriage,  and  by  a  holy  son 
of  the  Church.    Then  tell  the  Emperor  what  you  will." 

With  a  light  and  sudden  exertion  of  his  strength,  the 
Count  put  away  Beatrice,  and  fell  on  his  knees  before 
•  Violante,  who,  drawn  to  her  full  height,  death-like  pale, 
but  untrembling,  regarded  him  with  unutterable  disdain. 

"  You  scorn  me  now,"  said  he,  throwing  into  his  features 
an  expression  of  humility  and  admiration  ;  "and  I  cannot 
wonder  at  it.  But,  believe  me,  that  until  the  scorn  yield 
to  a  kinder  sentiment,  I  will  take  no  advantage  of  the 
power  I  have  gained  over  your  fate." 

"  Power  !  "  said  Violante,  haughtily.  "  You  have  en- 
snared me  into  this  house  —  you  have  gained  the  powei 
of  a  dav ;  but  the  power  over  my  fate  -pjio  I ", 
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"You  mean  that  your  friends  have  discovered  your 
disappearance,  and  are  on  your  track.  Fair  one,  I  pro- 
vide against  your  friends,  and  I  defy  all  the  laws  and  police 
of  England.  The  vessel  that  will  bear  you  from  these 
shores  waits  in  the  river  hard  by.  Beatrice,  I  warn  you  — 
be  still  —  unhand  me.  In  that  vessel  will  be  a  priest  who 
shall  join  our  hands,  but  not  before  you  will  recognise  the 
truth,  that  she  who  flies  with  Giulio  Peschiera  must  become 
his  wife,  or  quit  him  as  the  disgrace  of  her  house,  and  the 
scorn  of  her  sex.'' 

"  Oh,  villain  I  villain  I  "  cried  Beatrice. 

"Peste,  my  sister,  gentler  words.  Y  ou,  too,  would  marry. 
I  tell  no  tales  of  you.  Signorina,  I  grieve  to  threaten 
force.     Give  me  your  hand ;  we  must  be  gone  " 

Violante  eluded  the  clasp  that  would  have  profaned 
her,  and  darting  across  the  room,  opened  the  door,  and 
closed  it  hastily  behind  her.  Beatrice  clung  firmly  to 
the  Count  to  detain  him  from  pursuit.  But  just  without 
the  door,  close,  as  if  listening  to  what  passed  within, 
stood  a  man  wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  a  large  boat- 
cloak.  The  rays  of  the  lamp  that  beamed  on  the  man 
glittered  on  the  barrel  of  a  pistol  which  he  held  in  his 
right  hand. 

"  Hist  I "  whispered  the  man,  in  English,  and  passing 
his  arm  round  her — **in  this  house  you  are  in  that 
ruffian's  power ;  out  of  it,  safe.  Ah  I  I  am  by  your  side 
—  I,  Violante!" 

The  voice  thrilled  to  Yiolante's  heart.  She  started  — 
looked  up,  but  nothing  was  seen  of  the  man's  face,  what 
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with  the  hat  and  cloak,  sare  a  mass  of  raven  curls,  and  a 
beard  of  the  same  hue. 

The  Count  now  threw  open  the  door,  dragging  after 
him  his  sister,  who  still  clung  round  him. 

''  Ha  —  that  is  well  I "  he  cried  to  the  man,  in  Italian. 
"  Bear  the  lady  after  me,  gently ;  but  if  she  attempt  to 
cry  out  —  why,  force  enough  to  silence  her,  not  more.  As 
for  you,  Beatrice,  traitress  that  you  are,  I  could  strike 
you  to  the  earth — but  —  no,  this  suffices."  He  caught 
his  sister  in  his  arms  as  he  spoke,  and,  regardless  of  her 
cries  and  struggles,  sprang  down  the  stairs. 

The  hall  was  crowded  with  fierce  swarthy  men.  The 
Count  turned  to  one  of  them,  and  whispered ;  in  an  instant 
the  Marchesa  was  seized  and  gagged.  The  Count  cast  a 
look  over  his  shoulder ;  Violante  was  close  behind,  sup- 
ported by  the  man  to  whom  Peschiera  had  consigned  her, 
and  who  was  pointing  to  Beatrice,  and  appeared  warning 
Yiolante  against  resistance.  Yiolante  was  silent,  and 
seemed  resigned.  Peschiera  smiled  cynically,  and,  pre- 
ceded by  some  of  his  hirelings,  who  held  torches,  de- 
scended a  few  steps  that  led  to  an  abrupt  landing-place 
between  the  hall  and  the  basement  story.  There  a  small 
door  stood  open,  and  the  river  flowed  close  by.  A  boat 
was  moored  on  the  bank,  round  which  grouped  four  men, 
who  had  the  air  of  foreign  sailors.  At  the  appearance 
of  Peschiera,  three  of  these  men  sprang  into  the  boat, 
and  got  ready  their  oars.  The  fourth  carefully  readjusted 
a  plank  thrown  from  the  boat  to  the  wharf,  and  offered 
his  arm  obsequiously  to  Peschiera.     The  Count  was  the 
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first  to  enter,  and,  humming  a  gay  opera  air,  took  his 
place  by  the  helm.  The  two  females  were  next  lifted  in, 
and  Yiolante  felt  her  hand  pressed  almost  convulsively 
by  the  man  who  stood  by  the  plank.  The  rest  followed, 
and  in  another  minute  the  boat  bounded  swiftly  over  the 
waves  towards  a  vessel  that  lay  several  furlongs  adown 
the  river,  and  apart  from  all  the  meaner  craft  that  crowded 
the  stream.  The  stars  struggled  pale  through  the  foggy 
atmosphere  ;  not  a  word  was  heard  within  the  boat  —  no 
sound,  save  the  regular  splash  of  the  oars.  The  Count 
paused  from  his  lively  tune,  and  gathering  round  him  the 
ample  fold  of  his  fur  pelisse,  seemed  absorbed  in  thought. 
Even  by  the  imperfect  light  of  the  stars,  Peschiera's  face 
wore  an  air  of  sovereign  triumph.  The  result  had  justi- 
fied that  careless  and  insolent  confidence  in  himself  and 
in  fortune,  which  was  the  most  prominent  feature  in  the 
character  of  the  naan  who,  both  bravo  and  gamester,  had 
played  against  the  world,  with  his  rapier  in  one  hand,  and 
cogged  dice  in  the  other.  Violante,  once  in  a  vessel  filled 
by  his  own  men,  was  irretrievably  in  his  power.  Even 
her  father  must  feel  grateful  to  learn  that  the  captive  of 
Peschiera  had  saved  name  and  repute  in  becoming  Pes- 
chiera's  wife.  Even  the  pride  of  sex  in  Yiolante  herself 
must  induce  her  to  confirm  what  Peschiera,  of  course, 
intended  to  state,  viz.  :  that  she  was  a  willing  partner  in 
a  bridegroom's  schemes  of  flight  towards  the  altar,  rather 
than  the  poor  victim  of  a  betrayer,  and  receiving  his 
hand  but  from  his  mercy.  He  saw  his  fortune  secured, 
his  success  envied,  his  very  character  rehabilitated  by  his 
11.  2p 
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Bplendid  nuptials.     Ambition  began  to  mingle  with  hia 
dreams  of  pleasure  and  pomp.     What  post  in  the  court 
or  the  state  too  high  for  the  aspirations  of  one  who  had 
evinced  the  most  incontestable  talent  for  active  life  —  the 
talent  to  succeed  in  all  that  the  will  had  undertaken  ? 
Thus  mused  the  Count,  half  forgetful  of  the  present,  and 
absorbed  in  the  golden  future,  till  he  was  aroused  by  a 
loud  hail  from  the  vessel,  and  the  bustle  on  board  the 
boat,  as  the  sailors  caught  at  the  rope  flung  forth  to  them. 
He  then  rose  and  moved  towards  Violante.    But  the  man 
who  was  still  in  charge  of  her  passed  the  Count  lightly, 
half-leading,  half-carrying  his  passive  prisoner.   "  Pardon, 
Excellency,"  said  the  man,  in  Italian,  "  but  the  boat  is 
crowded,  and  rocks  so  much,  that  your  aid  would  but 
disturb  our  footing."    Before  Peschiera  could  reply,  Vio* 
lante  was  already  on  the  steps  of  the  vessel,  and  the 
Count  paused  till,  with  elated  smile,  he  saw  her  safely 
standing  on  the  deck.     Beatrice  followed,  and  then  Pes- 
chiera himself;  but  when  the  Italians  in  his  train  also 
thronged  towards  the  sides  of  the  boat,  two  of  the  sailors 
got  before  them,  and  let  go  the  rope,  while  the  other  two 
plied   their   oars   vigorously,  and  pulled  back  towards 
shore.     The  Italians  burst  into  an  amazed  and  indignant 
volley  of  execrations.     "Silence,"  said  the  sailor  who 
had  stood  by  the  plank,  "  we  obey  orders.     If  you  are 
not  quiet,  we  shall  upset  the  boat.    We  can  swim ;  Heaven 
and  Monsignore  San  Giacomo  pity  you  if  you  cannot  1 " 
Meanwhile  as  Peschiera  leaped  upon  deck,  a  flood  cf 
light  poured  upon  him  from  lifted  torches.     That  ligh*- 
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Streamed  full  on  the  face  and  form  of  a  man  of  commanding 
stature,  whose  arm  was  around  Violante,  and  whose  dark 
eyes  flashed  upon  the  count  more  luminously  than  the 
torches.  On  one  side  this  man  stood  the  Austrian  Prince  ; 
on  the  other  side  (a  cloak,  and  a  profusion  of  false  dark 
locks,  at  his  feet)  stood  Lord  L'Estrange,  his  arms  folded, 
and  his  lips  curved  by  a  smile  in  which  the  ironical  humor 
native  to  the  man  was  tempered  with  a  calm  and  supreme 
disdain.  The  Count  strove  to  speak,  but  his  voice  fal- 
tered. 

All  around  him  looked  ominous  and  hostile.  He  saw 
many  Italian  faces,  but  they  scowled  at  him  with  vin- 
dictive hate ;  in  the  rear  were  English  mariners,  peering 
curiously  Qver  the  shoulders  of  the  foreigners,  and  with  a 
broad  grin  on  their  open  countenances.  Suddenly,  as  the 
Count  thus  stood  perplexed,  cowering,  stupefied,  there 
burst  from  all  the  Italians  present  a  hoot  of  unutterable 
scorn —  ''II  traditore!  il  traditoreP^ —  (the  traitor  I  the 
traitor  I) 

The  Count  was  brave,  and  at  the  cry  he  lifted  his  head 
with  a  certain  majesty. 

At  that  moment  Harley,  raising  his  hand  as  if  to  si- 
lence the  hoot,  came  forth  from  the  group  by  which  he 
had  been  hitherto  standing,-  and  towards  him  the  Count 
advanced  with  a  bold  stride. 

"  What  trick  is  this  ?  "  he  said,  in  French,  fiercely.  "  I 
divine  that  it  is  you  whom  I  can  single  out  for  explanation 
and  atonement." 

''PardieUy  Monsieur  le  Gomte^^^  answered  Harley,  in 
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the  same  language,  which  lends  itself  so  well  to  polished 
sarcasm  and  high-bred  enmity  —  "let  us  distinguish. 
Explanation  should  come  from  me,  I  allow  ;  but  atone- 
ment I  have  the  honor  to  resign  to  yourself.  This  ves- 
sel  " 

"  Is  mine  I  "  cried  the  Count.  "  Those  men,  who  insult 
me,  should  be  in  my  pay." 

*'  The  men  in  your  pay.  Monsieur  le  Gomte^  are  on 
shore,  drinking  success  to  your  voyage.  But,  anxious 
still  to  procure  you  the  gratification  of  being  amongst  ' 
your  own  countrymen,  those  whom  I  have  taken  into  my  i 
pay  are  still  better  Italians  than  the  pirates  whose  place 
they  supply  ;  perhaps  not  such  good  sailors  ;  but  then  I 
have  taken  the  liberty  to  add  to  the  equipment  of  a  vessel, 
which  has  cost  me  too  much  to  risk  lightly,  some  stout 
English  seamen,  who  are  mariners  more  practised  than 
even  your  pirates.  Your  grand  mistake.  Monsieur  le 
Comte,  is  in  thinking  that  the  '  Flying  Dutchman '  is 
yours.  With  many  apologies  for  interfering  with  your 
intention  to  purchase  it,  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  Lord 
Spendquick  has  kindly  sold  it  to  me.  Nevertheless, 
Monsieur  le  Gomtey  for  the  next  few^  weeks  I  place  it  — 
men  and  all  —  at  your  service." 

Peschiera  smiled  scornfully. 

"I  thank  your  lordship ;  but  since  I  presume  that  I 
shall  no  longer  have  the  travelling  companion  who  alone 
could  make  the  voyage  attractive,  I  shall  return  to  shore, 
and  will  simply  request  you  to  inform  me  at  what  hour 
you  can  receive  the  friend  whom  I  shall  depute  to  diseuBS 
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that  part  of  the  question  yet  untouched,  and  to  arrange 
that  the  atonement,  whether  it  be  due  from  rae  or  your- 
self, may  be  rendered  as  satisfactory  as  you  have  conde- 
scended to  make  the  explanation." 

''Let  not  that  vex  you.  Monsieur  le  Comte  —  the 
atonement  is,  in  much,  made  already ;  so  anxious  have  I 
been  to  forestall  all  that  your  nice  sense  of  honor  would 
induce  so  complete  a  gentleman  to  desire.  You  have 
ensnared  a  young  heiress,  it  is  true  ;  but  you  see  that  it 
was  only  to  restore  her  to  the  arms  of  her  father.  You 
have  juggled  an  illustrious  kinsman  out  of  his  heritage  ; 
but  you  have  voluntarily  come  on  board  this  vessel,  firsj, 

to  enable  his  highness  the  Prince  Yon ,  of  whose 

rank  at  the  Austrian  court  you  are  fully  aware,  to  state 
to  your  Emperor  that  he  himself  has  been  witness  of  the 
manner  in  which  you  interpreted  his  Imperial  Majesty's 
assent  to  your  nuptials  with  a  child  of  one  of  the  first 
subjects  in  his  Italian  realm  ;  and,  next,  to  commence  by 
an  excursion  to  the  seas  of  the  Baltic,  the  sentence  of 
banishment  which  I  have  no  doubt  wiU  accompany  the 
same  act  that  restores  to  the  chief  of  your  house  his  lands 
and  his  honors." 

The  Count  started. 

"  That  restoration,"  said  the  Austrian  Prince,  who  had 
advanced  to  Harley's  side,  "  I  already  guarantee.  Dis- 
grace that  you  are,  Giulio  Franzini,  to  the  nobles  of  the 
empire,  I  will  not  leave  my  royal  master  till  his  hand 
strike  your  name  from  the  roll.  I  have  here  your  own 
letters,  to  prove  that  your  kinsman  was  duped  by  your- 
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self  into  the  revolt  which  you  would  have  headed  as  a 
Catiline,  if  it  had  not  better  suited  your  nature  to  betray 
it  as  a  Judas.  In  ten  days  from  this  time,  these  letters 
will  be  laid  before  the  Emperor  and  his  Council." 

"  Are  you  satisfied,  Monsieur  le  Gomtey^^  said  Harley, 
with  your  atonement  so  far  ?  if  not,  I  have  procured  you 
the  occasion  to  render  it  yet  more  complete.  Before  you 
stands  the  kinsman  you  have  wronged.  He  knows  now, 
that  though,  for  a  while,  you  ruined  his  fortunes,  yon 
failed  to  sully  his  hearth.  His  heart  can  grant  you  par- 
don, and  hereafter  his  hand  may  give  you  alms.  Kneel 
then,  Giulio  Franzini  —  kneel  at  the  feet  of  Alphonso, 
Duke  of  Serrano." 

The  above  dialogue  had  been  in  French,  which  only  a 
few  of  the  Italians  present  understood,  and  that  imper- 
fectly ;  but  at  the  name  with  which  Harley  concluded  his 
address  to  the  Count,  a  simultaneous  cry  from  those 
Italians  broke  forth. 

''  Alphonso  the  Good  I  —  Alphonso  the  Good  I  Viva 
—  viva  —  the  good  Duke  of  Serrano!" 

And  forgetful  even  of  the  Count,  they  crowded  round 
the  tall  form  of  Riccabocca,  striving  who  should  first  kiss 
his  hand  —  the  very  hem  of  his  garments. 

Riccabocca's  eyes  overflowed.  The  gaunt  exile  seemed 
transfigured  into  another  and  more  kingly  man.  An  in- 
expressible dignity  invested  him.  He  stretched  forth  his 
arms,  as  if  to  bless  his  countrymen.  Even  that  rude  cry, 
from  humble  men,  exiles  like  himself,  consoled  him  foT 
years  of  banishment  and  penury. 
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"  Thanks,  thanks,"  he  continued  ;  *'  thanks.  Some  day 
or  other,  yon  will  all  perhaps  return  with  me  to  the  be- 
loved land  ! " 

The  Austrian  Prince  bowed  his  head,  as  if  in  assent  to 
the  prayer. 

*'  Giulio  Franzini,"  said  the  Duke  of  Serrano  —  for  so 
we  may  now  call  the  threadbare  recluse  of  the  Casino — 
"  had  this  last  villanous  design  of  yours  been  allowed  by 
Providence,  think  you  that  there  is  one  spot  on  earth  on 
which  the  ravisher  could  have  been  saved  from  a  father's 
arm  ?  But  now.  Heaven  has  been  more  kind.  In  this 
hour  let  me  imitate  its  mercy ;  "  and  with  relaxing  brow 
the  Duke  mildly  drew  near  to  his  guilty  kinsman. 

From  the  moment  the  Austrian  Prince  had  addressed 
him,  the  Count  had  preserved  a  profound  silence,  showing 
neither  repentance  nor  shame.  Gathering  himself  up,  he 
had  stood  firm,  glaring  round  him  like  one  at  bay.  But 
as  the  Duke  now  approached,  he  waved  his  hand,  and  ex- 
claimed, "  Back,  pedant,  back  ;  you  have  not  triumphed 
yet.  And  you,  prating  German,  tell  your  tales  to  our 
Emperor.  I  shall  be  by  his  throne  to  answer  —  if,  in- 
deed, you  escape  from  the  meeting  to  which  I  will  force 
you  by  the  way. "  He  spoke,  and  made  a  rush  towards 
the  side  of  the  vessel.  But  Harley's  quick  wit  had  fore- 
seen the  Count's  intention,  and  Harley's  quick  eye  had 
given  the  signal  by  which  it  was  frustrated.  Seized  in 
the  gripe  of  his  own  watchful  and  indignant  countrymen, 
just  88  he  was  about  to  plunge  into  the  stream,  Peschiera 
was  dragged  back  —  pinioned  down.     Then  the  expres- 
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sion  of  his  whole  countenance  changed — the  desperate 
violence  of  the  inborn  gladiator  broke  forth.  His  great 
strength  enabled  him  to  break  loose  more  than  once,  to 
dash  more  than  one  man  to  the  floor  of  the  deck ;  but  at 
length,  overpowered  by  numbers,  though  still  struggling 
— all  dignity,  all  attempt  at  presence  of  mind  gone,  utter- 
ing curses  the  most  plebeian,  gnashing  his  teeth,  and 
foaming  at  the  mouth,  nothing  seemed  left  of  the  brilliant 
Lothario  but  the  coarse  fury  of  the  fierce  natural  man. 

Then  still  preserving  that  air  and  tone  of  exquisite  im- 
perturbable irony  which  the  highest  comedian  might  have 
sought  to  imitate  in  vain,  Harley  bowed  low  to  the  storm- 
ing Count. 

''AdieUy  Monsieur  le  Comtek  adieu/  The  vessel  which 
you  have  honored  me  by  entering  is  bound  to  Norway. 
The  Italians  who  accompany  you  were  sent  by  yourself 
into  exile,  and,  in  return,  they  now  kindly  promise  to  en- 
liven you  with  their  society,  whenever  you  feel  somewhat 
tired  of  your  own.  Conduct  the  Count  to  his  cabin. 
Gently  there,  gently.  Adieu^  Monsieur  le  Gomte,  adieu  f 
et  bon  voyorge." 

Harley  turned  lightly  on  his  heel,  as  Peschiera,  in  spite 
of  his  struggles,  was  now  fairly  carried  down  to  the  cabin. 

"A  trick  for  *he  trickster,"  said  L'Estrange  to  the 
Austrian  Prince.  '*  The  revenge  of  a  farce  on  the  would- 
be  tragedian." 

"More  than  that  —  he  is  ruined." 

''And  ridiculous,"  quoth  Harley.  "I  should  like  to 
Bee  his  look  when  they  land  him  in  Norway."     Harley 
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then  passed  towards  the  centre  of  the  vessel,  by  which, 
hitherto  partially  concealed  by  the  sailors,  who  were  now 
busily  occupied,  stood  Beatrice ;  Frank  Hazeldean,  who 
had  first  received  her  on  entering  the  vessel,  standing  by 
her  side ;  and  Leonard,  a  little  apart  from  the  two,  in 
quiet  observation  of  all  that  had  passed  around  him. 
Beatrice  appeared  but  little  to  heed  Frank;  her  dark 
eyes  were  lifted  to  the  dim  starry  skies,  and  her  lips  were 
moving  as  if  in  prayer ;  yet  her  young  lover  was  speaking 
to  her  in  great  emotion,  low  and  rapidly. 

"  No,  no  —  do  not  think  for  a  moment  that  we  suspect 
you,  Beatrice  ;  I  will  answer  for  your  honor  with  my  life. 
Oh,  why  will  you  turn  from  me — why  will  you  not  speak  ?  " 

"  A  moment  later,"  said  Beatrice,  softly.  *'  Give  me 
one  moment  yet."  She  passed  slowly  and  falteringly  to- 
wards Leonard  —  placed  her  hand,  that  trembled,  on  his 
arm  —  and  led  him  aside  to  the  verge  of  the  vessel. 
Frank,  startled  by  her  movement,  made  a  step  as  if  to 
follow,  and  then  stopped  short,  and  looked  on,  but  with  a 
clouded  and  doubtful  countenance.  Harley's  smile  had 
gone,  and  his  eye  was  also  watchful. 

It  was  but  a  few  words  that  Beatrice  spoke  —  it  was 
but  a  sentence  or  so  that  Leonard  answered ;  and  then 
Beatrice  extended  her  hand,  which  the  young  poet  bent  * 
over,  and  kissed  in  silence.  She  lingered  an  instant ;  and 
even  by  the  starlight,  Harley  noted  the  blush  that  over- 
spread her  face.  The  blush  faded  as  Beatrice  returned 
to  Frank.  Lord  L'Estrange  would  have  retired  —  she 
signed  to  him  to  stay. 
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"  My  lord,"  she  said,  yery  firmly,  "  I  cannot  accuse  jov 
of  harshness  to  my  sinful  and  unhappy  brother.  His 
offence  might  perhaps  deserve  a  heavier  punishment  than 
that  which  you  inflict  with  such  playful  scorn.  But, 
whatever  his  penance,  contempt  now,  or  poverty  later,  I 
feel  that  his  sister  should  be  by  his  side  to  share  it.  I 
am  not  innocent,  if  he  be  guilty ;  and,  wreck  though  he 
be,  nothing  else  on  this  dark  sea  of  life  is  now  left  to  me 
to  cling  to.  Hush,  my  lord  1  I  shall  not  leave  this  vessel. 
All  that  I  entreat  of  you  is,  to  order  your  men  to  respect 
my  brother,  since  a  woman  will  be  by  his  side." 

"But,  Marchesa,  this  cannot  be;  and " 

"  Beatrice,  Beatrice  —  and  me  1  —  our  betrothal  ?  Do 
you  forget  me?"  cried  Prank,  in  reproachful  agony. 

"  No,  young  and  too  noble  lover ;  I  shall  remember  you 
ever  in  my  prayers.  But  listen.  I  have  been  deceived 
—  hurried  on,  I  might  say,  by  others,  but  also,  and  far 
more,  by  my  own  mad  and  blinded  heart  —  deceived, 
hurried  on,  to  wrong  you  and  to  belie  myself.  My  shame 
burns  into  me  when  I  think  that  I  could  have  inflicted  on 
you  the  just  anger  of  your  family — linked  you  to  my  own 
ruined  fortunes  —  my  own " 

"  Your  own  generous,  loving  heart  I  —  that  is  all  I 
asked  1 "  cried  Prank.  "  Cease,  cease  —  that  heart  ia 
mine  still  1 " 

Tears  gushed  from  the  Italian's  eyes. 

"  Englishman,  1  never  loved  you  ;  this  heart  was  dead 
to  you,  and  it  will  be  dead  to  all  else  for  ever.  ParewelL 
You  will  forget  me  sooner  than  you  think  for  —  sooner 
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than  I  shall  forget  you  —  as  a  friend,  as  a  brother  —  if 
brothers  had  natures  as  tender  and  as  kind  as  yours  I 
Now,  my  lord,  will  you  give  me  your  arm  ?  I  would  join 
the  Count." 

"Stay  —  one  word,  mad ame,"  said  Frank,  very  pale, 
and  through  his  set  teeth,  but  calmly,  and  with  a  pride 
on  his  brow  which  had  never  before  dignified  its  habitual 
careless  expression  —  "  one  word.  I  may  not  be  worthy 
of  you  in  anything  else  —  but  an  honest  love,  that  never 
doubted,  never  suspected  —  that  would  have  clung  to  you 
though  all  the  world  were  against ;  such  a  love  makes  the 
meanest  man  of  worth.  One  word,  frank  and  open.  By 
all  that  you  hold  most  sacred  in  your  creed,  did  you  speak 
the  truth  when  you  said  that  you  never  loved  me  ?  " 

Beatrice  bent  down  her  head  ;  she  was  abashed  before 
this  manly  nature  that  she  had  so  deceived,  and  perhaps 
till  then  undervalued. 

"Pardon,  pardon,"  she  said,  in  reluctant  accents,  half- 
choked  by  the  rising  of  a  sob. 

At  her  hesitation,  Frank's  face  lighted  as  if  with  sudden 
•hope.  She  raised  her  eyes,  and  saw  the  change  in  him, 
then  glanced  where  Leonard  stood,  mournful  and  motion- 
less.    She  shivered,  and  added,  firmly  — 

"  Yes  —  pardon  ;  for  I  spoke  the  truth ;  and  I  had  no 
heart  to  give.  It  might  have  been  as  wax  to  another  — 
it  was  of  granite  to  you."  She  paused,  and  muttered  inly 
—  "  Granite,  and  — broken  ! " 

Frank  said  not  a  word  more.  He  stood  rooted  to  the 
spot,  Dot  even  gazing  after  Beatrice  as  she  passed  on, 

IV.— 13  K  r-        1 
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leaning  on  the  arm  of  Lord  L'Estrange.  He  then  walked 
resolutely  away,  and  watched  the  boat  that  the  men  were 
now  lowering  from  the  side  of  the  vessel.  Beatrice  stopped 
when  she  came  near  the  place  where  Yiolante  stood,  an- 
swering in  agitated  whispers  her  father's  anxious  questions. 
As  she  stopped,  she  leaned  more  heavily  upon  Harley. 
"It  is  your  arm  that  trembles  now.  Lord  L'Estrange," 
said  she,  with  a  mournful  smile,  and,  quitting  him  ere  he 
could  answer,  she  bowed  down  her  head  meekly  before 
Violante.  "  You  have  pardoned  me  already,"  she  said, 
in  a  tone  that  reached  only  the  girPs  ear,  "and  my  last 
words  shall  not  be  of  the  past.  I  see  your  future  spread 
bright  before  me  under  those  steadfast  stars.  Love  still ; 
hope  and  trust  These  are  the  last  words  of  her  who  will 
soon  die  to  the  world.     Fair  maid,  they  are  prophetic  I  " 

Yiolante  shrank  back  to  her  father's  breast,  and  there 
hid  her  glowing  face,  resigning  her  hand  to  Beatrice,  who 
pressed  it  to  her  bosom.  The  Marchesa  then  came  back 
to  Harley,  and  disappeared  with  him  in  the  interior  of  the 
vessel. 

When  Harley  again  came  on  deck,  he  seemed  much 
flurried  and  disturbed.  He  kept  aloof  from  the  Duke  and 
Yiolante,  and  was  the  last  to  enter  the  boat,  that  wa^  now 
lowered  into  the  water. 

As  he  and  his  companions  reached  the  land,  they  saw 
the  vessel  in  movement,  gliding  slowly  down  the  river. 

"  Courage,  Leonard,  courage  1 "  murmured  Harley. 
"You  grieve,  and  nobly.  But  you  have  shunned  the 
worst  and  most  vulgar  deceit  in  civilised  life ;  you  have 
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not  simulated  love.  Better  that  yon  poor  lady  should  be, 
awhile,  the  sufferer  from  a  harsh  truth,  than  the  eternal 
martyr  of  a  flattering  lie  I  Alas,  my  Leonard  I  with  the 
love  of  the  poet's  dream  are  linked  only  the  Graces  ;  with 
the  love  of  the  human  heart  come  the  awful  Fates  I " 

**  My  lord,  poets  do  not  dream  when  they  love.  You 
will  learn  how  the  feelings  are  deep  in  proportion  as  the 
fancies  are  vivid,  when  you  read  that  confession  of  genius 
and  woe  which  I  have  left  in  your  hands." 

Leonard  turned  away.  Harley's  gaze  followed  him 
with  inquiring  interest,  and  suddenly  encountered  the  soft, 
dark,  grateful  eyes  of  Violante.  "  The  Fates,  the  Pates  !  " 
murmured  Harley. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

We  are  at  Norwood  in  the  sage^s  drawing-room.  Vio- 
lante has  long  since  retired  to  rest.  Harley,  who  had  ac- 
companied the  father  and  daughter  to  their  home,  is  still 
conversing  with  the  former. 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  duke "  said  Harley. 

"  Hush,  hush  I  Diavolo,  don't  call  me  Duke  yet ;  I  am 
at  home  here  once  more  as  Dr.  Riccabocca." 

"My  dear  doctor,  then,  allow  me  to  assure  you  that 
you  overrate  my  claim  to  your  thanks.  Your  old  friends, 
Leonard  and  Frank  Hazeldean,  must  come  in  for  their 
share.     Nor  is  the  faithful  Giacomo  to  be  forgotten." 
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"€ontinue  your  explanation." 

*'  In  the  first  place,  I  learned,  through  Frank,  that  one 
Baron  Levy,  a  certain  fashionable  money-lender,  and 
general  ministrant  to  the  affairs  of  tine  gentlemen,  was 
just  about  to  purchase  a  yacht  from  Lord  Spendquick  on 
behalf  of  the  Count.  A  short  interview  with  Spendquick 
enabled  me  to  outbid  the  usurer,  and  conclude  a  bargain, 
by  which  the  yacht  became  mine  ;  —  a  promise  to  assist 
Spendquick  in  extricating  himself  from  the  claws  of  the 
money-lender  (which  I  trust  to  do  by  reconciling  him  with 
his  father,  who  is  a  man  of  liberality  and  sense,)  made 
Spendquick  readily  connive  at  my  scheme  for  outwitting 
the  enemy.  He  allowed  Levy  to  suppose  that  the  Count 
might  take  possession  of  the  vessel ;  but  affecting  an  en- 
gagement, and  standing  out  for  terms,  postponed  the  final 
settlement  of  the  purchase-money  till  the  next  day.  I  was 
thus  master  of  the  vessel,  which  I  felt  sure  was  destined 
to  serve  Peschiera's  infamous  design.  But  it  was  my 
business  not  to  alarm  the  Count's  suspicions  :  I  therefore 
permitted  the  pirate  crew  he  had  got  together  to  come  on 
board.  I  knew  I  could  get  rid  of  them  when  necessary. 
Meanwhile,  Frank  undertook  to  keep  close  to  the  Count 
until  he  could  see  and  cage  within  his  lodgings  the  servant 
whom  Peschiera  had  commissioned  to  attend  his  sister. 
If  I  could  but  apprehend  this  servant,  I  had  a  sanguine 
hope  that  I  could  discover  and  free  your  daughter  before 
Peschiera  could  even  profane  her  with  his  presence.  But 
Frank,  alas  !  was  no  pupil  of  Machiavelli.  Perhaps  the 
Count  detected  his  secret  thoughts  under  his  open  conn- 
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tenance ;  perhaps  merely  wished  to  get  rid  of  a  companion 
very  much  in  his  way ;  but,  at  all  events,  he  contrived  to 
elude  our  young  friend  as  cleverly  as  you  or  I  could  have 
done  —  told  him  that  Beatrice  herself  was  at  Roehampton 

—  had  borrowed  the  Count's  carriage  to  go  there  — 
volunteered  to  take  Frank  to  the  house  —  took  him. 
Frank  found  himself  in  a  drawing-room  ;  and  after  wait- 
ing a  few  minutes,  while  the  Count  went  out  on  pretence 
of  seeing  his  sister  —  in  pirouetted  a  certain  distinguished 
opera-dancer  I  Meanwhile  the  Count  was  fast  back  on 
the  road  to  London,  and  Frank  had  to  return  as  he  could. 
He  then  hunted  for  the  Count  everywhere,  and  saw  him 
no  more.  It  was  late  in  the  day  when  Frank  found  me 
out  with  this  news.  I  became  seriously  alarmed.  Pes- 
chiera  might  perhaps  learn  my  counter-scheme  with  the 
yacht  —  or  he  might  postpone  sailing  until  he  had  terrified 
or  entangled  Violante  into  some  —  in  short,  everything 
was  to  be  dreaded  from  a  man  of  the  Count's  temper.  I 
had  no  clue  to  the  place  to  which  your  daughter  was  taken 

—  no  excuse  to  arrest  Peschiera  —  no  means  even  of  learn- 
ing where  he  was.  He  had  not  returned  to  Mivart's. 
The  Police  were  at  fault,  and  useless,  except  in  one  valua- 
ble piece  of  information.  They  told  me  where  some  of 
your  countrymen,  whom  Peschiera's  perfidy  had  sent  into 
exile,  were  to  be  found,  T  commissioned  Giacomo  to  seek 
these  men  out,  and  induce  them  to  man  the  vessel.  It 
might  be  necessary,  should  Peschiera  or  his  confidential 
servants  come  aboard,  after  we  had  expelled  or  drawn  off 
^e  pirate  crew,  that  they  should  find  Italians  whom  they 

13* 
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might  well  mistake  for  their  own  hirelings.  To  these 
foreigners  I  added  some  English  sailors  who  had  before 
served  in  the  same  vessel,  and  on  whom  Spendquick  as- 
sured me  I  could  rely.  Still  these  precautions  only  availed 
in  case  Peschiera  should  resolve  to  sail,  and  defer  till  then 
all  machinations  against  his  captives.  While,  amidst  ray 
fbars  and  uncertainties,  I  was  struggling  still  to  preserve 
presence  of  mind,  and  rapidly  discussing  with  the  Austrian 
Prince  if  any  other  steps  could  be  taken,  or  if  our  sole 
resource  was  to  repair  to  the  vessel  and  take  the  chance 
of  what  might  ensue,  Leonard  suddenly  and  quietly  entered 
my  room.  You  know  his  countenance,  in  which  joy  or 
sadness  is  not  betrayed  so  much  by  the  evidence  of  the 
passions  as  by  variations  in  the  intellectual  expression. 
It  was  but  by  the  clearer  brow  and  the  steadier  eye  that 
I  saw  he  had  good  tidings  to  impart." 

"Ah,"  said  Riccabocca  —  for  so,  obeying  his  own  re- 
quest, we  will  yet  call  the  sage  —  "ah,  I  early  taught  that 
young  man  the  great  lesson  inculcated  by  Helvetius  ;  'All 
our  errors  arise  from  our  ignorance  or  our  passions.' 
Without  ignorance,  and  without  passions,  we  should  be 
serene,  all-penetrating  intelligences." 

"  Mopsticks,"  quoth  Harley,  "  have  neither  ignorance 
nor  passions  ;  but  as  for  their  intelligence " 

"  Pshaw  I "  interrupted  Riccabocca  —  "  Proceed." 

"  Leonard  had  parted  from  us  some  hours  before.  I 
had  commissioned  him  to  call  at  Madame  di  Negra's,  and, 
as  he  was  familiarly  known  to  her  servants,  seek  to  obtain 
quietly  all  the  information  he  could  collect,  and,  at  all 
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events,  procure  (what  in  my  haste  I  had  failed  to  do)  the 
name  and  description  of  the  man  who  had  driven  her  x)ut 
in  the  morning,  and  make  what  use  he  judged  best  of 
every  hint  he  could  gather  or  glean  that  might  aid  our 
researches.  Leonard  only  succeeded  in  learning  the  name 
and  description  of  the  coachman,  whom  he  recognised  as 
one  Beppo,  to  whom  she  had  often  given  orders  in  his 
presence.  None  could  say  where  she  then  could  be  found, 
if  not  at  the  Count's  hotel.  Leonard  went  next  to  that 
hotel.  The  man  had  not  been  there  all  the  day.  While 
revolving  what  next  he  should  do,  his  eye  caught  sight 
of  your  intended  son-in-law,  gliding  across  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street.  One  of  those  luminous,  inspiring  con- 
jectures, which  never  occur  to  you  philosophers,  had  from 
the  first  guided  Leonard  to  believe  that  Randal  Leslie 
was  mixed  up  in  this  villanous  affair." 

"  Ha  !  He  I "  cried  Riccabocca.  ''  Impossible  !  For 
what  interest  ?  —  what  object  ?  " 

*'  I  cannot  tell ;  neither  could  Leonard ;  but  we  had 
both  formed  the  same  conjecture  Brief:  —  Leonerd  re- 
solved to  follow  Randal  Leslie,  and  track  all  his  move- 
ments. He  did  then  follow  him,  unobserved ;  and  at  a 
distance  —  first  to  Audley  Egerton's  house  —  then  to 
Eaton-square -:- thence  to  a  house  in  Bruton-street,  which 
Leonard  ascertained  to  be  Baron  Levy's.  Suspicious  that, 
my  dear  sage  I  " 

**Didvolo  —  yea  I  "  said  Riccabocca,  thoughtfully. 

"At  Levy's,  Randal  stayed  till  dusk.  He  then  came 
out,  with  his  cat-like,  stealthy  step,  and  walked  quickly 
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into  tbe  neigLborhood  of  Leicester-square.  Leonard  saw 
him  enter  one  of  those  small  hotels  which  are  appropriated 
to  foreigners.  Wild  outlandish  fellows  were  loitering  about 
the  door  and  in  the  street.  Leonard  divined  that  th« 
Count  or  the  Count's  confidants  were  there." 

'*  If  that  can  be  proved,"  cried  Riccabocca  —  "  if  Ran- 
dal could  have  been  thus  in  communication  with  Peschiera 
—  could  have  connived  at  such  perfidy  —  I  am  released 
from  my  promise.     Oh,  to  prove  it ! " 

"  Proof  will  come  later,  if  we  are  on  the  right  track. 
Let  me  go  on.  While  waiting  near  the  door  of  this  hotel, 
Beppo  himself,  the  very  man  Leonard  was  in  search  of, 
came  forth,  and,  after  speaking  a  few  words  to  some  of 
the  loitering  foreigners,  walked  briskly  towards  Piccadilly. 
Leonard  here  resigned  all  further  heed  of  Leslie,  and  gave 
chase  to  Beppo,  whom  he  recognised  at  a  glance.  Coming 
up  to  him,  he  said,  quietly,  '  I  have  a  letter  for  the  Mar- 
chesa  di  Negra.  She  told  me  I  was  to  send  it  to  her  by 
you.  I  have  been  searching  for  you  the  whole  day.'  The 
man  fell  into  the  trap,  and  the  more  easily,  because  —  as 
he  since  owned  in  excuse  for  a  simplicity,  which,  I  dare 
say,  weighed  on  his  conscience  more  than  any  of  the  thou- 
sand-and-one  crimes  he  may  have  committed  in  the  course 
of  his  illustrions  life  —  he  had  been  employed  by  the  Mar- 
ehesa  as  a  spy  upon  Leonard,  and,  with  an  Italian's 
acumen  in  affairs  of  the  heart,  detected  her  secret." 

"  What  secret  ?  "  asked  the  innocent  sage. 

"  Her  love  for  the  handsome  young  poet  I  betray  that 
secret,  in  order  to  give  her  some  slight  excuse  for  becora- 
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mg  Peschiera's  tool.  She  believed  Leonard  to  be  in  love 
with  your  daughter,  and  jealousy  urged  her  to  treason. 
Yiolante,  no  doubt,  will  explain  this  to  you.  Well,  the 
man  fell  into  the  trap.  '  Give  rae  the  letter,  Signore,  and 
quick.' 

"'  It  is  at  an  hotel  close  by  ;  come  there,  and  you  will 
have  a  guinea  for  your  trouble.' 

"  So  Leonard  walked  our  gentleman  into  my  hotel ; 
and  having  taken  him  into  my  dressing-room,  turned  the 
key  and  there  left  him.  On  learning  this  capture,  the 
Prince  and  myself  hastened  to  see  our  prisoner.  He  was 
at  first  sullen  and  silent ;  but  when  the  Prince  disclosed 
his  rank  and  name  (you  know  the  mysterious  terror  the 
meaner  Italians  feel  for  an  Austrian  magnate),  his  coun- 
tenance changed,  and  his  courage  fell.  What  with  threats, 
and  what  with  promises,  we  soon  obtained  all  that  we 
sought  to  know ;  and  an  offered  bribe,  which  I  calculated 
at  ten  times  the  amount  the  rogue  could  ever  expect  to 
receive  from  his  spendthrift  master,  finally  bound  him 
cheerfully  to  our  service,  soul  and  body.  Thus  we  learned 
the  dismal  place  to  which  your  noble  daughter  had  been 
so  perfidiously  ensnared.  We  learned  also  that  the  Count 
had  not  yet  visited  her,  hoping  much  from  the  effect  that 
prolonged  incar'^eration  might  have  in  weakening  her 
spirit  and  inducing  her  submission.  Peschiera  was  to  go 
to  the  house  at  midnight,  thence  to  transport  her  to  the 
vessel.  Beppo  had  received  orders  to  bring  the  carriage 
to  Leicester-square,  where  Peschiera  would  join  him.  The 
Count  (as  Leonard  surmised)  had  taken  skulking  refuge 
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at  the  hotel  in  which  Randal  Leslie  had  disappeared. 
The  Prince,  Leonard,  Frank  (who  was  then  in  the  hotel), 
and  myself,  held  a  short  council.  Should  we  go  at  once 
to  the  house,  and,  bj  the  help  of  the  police,  force  an  en- 
trance, and  rescue  your  daughter?  This  was  a  very 
hazardous  resource.  The  abode,  which,  at  various  times, 
had  served  for  the  hiding-place  of  men  haunted  by  the 
law,  abounded,  according  to  our  informant,  in  subterra- 
nean vaults  and  secret  passages,  and  had  more  than' one 
outlet  on  the  river.  At  our  first  summons  at  the  door, 
therefore,  the  ruffians  within  might  not  only  escape  them- 
selves, but  carry  off  their  prisoner.  The  door  was  strong, 
and  before  our  entrance  could  be  forced,  all  trace  of  her 
we  sought  might  be  lost.  Again,  too,  the  Prince  was 
desirous  of  bringing  Peschiera^s  guilty  design  home  to 
him  —  anxious  to  be  able  to  state  to  the  Emperor,  and  to 
the  great  minister,  his  kinsman,  that  he  himself  had  wit- 
nessed the  Count's  vile  abuse  of  the  Emperor's  permission 
to  wed  your  daughter.  In  short,  while  I  only  thought  of 
Yiolante,  the  Prince  thought  also  of  her  father's  recall  to 
his  dukedom.  Yet  still  to  leave  Yiolante  in  that  terrible 
house,  even  for  an  hour,  a  few  minutes,  subjected  to  the 
actual  presence  of  Peschiera,  unguarded  save  by  the  feeble 
and  false  woman  '^ho  had  betrayed,  and  might  still  desert 
her  —  how  contemplate  that  fearful  risk?  What  might 
n  )t  happen  in  the  interval  between  Peschiera's  visit  to 
the  house  and  his  appearance  with  his  victim  on  the  vessel  ? 
An  idea  flashed  on  me  —  Beppo  was  to  conduct  the  Count 
to  the  house  ;  if  I  could  accompany  Beppo  in  disguise-  — 
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enter  the  house  —  myself  be  present  ?  —  I  rushed  back  to 
our  informant,  now  become  our  agent ;  I  found  the  plan 
Btill  more  feasible  than  I  had  at  first  supposed.  Beppo 
had  asked  the  Count's  permission  to  bring  with  him  a 
brother  accustomed  to  the  sea,  and  who  wished  to  quit 
England.  I  might  personate  that  brother.  You  know 
that  the  Italian  language,  in  most  of  its  dialects  and  va- 
rieties of  patois — Genoese,  Piedmontese,  Venetian — is 
as  familiar  to  me  as  Addison's  English  I  Alas  1  rather 
more  so.  Presto  I  the  thing  was  settled.  I  felt  my  heart, 
from  that  moment,  as  light  as  a  feather,  and  ray  sense  as 
keen  as  the  dart  which  a  feather  wings.  My  plans  now 
were  formed  in  a  breath,  and  explained  in  a  sentence.  It 
was  right  that  you  should  be  present  on  board  the  vessel, 
not  only  to  witness  your  foe's  downfall,  but  to  receive 
your  child  in  a  father's  arms.  Leonard  set  out  to  Nor- 
wood for  you,  cautioned  not  to  define  too  precisely  for 
what  object  you  were  wanted,  till  on  board. 

*'  Frank,  accompanied  by  Beppo  (for  there  was  yet 
time  for  these  preparations  before  midnight),  repaired  to 
the  yacht,  taking  Giacomo  by  the  way.  There  our  new 
ally,  familiar  to  most  of  that  piratical  crew,  and  sanctioned 
by  the  presence  of  Frank,  as  the  Count's  friend  and  pro- 
spective brother  *n-law,  told  Peschiera's  hirelings  that 
they  were  to  quit  the  vessel,  and  wait  on  shore  under 
Giacomo's  auspices  till  further  or-'ers  ;  and  as  soon  as  the 
decks  were  cleared  of  these  ruffians  (save  a  few  left  to 
avoid  suspicion,  and  who  were-  aftei*wards  safely  stowed 
down  in  the  hold),  and  as  soon  as  Giacomo  had  lodged 
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his  convoy  in  a  public-house,  where  he  quitted  them,  drink- 
ing his  health  over  unlimited  rations  of  grog,  your  inesti- 
Tiable  servant  quietly  shipped  on  board  the  Italians  pressed 
into  the  service,  and  Frank  took  charge  of  the  English 
sailors. 

"  The  Prince,  promising  to  be  on  board  in  due  time, 
then  left  me  to  make  arrangements  for  his  journey  to 
Vienna  with  the  dawn.  I  hastened  to  a  masquerade  ware- 
house, where,  with  the  help  of  an  ingenious  stagewright 
artificer,  I  disguised  myself  into  a  most  thorough-paced- 
looking  cut-throat,  and  then  waited  the  return  of  my  friend 
Beppo  with  the  most  perfect  confidence." 

"  Yet,  if  that  rascal  had  played  false,  all  these  precau- 
tions were  lost.  Gospettof  you  were  not  wise,"  said  the 
prudent  philosopher. 

**  Very  likely  not.  You  would  have  been  so  wise,  that 
by  this  time  your  daughter  would  have  been  lost  to  you 
for  ever." 

"But  why  not  employ  the  police  ? " 

"  First — Because  I  had  already  employed  them  to  little 
purpose.  Secondly — Because  I  no  longer  wanted  them. 
Thirdly  —  Because  to  use  them  for  my  final  catastrophe, 
would  be  to  drag  your  name,  and  your  daughter's,  per- 
haps, before  a  poli'*'^  court ;  at  all  events  before  the  tri- 
bunal of  public  gossip.  And  lastly  —  Because  having 
decided  upon  the  proper  punishment,  it  had  too  much  of 
equity  to  be  quite  consistent  with  law ;  and  in  forcibly 
seizing  a  man's  person,  and  shipping  him  off  to  Norway, 
my  police  would  have  been  sadly  in  the  way.     Certainly 
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my  plan  rather  savors  of  Lope  de  Vega  than  of  Black- 
stone.  However,  you  see  success  atones  for  all  irregu* 
iarities.  I  resume  :  —  Beppo  came  back  in  time  to  nar- 
rate all  the  arrangements  that  had  been  made,  and  to  in- 
form me  that  a  servant  from  the  Count  had  come  on  board 
just  as  our  new  crew  were  assembled  there,  to  order  the 
boat  to  be  at  the  place  where  we  found  it.  The  servant, 
it  was  deemed  prudent  to  detain  and  secnre.  Giacomo 
undertook  to  manage  the  boat.  I  am  nearly  at  the  close 
of  my  story.  Sure  of  my  disguise,  I  got  on  the  coach- 
box with  Beppo.  The  Count  arrived  at  the  spot  ap- 
pointed, and  did  not  even  honor  myself  with  a  question 
or  glance.  *  Your  brother  ? '  he  said  to  Beppo  ;  *  one 
might  guess  that;  he  has  the  family  likeness.  Not  a 
handsome  race  yours  1     Drive  on.' 

"  We  arrived  at  the  house.  I  dismounted  to  open  the 
carriage-door.     The  Count  gave  me  one  look. 

"'Beppo  says  you  have  known  the  sea.'" 

"  '  Excellency,  yes.     I  am  a  Genoese. ' " 

"  '  Ha  I  how  is  that  ?  Beppo  is  a  Lombard.' — Admire 
the  readiness  with  which  I  redeemed  my  blunder  : " 

"  *  Excellency,  it  pleased  Heaven  that  Beppo  should 
be  bom  in  Lombardy,  and  then  to  remove  my  respected 
parents  to  Genoa,  at  which  city  they  were  so  kindly 
treated,  that  my  mother,  in  common  gratitude,  was  bound 
to  increase  its  population.  It  was  all  she  could  do,  poor 
woman.     You  see  she  did  her  best.'" 

"The  Count  smiled,  and  said  no  more.     The  door 

JY.  — 14 
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opened — I  followed  him  ;  your  daughter  can  tell  you  the 
rest." 

"And  you  risked  your  life  in  that  den  of  miscreants  I 
Noble  friend.  1" 

''  Risked  my  life — no  ;  but  I  risked  the  Count's.  There 
was  one  moment  when  my  hand  was  on  my  trigger,  and 
my  soul  very  near  the  sin  of  justifiable  homicide.  But 
my  tale  is  done.  The  Count  is  now  on  the  river,  and 
will  soon  be  on  the  salt  seas, — though  not  bound  to  Nor- 
way as  I  had  first  intended.  I  could  not  inflict  that  frigid 
voyage  on  his  sister.  So  the  men  have  orders  to  cruise 
about  for  six  days,  keeping  aloof  from  shore,  and  they 
will  then  land  the  Count  and  the  Marchesa,  by  boat,  on 
the  French  coast.  That  delay  will  give  time  for  the 
Prince  to  arrive  at  Vienna  before  the  Count  could  follow 
him." 

*' Would  he  have  that  audacity?" 

"  Do  him  more  justice  I  Audacity,  faith  I  he  does  not 
want  for  that.  But  I  dreaded  not  his  appearance  at 
Vienna  with  such  evidence  against  him.  I  dreaded  his 
encountering  the  Prince  on  the  road,  and  forcing  a  duel, 
before  his  character  was  so  blasted  that  the  Prince  could 
refuse  it ;  —  and  the  Count  is  a  dead  shot  of  course  ;  — 
all  such  men  are  I " 

"He  will  return,  and  you " 

"  I ! — Oh,  never  fear :  he  has  had  enough  of  me.  And 
now,  my  dear  friend — now  that  Violante  is  safe  once  more 
under  your  own  roof — now  that  my  honored  mother  must 
long  ere  this  have  been  satisfied  by  Leonard,  who  left  us 

^o  to  her,  that  our  success  has  been  achieved  Without 
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danger,  and,  what  she  will  value  almost  as  much,  without 
scandal  —  now  that  your  foe  is  powerless  as  a  reed  float- 
ing on  the  water  towards  its  own  rot,  and  the  Prince 

Yon is  perhaps  about  to  enter  his  carriage  on  the 

road  to  Dover,  charged  with  the  mission  of  restoring  to 
Italy  her  worthiest  son  —  let  me  dismiss  you  to  your  own 
happy  slumbers,  and  allow  me  to  wrap  myself  in  my  cloak, 
and  snatch  a  short  sleep  on  the  sofa,  till  yonder  grey  dawn 
has  mellowed  into  riper  day.  My  eyes  are  heavy,  and  if 
you  stay  here  three  minutes  longer,  I  shall  be  out  of  reach 
of  hearing  —  in  the  land  of  dreams.     Buona  noUeP^ 

"But  there  is  a  bed  prepared  for  you." 

Harley  shook  his  head  in  dissent,  and  composed  him- 
self at  length  on  the  sofa. 

Riccabocca  bending,  wrapped  the  cloak  round  his  guest, 
kissed  him  on  the  forehead,  and  crept  out  of  the  room  to 
rejoin  Jemima,  who  still  sat  up  for  him,  nervously  anxious 
to  learn  from  him  those  explanations  which  her  considerate 
affection  would  not  allow  her  to  ask  from  the  agitated 
and  exhausted  Yiolante.  "  Not  in  bed  I "  cried  the  sage, 
on  seeing  her.  "  Have  you  no  feelings  of  compassion  for 
my  son  that  is  to  be  ?  Just,  too,  when  there  is  a  reason- 
able probability  that  we  can  afford  a  son  ? " 

Riccabocca  here  laughed  merrily,  and  his  wife  threw 
herself  on  his  shoulder,  and  cried  for  joy. 

But  no  sleep  fell  on  the  lids  of  Harley  L'Estrange. 
He  started  up  when  his  host  had  left  him,  and  paced  the 
apartment,  with  noiseless  but  rapid  strides.  All  whim 
and  levity  had  vanished  from  his  face,  which,  by  tlie  light 
of  the  dawn,  seemed  death-like  pale.     On  that  pale  face 
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there  was  all  the  straggle,  and  all  the  anguish  of  passion. 
"These  arms  have  clasped  her,"  he  murmured;  "these 
lips  have  inhaled  her  breath.  I  am  under  the  same  roof, 
and  she  is  saved — saved  ever  more  from  danger  and  from 
penury,  and  for  ever  divided  from  me.  Courage,  courage  ! 
Oh,  honor,  duty  ;  and  thou,  dark  memory  of  the  past — • 
thou  that  didst  pledge  love  at  least  to  a  grave  —  support 
—  defend  me  I     Can  I  be  so  weak  ! " 

The  sun  was  in  the  wintry  skies,  when  Harley  stole 
from  the  house.  No  one  was  stirring  except  Giacomo, 
who  stood  by  the  threshold  of  the  door,  which  he  had 
just  unbarred,  feeding  the  house-dog.  "  Good  day,"  said 
the  servant,  smiling.  "  The  dog  has  not  been  of  much 
use,  but  I  don^t  think  the  Padrone  will  henceforth  grudge 
him  a  breakfast.  I  shall  take  him  to  Italy,  and  marry 
him  there,  in  the  hope  of  improving  the  breed  of  our 
native  Lombard  dogs." 

"Ah  I"  said  Harley,  "you  will  soon  leave  our  cold 
shores.  May  sunshine  settle  on  you  all."  He  paused, 
and  looked  up  at  the  closed  windows  wistfully. 

"  The  Signorina  sleeps  there,"  said  Giacomo,  in  a 
husky  voice,  "just  over  the  room  in  which  you  slept." 

"  I  knew  it,"  muttered  Harley.  "An  instinct  told  me 
of  it.  Open  the  gate  ;  I  must  go  home.  My  excuses  to 
your  lord,  and  to  all." 

He  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  Giacomo's  entreaties  to  stay 
till  at  least  the  Signorina  was  up  —  the  Signorina  whom  he 
had  saved. .  Without  trusting  himself  to  speak  further,  he 
quitted  the  demesne,  and  walked  with  swift  strides  towards 
London  ^         i 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Harley  had  not  long  reached  his  hotel,  and  was  still 
seated  before  his  un tasted  breakfast,  when  Mr.  Randal 
lieslie  was  announced.  Randal,  who  was  in  the  firm  be- 
lief that  Violante  was  now  on  the  wide  seas  with  Peschi- 
era,  entered,  looking  the  very  personation  of  anxiety  and 
fatigue.  For,  like  the  great  Cardinal  Richelieu,  Randal 
had  learned  the  art  how  to  make  good  use  of  his  own 
delicate  and  somewhat  sickly  aspect.  The  Cardinal,  when 
intent  on  some  sanguinary  scheme  requiring  unusual 
yitality  and  vigor,  contrived  to  make  himself  look  a  harm- 
less sufferer  at  death^s  door.  And  Randal,  whose  nervous 
energies  could  at  that  moment  have  whirled  him  from  one 
end  of  this  huge  metropolis  to  the  other,  with  a  speed 
that  wouki  have  outstripped  a  prize  pedestrian,  now  sank 
into  a  chair  with  a  jaded  weariness  that  no  mother  could 
have  seen  without  compassion.  He  seemed  since  the 
last  night  to  have  galloped  towards  the  last  stage  of  con- 
sumption. 

*'  Have  you  discovered  no  trace,  my  lord  ?  Speak, 
speak  I " 

"  Speak  —  certainly.  I  am  too  happy  to  relieve  your 
mind,  Mr.  Leslie.     What  fools  we  were?     Hal  hal" 

''Fools — how?"  faltered  Randal. 
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"  Of  course  ;  the  young  lady  was  at  her  father's  house 
all  the  time." 

"Eh?  what?" 

"And  is  there  now." 

"  It  is  not  possible  1 "  said  Randal,  in  the  hollow  dreamy 
tone  of  a  somnambulist.  "At  her  father's  house  —  at 
Korwood  I     Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"Sure." 

Randal  made  a  desperate  and  successful  effort  at  self- 
controL  "  Heaven  be  praised  I  "  he  cried.  "  And  just  as  I 
had  begun  to  suspect  the  Count — the  Marchesa :  for  I  find 
that  neither  of  them  slept  at  home  last  night ;  and  Levy 
told  me  that  the  Count  had  written  to  him,  requesting 
the  Baron  to  discharge  his  bills,  as  he  should  be  for  some 
time  absent  from  England." 

"  Indeed  I  Well,  that  is  nothing  to  us  —  very  much  to 
Baron  Levy,  if  he  executes  his  commission,  and  dis- 
charges the  bills.     What  I  are  you  going  already  ?  " 

"  Do  you  ask  such  a  question  ?  How  can  I  stay  ?  I 
must  go  to  Norwood  —  must  see  Yiolante  with  my  own 
eyes  I     Forgive  my  emotion  —  I  —  I " 

Randal  snatched  at  his  hat,  and  hurried  away.  The 
low  scornful  laugh  of  Harley  followed  him  as  he  went. 

"  I  have  no  more  doubt  of  his  guilt  than  Leonard  has. 
Yiolante  at  least  shall  not  be  the  prize  of  that  thin -lipped 
knave.  What  strange  fascination  can  he  possess,  that  he 
should  thus  bind  to  him  the  two  men  I  value  most  —  Aud- 
ley  Egerton  and  Alphonso  di  Serrano  ?  Both  so  wise  too  ! 
—  one  in  books,  one  in  action.   And  both  suspicious  men  I 
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While  I,  80  imprudently  trustful  and  frank  —  Ah  !  that  is 
the  reason  ;  our  natures  are  antipathetic  ;  cunning,  simu-. 
lation,  falsehood,  I  have  no  mercy,  no  pardon,  for  these. 
Woe  to  all  hypocrites  if  I  were  a  Grand  Inquisitor ! " 

*'  Mr.  Richard  Avenel,"  said  the  waiter,  throwing  open 
the  door. 

Harfey  caught  at  the  arm  of  the  chair  on  which  he  sate, 
and  grasped  it  nervously ;  while  his  eyes  became  fixed  in- 
tently on  the  form  of  the  gentleman  who  now  advanced 
into  the  room.     He  rose  with  an  eflfort. 

"  Mr.  Avenel !  "  he  said,  falteringly.  "  Did  I  hear  your 
name  aright  ?     Avenel  ?  " 

"Richard  Avenel,  at  your  service,  my  lord,"  answered 
Dick.  "My  family  is  not  unknown  to  you  ;  and  I  am  not 
ashamed  of  my  family,  though  my  parents  were  small 
Lansmere  tradesfolks.  And  I  am  —  a- hem !  —  a  citizen 
of  the  world,  and  well-to-do ! "  added  Dick,  dropping  his 
kid  gloves  into  his  hat,  and  then  placing  the  hat  on  the 
table,  with  the  air  of  an  old  acquaintance  who  wishes  to 
make  himself  at  home. 

Lord  L 'Estrange  bowed,  and  said,  as  he  reseated  him- 
self (Dick  being  firmly  seated  already)  —  "You  are  most 
welcome,  sir ;  and  if  there  be  anything  I  can  do  for  one 
of  your  name " 

"Thank  you,  my  lord,"  interrupted  Dick.  "I  want 
nothing  of  any  man.  A  bold  word  to  say  ;  but  I  say  it. 
Nevertheless,  I  should  not  have  presumed  to  call  on  your 
lordship,  unless,  indeed,  you  had  done  me  the  honor  to 
call  first  at  my  house,  Eaton  Square,  No,  *  *  *. —  I  should 
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not  haye  presumed  to  call,  if  it  had  not  been  on  business, 
I  may  say  —  national  business." 

Harley  bowed  again.  A  faint  smile  flitted  for  a  moment 
to  his  lip,  but,  vanishing,  gave  way  to  a  mournful,  absent 
expression  of  countenance,  as  he  scanned  the  handsome 
features  before  him,  and,  perhaps,  masculine  and  bold 
though  they  were,  still  discovered  something  of  a  family 
likeness  to  one  whose  beauty  had  once  been  his  ideal  of 
female  loveliness  ;  for  suddenly  he  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
and  said,  with  more  than  his  usual  cordial  sweetness, 
"  Business,  or  not  business,  let  us  speak  to  each  other  as 
friends  —  for  the  sake  of  a  name  that  takes  me  back  to 
Lansmere  —  to  my  youth.    I  listen  to  you  with  interest." 

Richard  Avenel,  much  surprised  by  this  unexpected 
kindliness,  and  touched  he  knew  not  why,  by  the  soft  and 
melancholy  tone  of  Harley's  voice,  warmly  pressed  the 
hand  held  out  to  him  ;  and,  seized  with  a  rare  fit  of  shy- 
ness, colored,  and  coughed,  and  hemmed,  and  looked  first 
down,  then  aside,  before  he  could  find  the  words  which 
were  generally  ready  enough  at  his  command. 

**  You  are  very  good,  Lord  L'Estrange ;  nothing  can 
be  handsomer.  I  feel  it  here,  my  lord,"  striking  his  buflf 
waistcoat — **I  do,  'pon  my  honor.  But  not  to  waste 
your  time  (time's  money),  I  come  to  the  point.  It  is 
about  the  borough  of  Lansmere.  Your  family  interest  is 
very  strong  in  that  borough.  But  excuse  me  if  I  say  that 
I  don't  think  you  are  aware  that  I  too  have  cooked  up  a 
pretty  considerable  interest  on  the  other  side.  ^  o  ofTence 
—  opinions  are  free.     And  the  popular  tide  runs  strong 
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with  ns  —  I  mean  with  me,  at  the  impending  crisis — that 
is,  at  the  next  election.  Now,  I  have  a  great  respect  for 
the  Earl,  your  father ;  and  so  have  those  who  brought  me 
into  the  world  ;  —  my  father,  John,  was  always  a  regular 
good  Blue  ;  - — and  my  respect  for  yourself  since  I  came 
into  this  room  has  gone  up  in  the  market  —  a  very  great 
rise  indeed  —  considerable.  So  I  should  just  like  to  see 
if  we  couH  set  our  heads  together,  and  settle  the  borough 
between  us  two,  in  a  snug  private  way,  as  public  men 
ought  to  do  when  they  get  together  —  nobody  else  by, 
and  no  necessity  for  that  sort  of  humbug  —  which  is  so 
common  in  this  rotten  old  country.     Eh,  my  lord  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Avenel,"  said  Harley,  slowly,  recovering  himself 
from  the  abstraction  with  which  he  had  listened  to  Dick's 
earlier  sentences,  *'  I  fear  I  do  not  quite  understand  you  ; 
but  I  have  no  other  interest  in  the  next  election  for  the 
borough  of  Lansmere,  than  as  may  serve  one  whom, 
whatever  be  your  politics,  you  must  acknowledge  to 
be " 

"A  humbug  ! " 

"  Mr.  Avenel,  you  cannot  mean  the  person  I  mean.  I 
speak  of  one  of  the  first  statesmen  of  our  time  —  of  Mr. 
Audley  Egerton  —  of " 

"A  stiff-necked  pompous " 

"My  earliest  and  dearest  friend." 

The  rebuke,  though  gently  said,  sufficed  to  silence  Dick 
for  a  moment ;  and  when  he  spoke  again,  it  was  in  an  al- 
tered tone. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,  I  am  sure.    Of  course,  I 
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can  say  nothing  disrespectful  of  your  friend ;  —  very  sorry 
that  he  is  your  friend.  In  that  case,  I  am  almost  afraid 
that  nothing  is  to  be  done.  But  Mr.  Audley  Egerton  has 
not  a  chance.  Let  me  convince  you  of  this. "  And  Dick 
pulled  out  a  little  book,  bound  neatly  in  red. 

*'  Canvass-book,  my  lord.  I  am  no  aristocrat.  I  don't 
pretend  to  carry  a  free  and  independent  constituency  in 
my  breeches-pocket.  Heaven  forbid  !  But,  as  a  practical 
man  of  business  —  what  I  do  is  done  properly.  Just  look 
at  this  book.  Well  kept,  eh  ?  Names,  promises,  incli- 
nations, public  opinions,  and  private  interests  of  every 
individual  Lansmere  elector  I  Now,  as  one  man  of  honor 
to  another,  I  show  you  this  book,  and  I  think  you  will 
see  that  we  have  a  clear  majority  of  at  least  eighty  votes 
as  against  Mr.  Egerton." 

"That  is  your  view  of  the  question,"  said  Harley, 
taking  the  book  and  glancing  over  the  names  catalogued 
and  ticketed  therein.  But  his  countenance  became  serious 
as  he  recognised  many  names  familiar  to  his  boyhood  as 
those  of  important  electors  on  the  Lansmere  side,  and 
which  he  now  found  transferred  to  the  hostile.  "But 
surely  there  are  persons  here  in  whom  you  deceive  your- 
self—  old  friends  of  my  family  —  staunch  supporters  of 
our  party." 

"  Exactly  so.  But  this  new  question  has  turned  all  old 
things  topsy-turvy.  No  relying  on  any  friend  of  yours. 
No  reliance  except  in  this  book  I "  said  Dick,  slapping 
the  red  cover  with  calm  but  ominous  emphasis. 

"  Now,  what  I  want  to  propose  is  this ;    Don't  let  the 
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Lansmere  interest  be  beaten  ;  it  would  vex  the  old  Eari 

—  go  to  his  heart,  I  am  sure." 
Harley  nodded. 

*'  And  the  Lansmere  interest  need  not  be  beaten,  if 
you'll  put  up  another  man  instead  of  this  red-tapist. 
(Beg  pardon.)     You  see  I  only  want  to  get  in  one  man 

—  you  want  to  get  in  another.  Why  not  ?  Now  there's 
a  smart  youth — connection  of  Mr.  Egerton's,  —  Randal 
Leslie.  I  have  no  objection  to  him,  though  he  is  of  your 
colors.  Withdraw  Mr.  Egerton,  and  I'll  withdraw  my 
second  man  before  it  comes  to  the  poll ;  and  so  we  shall 
halve  the  borough  slick  between  us.  That's  the  way  to 
do  business,  eh,  my  lord  ? " 

"  Randal  Leslie  !  Oh,  you  wish  to  bring  in  Mr.  Leslie  ? 
But  he  stands  with  Egerton,  not  against  him." 

"Ah  I  "  said  Dick,  smiling,  as  if  to  himself,  "  so  I  hear  ; 
and  we  could  bring  him  in  over  Egerton  without  saying 
a  word  to  you.  But  all  our  family  respect  yours,  and  so 
I  have  wished  to  do  the  thing  handsome  and  open.  Let 
the  Earl  and  your  party  be  content  with  young  Leslie." 

"  Young  Leslie  has  spoken  to  you  ?  " 

"  Not  as  to  my  coming  here.     Oh  no  —  that's  a  secret 

—  private  and  confidential,  my  lord.  And  now,  to  make 
matters  still  m-^re  smooth,  I  propose  that  my  man  shall 
be  one  to  your  lordship's  own  heart.  I  find  you  have 
been  very  kind  to  my  nephew;. —  does  you  credit,  my 
lord;  —  a  wonderful  young  man,  though  I  say  it.  I 
never  guessed  there  was  so  much  in  him.  Yet  all  the 
time  he  was  in  my  house,  he  had  in  his  desk  the  very 

Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


168  My  novel;   or, 

Bketch  of  an  invention  that  is  now  saving  me  from  ruia — 
from  positive  ruin  —  Baron  Levy —  the  King^s  Bench  — 
and  almighty  smash  I  Now,  such  a  young  man  ought  to 
be  in  Parliament.  I  like  to  bring  forward  a  relation  ; 
that  is,  when  he  does  one  credit ;  'tis  human  nature  and 
sacred  ties  —  one's  own  flesh  and  blood  ;  and  besides,  one 
hand  rubs  the  other,  and  one  leg  helps  on  the  other,  and 
relations  get  on  best  in  the  world  when  they  pull  together ; 
that  is,  supposing  that  they  are  the  proper  sort  of  rela- 
tions, and  pull  one  on,  not  down.  I  had  once  thought  of 
standing  for  Lansmere  myself — thought  of  it  very  lately. 
The  country  wants  men  like  me  —  I  know  that;  but  I 
have  an  idea  that  I  had  better  see  to  my  own  business. 
The  country  may,  or  may  not,  do  without  me,  stupid  old 
thing  that  she  is  I  But  my  mill  and  my  new  engines, 
there  is  no  doubt  that  they  cannot  do  without  me.  In 
short,  as  we  are  quite  alone,  and,  as  I  said  before,  there's  . 
no  kind  of  necessity  for  that  sort  of  humbug  which  exists 
when  other  people  are  present,  provide  elsewhere  for  Mr. 
Egerton,  whom  I  hate  like  poison  —  I  have  a  right  to  do 
that,  I  suppose,  without  offence  to  your  lordship  —  and 
the  two  younkers,  Lepnard  Fairfield  and  Randal  Leslie, 
shall  be  members  for  the  free  and  independent  borough 
of  Lansmere  I '' 

"  But  does  Leonard  wish  to  come  into  Parliament  ?  " 
"  No  :  he  says  not ;  but  that's  nonsense.     If  your  lord- 
ship will  just  signify  your  wish  that  he  should  not  lose 
this  noble  opportunity  to  raise  himself  in  life,  and  get 
something  handsome  out  of  the  nation,  I'm  sure  be  owes 
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»you  too  much  to  hesitate  — 'specially  when  'tis  to  his  own 
advantage.  And,  besides,  one  of  us  Avenels  ought  to 
be  in  Parliament.  And  if  I  have  not  the  time  and  learn- 
ing, and  so  forth,  and  he  has,  why,  it  stands  to  reason 
that  he  should  be  the  man.  And  if  he  can  do  something 
for  me  one  day  —  not  that  I  want  anything  — but  still  a 
Baronetcy  or  so  would  be  a  compliment  to  British  industry, 
and  be  appreciated  as  such  by  myself  and  the  public  at 
large  —  I  say,  if  he  could  do  something  of  that  sort,  it 
would  keep  up  the  whole  family ;  and  if  he  can't,  why, 
I'll  forgive  him." 

"Avenel,"  said  Harley,  with  that  familiar  and  gracious 
charm  of  manner  which  few  ever  could  resist — **Avenel, 
if,  as  a  great  personal  favor  to  myself — to  me,  your  fellow- 
townsman  (I  was  born  at  Lansmere)  —  if  I  asked  you  to 
forego  your  grudge  against  Audley  Egerton,  whatever 
that  grudge  be,  and  not  oppose  his  election,  while  our 
party  would  not  oppose  your  nephew's  —  could  you  not 
oblige  me  ?  Come,  for  the  sake  of  dear  Lansmere,  and 
all  the  old  kindly  feelings  between  your  family  and  mine, 
say  ^  Yes  —  so  shall  it  be.'" 

RichM'd  Avenel  was  almost  melted.  He  turned  away 
his  face ;  but  there  suddenly  rose  to  his  recollection  the 
scornful  brow  of  Audley  Egerton,  the  lofty  contempt 
with  which  /?e,  then  the  worshipful  Mayor  of  Screwstown, 
had  been  shown  out  of  the  Minister's  office-room ;  and, 
the  blood  rushing  over  his  cheeks,  he  stamped  his  foot  on 
the  floor,  and  exclaimed,  angrily,  *'  No ;  I  swore  that 
Awdley  Egerton  should  smart  for  his  insolence  to  me,  as 

£Y.-_15  ^        , 
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sure  fts  my  name  be  Richard  Avenel ;  and  all  the  soft 
soap  in  the  world  will  not  wash  out  that  oath.  So  there 
is  nothing  for  it  but  for  you  to  withdraw  that  man,  or  for 
me  to  defeat  him.  And  I  would  do  so,  ay  —  and  in  the 
way  that  could  most  gall  him,  if  it  cost  me  half  my  for- 
tune. But  it  will  not  cost  that,"  said  Dick,  cooling,  "  nor 
anything  like  it ;  for  when  the  popular  tide  runs  in  one's 
faYor,  'tis  astonishing  how  cheap  an  election  may  be.  It 
will  cost  hiin  enough  though,  and  all  for  nothing  —  worse 
than  nothing.     Think  of  it,  my  lord." 

"  I  will,  Mr.  Avenel.  And  I  say,  in  my  turn,  that  my 
friendship  is  as  strong  as  your  hate  ;  and  that  if  it  costs 
me,  not  half,  but  my  whole  fortune,  Audley  Egerton  shall 
come  in  without  a  shilling  of  expense  to  himself,  should 
we  once' decide  that  he  stand  the  contest." 

"  Very  well,  my  lord  —  very  well,"  said  Dick,  stiffly,  and 
drawing  on  his  kid  gloves ;  "  we'll  see  if  the  aristocracy 
is  always  to  ride  over  the  free  choice  of  the  people  in  this 
way.  But  the  people  are  roused,  my  lord.  The  March 
of  Enlightenment  is  commenced  —  the  Schoolmaster  is 
abroad,  and  the  British  Lion " 

'*  Nobody  here  but  ourselves,  my  dear  Avenel.  Is  not 
this  rather  what  you  call  —  humbug  f^^ 

Dick  started,  stared,  colored,  and  then  burst  out  laugb- 
ing  —  *'  Give  us  your  hand  again,  my  lord.  You  are  a 
good  fellow,  that  you  are.     And  for  your  sake  -^ — " 

"  You'll  not  oppose  Egerton  ?  " 

"  Tooth  and  nail  —  tooth  and  nail ! "  cried  Dick,  clap- 
ping  his  hands  to  his  ears,  and  fairly  running  out  of  the 
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There  passed  over  Harley's  countenance  that  change 
BO  frequent  to  it  —  more  frequent,  indeed,  to  the  gay 
children  of  the  world  than  those  of  consistent  tempers 
and  uniform  habits  might  suppose.  There  is  many  a  man 
whom  we  call  friend,  and  whose  face  seems  familiar  to  us 
as  our  own ;  yet,  could  we  but  take  a  glimpse  of  him 
when  we  leave  his  presence,  and  he  sinks  back  into  his 
chair  alone,  we  should  sigh  to  see  how  often  the  smile  on 
the  frankest  lip  is  but  a  bravery  of  the  drill,  only  worn 
when  on  parade. 

What  thoughts  did  the  visit  of  Richard  Avenel  bequeath 
to  Harley?     It  were  hard  to  define  them. 

In  his  place,  an  Audley  Egerton  would  have  taken  some 
comfort  from  the  visit  —  would  have  murmured,  "  Thank 
Heaven  I  I  have  not  to  present  to  the  world  that  terrible 
man  as  my  brother-in-law."  But  probably  Harley  had 
escaped,  in  his  reverie,  from  Richard  Avenel  altogether. 
Even  as  the  slightest  incident  in  the  day-time  causes  our 
dreams  at  night,  but  is  itself  clean  forgotten  —  so  the 
name,  so  the  look  of  the  visitor,  might  have  sufficed  but 
to  influence  a  vision  —  as  remote  from  its  casual  suggester, 
as  what  we  call  real  life  is  from  that  life  much  more  real, 
that  we  imagine,  or  remember,  in  the  haunted  chambers 
of  the  brain.  For  what  is  real  life?  How  little  the 
things  actually  doing  around  us  affect  the  springs  of  our 
sorrow  or  joy  ;  but  the  life  which  our  dulness  calls  romance 
—  the  sentiment,  the  remembrance,  the  hope,  and  the 
fear,  that  are  never  seen  in  the  toil  of  our  hands  —  never 
heard  in  the  jargon  on  our  lips  ;  —  from  that  life  all  spin, 
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a=  the  spider  from  its  eD trails,  the  web  by  which  we  han^ 
in  the  sunbeam,  or  glide  out  of  sight  into  the  shelter  of 
home. 

"  I  must  not  think,"  said  Harley,  rousing  himself  with 
a  sigh,  "  either  of  past  or  present.  L^t  me  hurry  on  to 
some  fancied  future.  *  Happiest  are  the  marriages,'  said 
the  French  philosopher,  and  still  says  many  a  sage,  *  in 
which  man  asks  only  the  mild  companion,  and  woman  but 
the  calm  protector.'     I  will  go  to  Helen." 

He  rose  ;  and  as  he  was  about  to  lock  up  his  escritoire^ 
he  remembered  the  papers  which  Leonard  had  requested 
him  to  read.  He  took  them  from  their  deposit  with  a 
careless  hand,  intending  to  carry  them  with  him  to  his 
father's  house.  But  as  his  eye  fell  upon  the  characters, 
the  hand  suddenly  trembled,  and  he  recoiled  some  paces, 
as  if  struck  by  a  violent  blow.  Then,  gazing  more  in- 
tently on  the  writing,  a  low  cry  broke  from  his  lips.  He 
reseated  himself,  and  began  to  read.* 


CHAPTER  XI. 

Randal  —  with  many  misgivings  at  Lord  L'Estrange's 
tone,  in  which  he  was  at  no  loss  to  detect  a  latent  irony 
—  proceeded  to  Norwood.  He  found  Riccabocca  ex- 
ceedingly cold  and  distant.  But  he  soon  brought  that 
sage  to  communicate  the  suspicions  which  Lord  L'Bs- 
trange  had  instilled  into  his  mind,  and  these  Randal  was 
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as  speedily  enabled  to  dispel.  He  accounted  at  once  for 
his  Tisits  to  Levy  and  Pesehiera.  Naturally  he  had 
sought  Levy,  an  acquaintance  of  his  own — nay,  of  Audley 
Bgerton's ;  but  whom  he  knew  to  be  professionally  em- 
ployed by  the  Count.  He  had  succeeded  in  extracting 
from  the  Baron,  Peschiera^s  suspicious  change  of  lodg- 
ment from  Mivart's  Hotel  to  the  purlieus  of  Leicester 
Square  ;  —  had  called  there  on  the  Count  —  forced  an 
entrance  —  openly  accused  him  of  abstracting  Yiolante ; 
high  words  had  passed  between  them  —  even  a  challenge. 
Randal  produced  a  note  fh)m  a  military  friend  of  his, 
whom  he  had  sent  to  the  Count  an  hour  after  quitting 
the  hotel.  This  note  stated  that  arrangements  were  made 
for  a  meeting  near  Lord's  Cricket  Ground,  at  seven 
o'clock  the  next  morning.  Randal  submitted  to  Ricca- 
bocca  another  formal  memorandum  from  the  same  warlike 
friend — to  the  purport  that  Randal  and  himself  had  re- 
paired to  the  ground,  and  no  Count  been  forthcoming. 
It  must  be  owned  that  Randal  had  taken  all  suitable  pre- 
cautions to  clear  himself.  Such  a  man  is  not  to  blame 
for  want  of  invention,  if  he  be  sometimes  doomed  to  fail. 
"I  then,  much  alarmed,"  continued  Randal,  ^'hastened 
to  Baron  Levy,  who  informed  me  that  the  Count  had 
written  him  word  that  he  should  be  for  some  time  absent 
from  England.  Rushing  thence,  in  despair,  to  your 
friend  Lord  L'Estrange,  I  heard  that  your  daughter  was 
safe  with  you.  And  though,  as  I  have  just  proved,  I 
would  have  risked  ray  life  against  so  notorious  a  duellist 
t^s  the  'Count,  on  the  mere  chance  of  preserving  Yiolante 
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from  his  supposed  designs,  I  am  rejoiced  to  think  that 
she  had  no  need  of  my  unskilful  arm.  But  how  and  why 
can  the  Count  have  left  England  after  accepting  a  chal- 
lenge ?  A  man  so  sure  of  his  weapon,  too — reputed  to 
be  as  fearless  of  danger  as  he  is  blunt  in  conscience.  Ex- 
plain ; —  you  who  know  mankind  so  well — explain.  I 
cannot." 

The  philosopher  could  not  resist  the  pleasure  of  narra- 
ting the  detection  and  humiliation  of  his  foe  —  the  wit, 
ingenuity,  and  readiness  of  his  friend.  So  Randal  learned, 
by  little  and  little,  the  whole  drama  of  the  preceding 
night.  He  saw,  then,  that  the  exile  had  all  reasonable 
hope  of  speedy  restoration  to  rank  and  wealth.  Violante, 
indeed,  would  be  a  brilliant  prize — too  brilliant,  perhaps, 
for  Randal  —  but  not  to  be  sacrificed  without  an  effort. 
Therefore  wringing  convulsively  the  hand  of  his  meditated 
father-in-law,  and  turning  away  his  head  as  if  to  conceal 
his  emotioiTs,  the  ingenuous  young  suitor  faltered  forth — 
"  That  now  Dr.  Biccabocca  was  so  soon  to  vanish  into 
the  Duke  di  Serrano,  he  —  Randal  Leslie  of  Rood,  born 
a  gentleman,  indeed,  but  of  fallen  fortunes — had  no  right 
to  claim  the  promise  which  had  been  given  to  him  while 
a  father  had  cause  to  fear  for  a  daughter's  future ;  with 
the  fear  ceased  the  promise.  Might.  Heaven  bless  father 
and  daughter  both  I  " 

This  address  touched  both  the  heart  and  honor  of  the 
exile.  Randal  Leslie  knew  his  man.  And  though,  before 
RandaPs  visit,  Riccabocca  was  not  quite  so  much  a 
philosopher,  but  what  he  would  have  been  well  pleased  co 
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have  found  himself  released,  by  proof  of  the  young  man's 
treachery,  from  an  alliance  below  the  rank  to  which  he 
had  all  chance  of  early  restoration  ;  yet  no  Spaniard  was 
ever  more  tenacious  of  plighted  word  than  this  inconsist- 
ent pupil  of  the  profound  Florentine,  And  Randal's 
probity  being  now  clear  to  him,  he  repeated  with  stately 
formalities,  his  previous  offer  of  Yiolante's  hand. 

*'  But,"  still  falteringly  sighed  the  provident  and  far- 
calculating  Randal  —  "but  your  only  child,  your  sole 
heiress  1  Oh,  might  not  your  consent  to  such  a  marriage 
(if  known  before  your  recall)  jeopardise  your  cause  ? 
Your  lands,  your  principalities,  to  devolve  on  the  child 
of  an  humble  Englishman  I  I  dare  not  believe  it.  Ah, 
would  Yiolante  were  not  your  heiress ! " 

"A  noble  wish,"  said  Rictabocca,  smiling  blandly, 
"  and  one  that  the  Fates  will  realise.  Cheer  up  ;  Yiolante 
will  not  be  my  heiress." 

"  Ah/'  cried  Randal,  drawing  a  long  breath  —  "  ah, 
what  do  I  hear  1 " 

"  Hist  I  I  shall  soon  a  second  time  be  a  father.  And, 
to  judge  by  the  unerring  researches  of  writers  upon  that 
most  interesting  of  all  subjects,  parturitive  science,  I  shall 
be  the  father  of  a  son.  He  will,  of  course,  succeed  to  the 
titles  of  Serrano.     And  Yiolante " 

"  Will  have  nothing,  I  suppose  I  "  exclaimed  Randal, 
trying  his  best  to  look  overjoyed,  till  he  had  got  his  paws 
out  of  the  trap  into  which  he  had  so  incautiously  thrust 
them. 

"  Nay,  her  portion  by  our  laws  —  to  say  nothing  of  my 
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affection  —  would  far  exceed  the  ordinary  dower  which 
the  daughters  of  London  merchants  bring  to  the  sons  of 
British  peers.  Whoever  marries  Yiolante,  provided  I 
regain  my  estates,  must  submit  to  the  cares  which  the 
poets  assure  us  ever  attend  on  wealth." 

"  Oh  1 "  groaned  Randal,  as  if  already  bowed  beneath 
the  cares,  and  sympathising  with  the  poets. 

"And  now,  let  me  present  you  to  your  betrothed." 
Although  poor  Randal  had  been  remorselessly  hurried 
along  what  Schiller  calls  the  "gamut  of  feeling,"  during 
the  last  three  minutes,  down  to  the  deep  chord  of  despair 
at  the  abrupt  intelligence  that  his  betrothed  was  no 
heiress  after  all;  thence* ascending  to  vibrations  of  pleas- 
ant doubt  as  to  the  unborn  usurper  of  her  rights,  accord- 
ing to  the  prophecies  of  parturitive  science ;  and  lastly, 
swelling  into  a  concord  of  all  gwcet  thoughts  at  the 
assurance  that,  come  what  might,  she  would  be  a  wealthier 
bride*  than  a  peer's  son  could  discover  in  the  matrimonial 
Potosi  of  Lombard  Street ;  still  the  tormented  lover  was 
not  there  allowed  to  repose  his  exhausted  though  ravished 
soul.  For,  at  the  idea  of  personally  confronting  the 
destined  bride — whose  very  existence  had  almost  vanished 
from  his  mind's  eye,  amidst  the  golden  showers  that  it 
saw  falling  divinely  round  her  —  Randal  was  suddenly 
reminded  of  the  exceeding  bluntness  with  which,  at  their 
last  interview,  it  had  been  his  policy  to  announce  his 
suit,  and  of  the  necessity  of  an  impromptu /cfise^^o  suited 
to  the  new  variations  that  tossed  him  again  to  and  fro  on 
the  merciless  gamut.     However,  he  could  not  recoil  from 
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her  father's  proposition,  though,  in  order  to  prepare 
Riceabocca  for  Violante's  representation,  he  confessed 
pathetically  that  his  impatience  to  obtain  her  consent, 
and  baffle  Peschiera,  had  made  him  appear  a  rude  and 
presumptuous  wooer.  The  philosopher,  who  was  disposed 
to  believe  one  kind  of  courtship  to  be  much  the  same  as 
another,  in  cases  where  the  result  of  all  courtships  was 
once  predetermined  —  smiled  benignly,  patted  Randal's 
thin  cheek  with  a  "  Pooh,  pooh,  pazzie ! "  and  left  the 
rdom  to  summon  Violante. 

"  If  knowledge  be  power,"  soliloquised  Randal,  "  ability 
is  certainly  good  luck,  as  Miss  Edgeworth  shows  in  that 
story  of  Murad  the  Unlucky,  which  I  read  at  Eton  ;  very 
clever  story  it  is,  too.  So  nothing  comes  amiss  to  me. 
Violante's  escape,  which  has  cost  me  the  Count's  ten 
thousand  pounds,  proves  to  be  worth  to  me,  I  dare  say, 
ten  times  as  much.  No  doubt  she'll  have  a  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  at  the  least.  And  then,  if  her  father  have 
no  other  child,  after  all,  or  the  child  he  expects  die  in  in- 
fancy, why,  once  reconciled  to  his  government  and  restored 
to  his  estates,  the  law  must  take  its  usual  course,  and 
Yiolante  will  be  the  greatest  heiress  in  Europe.  As  to 
the  young  lady  herself,  I  confess  she  rather  awes  me ;  I 
know  1  shall  be  henpecked.  Well,  all  respectable  hus- 
bands are.  There  is  something  scampish  and  ruffianly  in 
not  being  henpecked."  Here  Randal's  smile  might  have 
harmonized  well  with  Pluto's  "  iron  tears ;  "  but,  iron  as 
the  smile  was,  the  serious  young  man  was  ashamed  of  it. 
"What  am  I  about?"  said  he,  half  aloud,  "chuckling  to 
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myself  and  wasting  time,  when  I  ought  to  be  thinking 
gravely  how  to  explain  away  my  former  cayalier  court- 
ship ?  Such  a  masterpiece  as  I  thought  it  then  !  Bat 
who  could  foresee  the  turn  things  would  take  ?  Let  me 
think ;  let  me  think.     Plague  on  it,  here  she  comes." 

But  Randal  had  not  the  fine  ear  of  your  more  romantic 
lover ;  and,  to  his  great  relief,  the  exile  entered  the  room 
unaccompanied  by  Violante.  Riccabocca  looked  some- 
what embarrassed. 

"  My  dear  Leslie,  you  must  excuse  my  daughter  to-day ; 
she  is  still  suffering  from  the  agitation  she  has  gone 
through,  and  cannot  see  you." 

The  lover  tried  not  to  look  too  delighted. 

*'  Cruel,"  said  he  ;  "yet  I  would  not  for  worlds  force 
myself  on  her  presence.  I  hope,  duke,  that  she  will  not 
find  it  too  difficult  to  obey  the  commands  which  dispose 
of  her  hand,  and  intrust  her  happiness  to  my  grateful 
charge." 

"To  be  plain  with  you,  Randal,  she  does  at  present 
seem  to  find  it  more  difficult  than  I  foresaw.  She  even 
talks  of " 

"Another  attachment  —  Oh,  heavens  I " 

"Attachment,  pazzief  Whom  has  she  seen  ?  No  —  a 
convent  I  But  leave  it  to  me.  In  a  calmer  hour  she  will 
comprehend  that  a  child  must  know  no  lot  more  enviable 
and  holy  than  that  of  redeeming  a  father's  honor.  And 
now,  if  you  are  returning  to  London,  may  I  ask  you  to 
convey  to  young  Mr.  Hazeldean  my  assurances  of  undying 
gratitude  for  his  share  in  my  daughter's  delivery  from  thftt 
poor  baffled  swindler." 
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It  is  noticeable  that,  now  Peschiera  was  no  longer  an 
object  of  dread  to  the  nervous  father,  he  became  but  an 
object  of  pity  to  the  philosopher,  and  of  contempt  to  the 
grandee. 

"  True,"  said  Randal,  *'you  told  me  Frank  had  a  share 
in  Lord  L'Estrange's  very  clever  and  dramatic  device. 
My  Lord  must  be  by  nature  a  fine  actor  —  comic,  with  a 
touch  of  melodrame !  Poor  Frank  I  apparently  he  has 
lost  the  woman  he  adored  —  Beatrice  di  Negra.  You 
Bay  she  has  accompanied  the  Count.  Is  the  marriage  \hat 
was  to  be  between  her  and  Frank  broken  off  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  know  such  a  marriage  was  contemplated 
I  understood  her  to  be  attached  to  another.  Not  that 
that  is  any  reason  why  she  should  not  have  married  Mr. 
Hazeldean.  Express  to  him  my  congratulations  on  his 
escape." 

"  Nay,  he  must  not  know  that  I  have  inadvertently  be- 
trayed his  confidence  ;  but  you  now  guess,  what  perhaps 
puzzled  you  before  —  viz.,  how  I  came  to  be  so  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  Count  and  his  movements.  I  was  so 
intimate  with  my  relation  Frank,  and  Frank  was  affianced 
to  the  Marchesa." 

"  I  am  glad  you  give  me  that  explanation  ;  it  suffices. 
After  all,  the  Marchesa  is  not  by  nature  a  bad  woman  — 
that  is,  not  worse  than  women  generally  are,  so  Harley 
Bays,  and  Viol  ante  forgives  and  excuses  her." 

"  Generous  Violante  I  But  it  is  true.  So  much  did  the 
Marchesa  appear  to  me  possessed  of  fine,  though  ill-regu- 
lated qualities,  that  I  always  considered  her  disposed  to 
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aid  in  frustrating  her  brother's  criminal  designs.     Sol 
even  said,  if  I  remember  right,  to  Violante." 

Dropping  this  prudent  and  precautionary  sentence,  in 
order  to  guard  against  anything  Violante  might  say  as  to 
that  subtle  mention  of  Beatrice  which  had  predisposed 
her  to  confide  in  the  Marchesa,  Randal  then  hurried  on, 
— "  But  you  want  repose.  I  leave  you,  the  happiest,  the 
most  gratefulof  men.  I  will  give  your  courteous  message 
to  Frank." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Curious  to  learn  what  had  passed  between  Beatrice 
and  Frank,  and  deeply  interested  in  all  that  could  oust 
Frank  out  of  the  Squire's  good-will,  or  aught  that  could 
injure  his  own  prospects,  by  tending  to  unite  son  and 
father,  Randal  was  not  slow  in  reaching  his  young  kins- 
man's lodgings.  It  might  be  supposed  that  having,  in 
all  probability,  just  secured  so  grea^  a  fortune  as  would 
accompany  Violsmte's  hand,  Randal  might  be  indifferent 
to  the  success  of  his  scheme  on  the  Hazeldean  exchequer. 
Such  a  supposition  would  grievously  wrong  this  profound 
young  man.  For,  in  the  first  place,  Yiolante  was  not  yet 
won,  nor  her  father  yet  restored  to  the  estates  which  would 
defray  her  dower ;  and,  in  the  next  place,  ^andal^  like 
lago,  loved  villany  for  the  genius  it  called  forth  in  him 
The  sole  luxury  the  abstemious  aspirer  allowed  to  hina- 
self  was  that  which  is  found  in  intellectual  restlessAOss 
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Untempted  by  wine,  dead  to  love,  un amused  by  pleasure, 
indifferent  to  the  arts,  despising  literature,  save  as  means 
to  some  end  of  power,  Randal  Leslie  was  the  incarnation 
of  thought,  hatched  out  of  the  corruption  of  will.  At 
twilight  we  see  thin  airy  spectral  insects,  all  wing  and 
nippers,  hovering,  as  if  they  could  never  pause,  over  some 
sullen  mephitic  pool.  Just  so,  methinks,  hover  over 
Acheron  such  gnat-like,  noiseless  soarers  into  gloomy  air 
out  af  Stygian  deeps,  as  are  the  thoughts  of  spirits  like 
Randal  Leslie's.  Wings  have  they,  but  only  the  better 
to  pounce  down  —  draw  their  nutriment  from  unguarded 
material  cuticles ;  and  just  when,  maddened,  you  strike, 
and  exulting  exclaim,  "  Caught  by  Jove  1 "  wh — irr  flies 
the  diaphanous  ghostly  larva,  and  your  blow  falls  on  your 
own  twice-offended  cheek. 

The  young  men  who  were  acquainted  with  Randal  said 
he  had  not  a  vice !  The  fact  being,  that  his  whole  com- 
position was  one  epic  vice,  so  elaborately  constructed  that 
it  had  not  an  episode  which  a  critic  could  call  irrelevant. 
<Jraad  young  man  1 

"  But,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Randal,  as  soon  as  he  had 
learned  from  Frank  all  that  had  passed  on  board  the  vessel 
J>etween  him  and  Beat^rice,  **  I  cannot  believe  this.  '  Never 
loved  you  I '  What  was  her  object,  then,  in  deceiving, 
not  only  you,  but  myself?  I  suspect  her  declaration  was 
but  some  heroical  refinement  of  generosity.  After  her 
brother's  dejection  and  probable  ruin,"  she  might  feel  that 
she  was  no  match  for  you.     Then,  too,  the  Squire's  dis- 

IV.  — 16 
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pleasure.  I  see  it  all — just  like  her — -noble,  unhappy 
woman  I " 

Frank  shook  his  head.  "  There  are  moments,"  said 
he,  with  a  wisdom  that  comes  out  of  those  instincts  which 
awake  from  the  depths  of  youth's  first  great  sorrow  — 
"moments  when  a  woman  cannot  feign,  and  there  are 
tones  in  the  voice  of  a  woman  which  men  cannot  misin- 
terpret. She  does  not  lt)ve  me — she  never  did  love  me  ; 
I  can  see  that  her  heart  has  been  elsewhere.  No  matter 
— all  is  over.  I  don't  deny  that  I  am  suffering  an  intense 
grief ;  it  gnaws  like  a  kind  of  sullen  hunger ;  and  I  feel 
so  broken,  too,  as  if  I  had  grown  old,  and  there  was  no- 
thing left  worth  living  for.     I  don't  deny  all  that." 

"  My  poor  dear  friend,  if  you  would  but  believe " 

"  I  don't  want  to  believe  anything,  except  that  I  have 
been  a  great  fool.  I  don't  think  I  can  ever  commit  such 
follies  again.  But  I'm  a  man.  I  shall  get  the  better  of 
this  ;  I  should  despise  myself  if  I  could  not.  And  now 
let  us  talk  of  my  dear  father.     Has  he  left  town  ?  " 

"  Left  last  night,  by  the  mail.  You  can  write  and  teU 
him  you  have  given  up  the  Marchesa,  and  all  will  be  well 
again  between  you." 

*^  Give  her  up  I  Fie,  Randal  I  Do  you  think  I  should 
tell  such  a  lie  ?  —  She  gave  me  up  ;  I  can  claim  no  merit 
out  of  that." 

''  Oh,  yes  I  I  can  make  the  Squire  see  all  to  your  ad- 
vantage. Oh,  if  it  were  only  the  Marchesa  I  but,  alas  1 
that  cursed  post-obit !  How  could  Levy  betray  you  ? 
Never  trust  to  usurers   again;    they  cannot  resist  the 
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temptation  of  a  speedy  profit.  They  first  buy  the  son, 
and  then  sell  him  to  the  father.  And  the  Squire  has 
such  strange  notions  on  matters  of  this  kind." 

"  He  is  right  to  have  them.  There,  just  read  this  letter 
from  my  mother.  It  came  to  me  this  morning.  I  could 
hang  myself,  if  I  were  a  dog  ;  but  I'm  a  man,  and  so  I 
must  bear  it." 

Randal  took  Mrs.  Hazeldean's  letter  from  Frank's  trem- 
bling hand.  —  The  poor  mother  had  learned,  though  but 
imperfectly,  Frank's  misdeeds  ft*om  some  hurried  lines 
which  the  Squire  had  despatched  to  her ;  and  she  wrote, 
as  good,  indulgent,  but  sensible,  right-minded  mothers 
alone  can  write.  More  lenient  to  an  imprud«yit  love  than 
the  Squire,  she  touched  with  discreet  tenderness  on  Frank's 
rash  engagements  with  a  foreigner,  but  severely  on  his 
own  open  defiance  of  his  father's  wishes.  Her  anger 
was,  however,  reserved  for  that  unholy  post-obit.  Here 
the  hearty,  genial  wife's  love  overcame  the  mother's  affec- 
tion. To  count,  in  cold  blood,  on  that  husband's  death, 
and  to  wound  his  heart  so  keenly,  just  where  its  jealous 
fatherly  fondness  made  it  most  susceptible  I 

'*  O  Frank,  Frank  I "  wrote  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  "  were  it 
not  for  this,  were  it  only  for  your  unfortunate  attachment 
to  the  Italian  lady,  only  for  your  debts,  only  for  the  errors 
of  hasty,  extravagant  youth,  I  should  be  with  you  now — 
my  arms  round  your  neck,  kissing  you,  chiding  you  Iwujk 
to  your  father's  heart.  But  —  but  the  thought  that  be- 
tween you  and  his  heart  has  been  the  sordid  calculation 
n.  2s 
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of  his  death  —  thcU  is  a  wall  between  qs.  I  cannot  com« 
near  you.  I  should  not  like  to  look  on  your  face,  and 
think  how  my  William's  tears  fell  orer  it,  when  I  placed 
you,  new  born,  in  his  arms,  aaad  bade  him  welcome  his 
heir.  What  I  you  a  mere  boy  still,  your  father  yet  in  the 
prime  of  life,  and  the  heir  cannot  wait  till  nature  leavefi 
him  fatherless.  Frank,  Frank  I  this  is  so  mililre  yoa. 
Can  London  hare  rtnxitd  already  a  disposition  so  honest 
and  affectionate  ?-^No  ;  I  cannot  bdieve  it.  There  must 
be  some  mistake;.  Clear*  it  up,  I  implore  you  ;  or,  though 
as  a  mother  I  pity  you,  as  a  wife  I  cannot  forgive. 

"Habribt  Hazbldean<" 

Even  Randal  was  affected  by  the  letter;  for,  as  we 
know,  even  Randal  felt  in  his  own  person  the  strength 
of  family  ties.  The  poor  Squire's  choler  and  bluflfness 
had  disguised  the  parental  heart  from  an  eye  that,  how- 
ever acute,  had  not  been  willing  to  search  for  it ;  and 
Randal,  ever  affected  throu^  his  int^lleet,  had  despised 
the  very  weakne^  on  which  he  had  preyed.  But  the 
mother's  letter,  so  just  and  sensible  (allowing  that  the 
Squire's  opinions  had  naturally  influenced  the  wife  to 
take,  what  men  of  the  world  would  call  a  v^ry  exaggerated 
view  of  the  every-day  occurrence  of  loans  raised  by  a 
son,  payable  only  at  a  father's  death),-— *thia  letter,  1  iSay, 
if  exaggerated  according  to  fashionable  i*odons,  so  sen- 
sible if  judged  by  natural  affections,  touched  the  dull 
neart  of  the  schemer,  because  approved  by  the  quick  tact 
of  his  intelligence. 
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"Frank,"  said  he,  with  a  sincerity  that  afterwards 
amazed  himself,  '\  go  down  at  once  to  Hazeldean  —  sce 
yonr  mother,  and  explain  to  her  how  this  transaction 
really  happened:  The  woman  yoa  loved,  and  wooed  as 
wife,  in  danger  of  an  arrest  —  your  distraction  of  mind, 
Levy's  comnsels  —  yonr  hope  to  pay  off  the  debt,  so  in- 
curred to  the  nsnrer,  from  the  fortune  you  would  shortly 
receive  with  th€  Marchesa.  Speak  to  your  mother — she 
is  a  woman ;  women  have  a  common  interest  in  forgiving 
all  fanlts  that  arise  from  the  source  of  their  power  over 
us  men  ;  —  I  mean  love.     Go  I " 

"  No  —  I  cannot  go ;  —yon  see  she  would  not  like  to 
look  on  my  face.  And  I  cannot  repeat  what  you  say  so 
glibly.  Besides,  somehow  or  othet,  as  I  am  so  dependent 
upon  my  father  -^  and  he  has  aald  as  much  —  I  feel  as  if 
it  would  be  mean  in  me  to  make  any  excuses.  I  did  the 
thing,  and  must  suffer  for  it.  But  I'm  a  m  —  an  —  no  — ^ 
I'm  not  a  man  here."     Frank  burst  into  tears. 

At  the  sight  of  those  tears,  Randal  gradually  recovered 
from  his  strange  aberration  into  vulgar  and  Ibw  humanity. 
His  habitual  contempt  for  his  kinsman  returned ;  and 
with  contempt  <3ame  the  natural  indifference  to  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  thifig  to  be  put  to  nee.  It  is  contempt  for  the 
worm  that  makes  the  angler  fix  it  on  the  hook,  and  observe 
with  complacency  that  the  vivacity  of  its  wriggles  will 
attract  the  bite.  If  the  worm  could  but  make  the  angler 
respect,  or  even  fear  it,  the  barb  would  find  some  other 
bait.  Few  anglers  would  impale  an  estimable  silkworm, 
16* 
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and  still  fewer  the  anglers  who  would  finger  into  service  t 
formidable  hornet. 

"  Pooh,  my  dear  Prank,"  said  Randal ;  "  I  have  given 
you  my  advice ;  you  reject  it.  Well,  what  then  will  you 
do?" 

*^  I  shall  asls  for  leave  of  absence,  and  run  awary  some- 
where," said  Frank,  drying  his  tears.  "  I  can't  face  Lon- 
don ;  I  can't  mix  with  others.  I  want  to  be  by  myself, 
and  wrestle  with  all  that  I  feel  here  —  in  my  heart.  Then 
I  shall  write  to  my  mother,  say  the  plain  truth,  and  leave 
her  to  judge  as  kindly  of  me  as  she  can." 

"  You  are  quite  right.  Yes,  leave  town  I  Why  not  ^o 
abroad  ?  You  have  never  been  abroad.  New  scenes  will 
distract  your  mind.     Run  over  to  Paris." 

" Not  to  Paris — I  don't  want  gaieties;  but  I  did  in- 
tend to  go  abroad  somewhere  —  any  dull  dismal  hole  of 
a  place.  Good-bye.  Don't  think  of  me  any  more  for  the 
present." 

"  But  let  me  know  where  you  go  !  and  meanwhile  I  will 
see  the  Squire." 

'*  Say  as  little  of  me  as  you  can  to  him.  I  know  you 
mean  most  kindly — but  oh,  how  I  wish  there  never  had 
been  any  third  person  between  me  and  my  fiAther  1  There : 
you  may  well  snatch  away  your  hand.  What  an  ungrate- 
ful wretch  to  you  I  am  I  I  do  believe  I  am  the  wickedest 
fellow.  What,  you  shake  hands  with  me  still.  My  dear 
Randal,  you  have  the  best  heart — God  bless  you."  Frank 
turned  away,  and  disappeared  within  his  dressing-room. 

*'  They  must  be  reconciled  now,  sooner  or  later — Squire 
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and  son," — said  Randal  to  himself,  as  he  left  the  lodgings. 
"  I  don't  see  how  I  can  prevent  that — the  Marchesa  being 
withdrawn  —  unless  Frank  does  it  for  me.  But  it  is  well 
he  should  be  abroad  —  something  may  be  made  out  of 
that :  meanwhile,  I  may  yet  do  all  that  I  could  reasonably 
hope  to  do  —  even  if  Frank  had  married  Beatrice — since 
he  was  not  to  be  disinherited.  Get  the  Squire  to  advance 
the  money  for  the  Thornhill  purchase  —  complete  the 
affair ;  —  this  marriage  with  Violante  will  help  ;  —  Levy 
must  know  that ;  secure  the  borough  ;  —  well  thought  of. 
I  will  go  to  AvenePs.  By  the  bye — by  the  bye  —  the 
Squire  might  as  well  keep  me  still  in  the  entail  after 
Frank  —  supposing  Frank  die  childless.  This  love  aflfair 
may  keep  him  long  from  marrying.  His  hand  was  very 
hot — a  hectic  color ;  —  those  strong-looking  fellows  often 
^o  off  in  a  rapid  decline,  especially  if  anything  preys  on 
their  minds  —  their  minds  are  so  very  small. 

"Ah — the  Hazeldean  Parson — and  with  Avenel  I  That 
young  man,  too  —  who  is  he  ?  I  have  seen  him  before 
somewhere.  My  dear  Mr.  Dale,  this  is  a  pleasant  sur- 
prise. I  thought  you  had  returned  to  Hazeldean  with  our 
Mend  the  Squire?" 

Me.  Dale.. —  The  Squire  I  Has  he  left  town,  and  with- 
out telling  me? 

Randal  (taking  aside  the  Parson). —  He  was  anxious 
to  get  back  to  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  who  was  naturally  very 
uneasy  about  her  son  and  this  foolish  marriage  ;  but  I  am 
happy  to  tell  you  that  that  marriage  is  effectually  and 
permanently  broken  off. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


188  mtnovel;  OR, 

Mr.  Dale. —  How,  how  ?  My  poor  friend  told  me  he 
had  wholly  failed  to  make  any  impression  on  Frank  — 
forbade  me  to  mention  the  subject.  I  was  jast  going  to 
see  Frank  myself.  I  always  had  some  influence  with  him. 
But,  Mr.  Leslie,  explain  this  very  sudden  and  happy  event 
—  the  marriage  broken  offl 

Randal.  — It  is  a  long  story,  and  I  dare  not  tell  you 
my  humble  share  in  it.  Nay,  I  must  keep  that  secret. 
Frank  might  not  forgive  me.  Suffice  it  that  you  have  my 
word  that  the  fair  Italian  has  left  England,  and  decidedly 
refused  Frank's  addresses.  But  stay — take  my  advice  — 
don't  go  to  him ;  —  yon  see  it  was  not  only  the  marriage 
that  has  offended  the  Squire,  but  some  pecuniary  transac- 
tions—  an  ttufortunate  post-obit  bond  on  the  Casino  pro- 
perty. Frank  ought  to  be  left  to  his  own  repentant 
reflections.  They  will  be  most  salutary  —  you  know  his 
temper  —  he  don't  bear  reproof  5  and  yet  it  is  better,  on 
the  other  hand,  not  to  let  him  treat  too  lightly  what  has 
passed.  Let  us  leave  him  to  himself  for  a  few  days.  He 
is  in  an  excellent  frame  of  mind. 

Mb.  Dale  (shaking  Randal's  hand  t^rarmly). — You 
speak  admirably  —  &  post-obit/ — so  often  as  he  has  heard 
his  father's  opinion  on  such  transactions.  No — ^I  will 
not  see  him  —  I  should  be  too  angry 

Randal  (leading  the  Parson  back,  resumes,  after  an 
exchange  of  salutations  with  A venel,  who,  meanwhile,  had 
been  conferring  with  his  nephew). — You  should  not  Ite  so 
long  away  from  your  rectory,  Mr.  Dale.  What  will  your 
parish  do  without  you  ? 
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Ma.  DAI4E.  —  The  old  fable  of  the  wheel  and  the  fly 
I  am  afraid  the  wheel  rolls  on  the  same.  Bat  if  I  am 
absent  from  my  parish,  I  am  still  in  tKe  company  of  one 
who  does  me  honor  as  an  old  parishioner.  You  remember 
Leonard  Fairfield,  your  antagonist  in  the  Battle  of  the 
Stocks? 

Mb.  a venel. —  My  nephew,  I  am  proud  to  say,  sir. 

Randal  bowed  with  marked  ciyility  —  Leonard  with  a 
reserve  no  le$s  marked. 

Mr,  Avenel  (ascribing  his  i^ephew's  reserve  to  shy- 
ness.)—  You  should  be  friends,  you  two  youngsters. 
Who  knowa  but  you  may  run  together  in  the  same  har- 
ness ?  Ah,  that  reminds  me,  Leslie  —  I  have  a  word  or 
two  to  say  to  you.  Your  servant,  Mr.  Dale.  Shall  be 
happy  to  present  you  to  Mrs.  Avenel.     My  card  —  Eaton 

Square — Number .    You  will  call  on  me  to-morrow^ 

Leonard.  And  mind,  I  shall  be  very  angry  if  you  persist 
in  your  refusal.  Such  an  opening  I  (Avenel  took  Ran- 
dal's arm»  ^hile  the  Parson  and  Iieonard  walked  on.) 

"Any  fresh  hints  as  to  Lansm^re  ?  "  asked  Randal. 

"  Yes ;  I  have  now  decided  on  the  plan  pf  contest.  We 
must  fight  two  and  two  —  you  and  Egerton  against  me 
and  (if  I  can  get  him  to  stand,  a^  I  hope)  my  nephew, 
Leonard." 

"Wh^tl"  said  Randal,  alarmed;  "then,  after  all,  I 
caa  hog^  for  no  fsapport  from  you  ? '' 

« I  don't  say  that;  but  I  have  reason  to  think  Lord 
L'BfiUwge  will  bestir  himself  actively  in  favor  of  Eger- 
t#tt,  .  If  «o,  it  will  be  a  very  sharp  contest ;  and  I  must 
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manage  the  whole  election  on  onr  side,  and  unite  all  onr 
shakj  votes,  which  I  can  best  do  by  standing  myself  in 
the  first  instance,  reserving  it  to  after-consideration 
whether  I  shall  throw  np  at  the  last ;  for  I  don't  par- 
ticularly want  to  come  in,  as  I  did  a  little  time  ago, 
before  I  had  found  out  my  nephew.  Wonderful  young 
man  !  —  with  such  a  head  —  will  do  me  credit  in  the  rotten 
old  House ;  and  I  think  I  had  best  leave  London,  go  to 
Screwstown,  and  look  to  my  business.  No  ;  if  Leonard 
stand,  I  must  first  see  to  get  him  in  ;  and  next,  to  keep 
Egerton  out.  It  will  probably,  therefore,  end  in  the  re- 
turn of  one  and  one  on  either  side,  as  we  thought  of  before. 
Leonard  on  our  side ;  and  Egerton  shan't  be  the  man  on 
the  other.     You  understand?" 

"  I  do,  my  dear  Avenel.  Of  course,  as  I  before  said, 
I  cant  dictate  to  your  party  whom  they  should  prefer — 
Egerton  or  myself.  And  it  will  be  obvious  to  the  public 
that  your  party  would  rather  defeat  so  eminent  an  adver- 
sary as  Mr.  Egerton,  than  a  tyro  in  politics  like  me.  Of 
course  I  cannot  scheme  for  such  a  result ;  it  would  be  mis- 
construed, and  damage  my  character.  But  I  rely  equally 
on  your  friendly  promise." 

"Promise!  No  —  I  dont  promise;  I  must  first  see 
how  the  cat  jumps ;  and  I  dont  know  yet  how  our  friends 
may  like  you,  nor  how  they  can  be  managed.  All  I  can 
say  is,  that  Audley  Egerton  shan't  be  M.  P.  for  Lansmere. 
Meanwhile,  you  will  take  care  not  to  commit  yourself  in 
speaking,  so  that  our  party  can't  vote  for  you  consistently : 
they  must  count  on  having  you  —  when  you  get  into  th« 
House."  "  Cc^c^i^Xo 
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"  I  am  not  a  violent  party-man  at  present,"  answered 
Randal,  prudently  ;  "  and  if  pnblic  opinion  prove  on  your 
side,  it  is  the  duty  of  a  statesman  to  go  with  the  times." 

*'  Very  sensibly  said ;  and  I  have  a  private  bill  or  two, 
and  some  other  little  jobs,  I  want  to  get  through  the 
House,  which  we  can  discuss  later,  should  it  come  to  a 
frank  understanding  between  us.  We  must  arrange  how 
to  meet  privately  at  Lansmere,  if  necessary.  I'll  see  to 
that.  I  shall  go  down  this  week.  I  think  of  taking  a 
hint  from  the  free  and  glorious  land  of  America,  and 
establishing  secret  caucuses.     Nothing  like  'em." 

"  Ciaucuses  ?  " 

"  Small  sub-committees  that  spy  on  their  men  night  and 
day,  and  don't  suffer  them  to  be  intimidated  to  vote  the 
other  way." 

"  You  have  an  extraordinary  head  for  public  affairs, 
Avenel.  You  should  come  into  Parliament  yourself; 
your  nephew  is  so  very  young." 

"So  are  you." 

"Yes;  but  I  know  the  world.     Does  he?" 

"  The  world  knows  him,  thongh  not  by  name,  and  he 
has  been  the  making  of  me." 

"How?     You  surprise  me." 

Avenel  first  explained  about  the  patent  which  Leonard 
had  secured  to  him  ;  and  next  confided,  upon  honor,  Leo- 
nard's identity  with  the  anonymous  author  whom  the  Par- 
son had  supposed  to  be  Professor  Moss. 

Kandal  Leslie  felt  a  jealous  pang.  What !  then  —  had 
this  village  boy  —  this  associate  of  John  Burley  (literary 
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vagabond,  whom  he  supposed  had  long  since  gone  to  the 
dogs,  and  been  buried  at  the  expense  of  the  parish)  — 
had  this  boy  so  triumphed  over  birth,  rearing,  circum- 
stance, that,  if  Randal  and  Leonard  had  met  together  in 
any  public  place,  and  Leonardos  identity  with  the  rising 
author  been  revealed,  every  eye  would  have  turned  from 
Randal  to  gaze  on  Leono-rd  ?  The  common  consent  of 
mankind  would  have  acknowledged  the  supreme  royalty 
of  genius,  when  it  once  leaves  its  solitude,  and  strides  into 
the  world.  What  I  was  this  rude  villager  the  child  of 
Fame,  who,  without  an  effort,  and  unconsciously,  had  in- 
spired in  the  wearied  heart  of  Beatrice  di  Kegra  a  love 
that  Randal  knew,  by  an  instinct,  no  arts,  ao  craft,  ooald 
ever  create  for  him  in  the  heart  of  woman  ?  And,  now, 
did  this  same  youth  stand  on  the  same  level  in  the  a^eat 
to  power  as  he,  the  well-born  Randal  Leslie,  the  accom- 
plished protege  of  the  superb  Audley  Egerton  ?  Were 
they  to  be  rivals  in  the  same  arena  of  practioal  busy  life  ? 
Randal  gnawed  his  quivering  lip. 

All  the  while,  however,  the  young  man  whom  he  so 
envied  was  a  prey  to  sorrows  deeper  far  than  could  ever 
find  room  or  footing  in  the  narrow  and  stony  heart  of  the 
unloving  schemer.  As  Leonard  walked  through  the 
crowded  streets  with  the  friend  and  monitor  of  his  child- 
hood, confiding  the  simple  tale  of  his  earlier  trials — when, 
amidst  the  wreck  of  fortune,  and  in  despair  of  fame,  the 
Child-angel  smiled  by  his  side,  like  Hope -^  all  renown 
seemed  to  him  so  barren,  all  the  future  so  dark  1  His 
voice  trembled;  and  his  countenance  became  so  sad,  that 
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his  benignant  listener,  divining  that  around  the  image  of 
Helen  there  clung  some  passionate  grief  that  over- 
shadowed all  worldly  success,  drew  Leonard  gently  and 
gently  on,  till  the  young  man,  long  yearning  for  some 
conidant,  told  him  all ;  — how,  faithful  through  long  years 
to  one  pure  and  ardent  memory,  Helen  had  been  seen  once 
uaore  —  the  child  ripened  to  woman,  and  the  memory  re- 
vealing itself  as  love. 

The  Parson  listened  with  a  mild  and  thoughtful  brow, 
which  expanded  iBto  a  more  cheerful  expression  as  Leon- 
ard closed  his  story. 

"  I  see  no  reason  to  despond,"  said  Mr.  Dale.  "  You 
fear  that  Miss  Digby  does  not  return  your  attachment ; 
you  dwell  upon  her  reserve  —  her  distant  though  kindly 
manner.  Cheer  up  I  All  young  ladies  are  under  the  in- 
fluence of  what  phrenologists  call  the  organ  of  Secretive- 
ness,  when  they  are  in  th«  society  of  the  object  of  their 
preference.  Just  as  you  describe  Miss  Digby's  manner 
to  you,  was  my  Carry's  manner  to  myself." 

The  Parson  here  indulged  in  a  very  appropriate  di- 
gression upon  female  modesty,  which  he  wound  up  by 
asserting,  that  that  estimable  virtue  became  more  and 
more  influenced  by  the  secretive  organ,  in  proportion  as 
the  favored  suitor  approached  near  and  nearer  to  a  definite 
proposal.  It  was  the  duty  of  a  gallant  and  honorable 
lover  to  make  that  proposal  in  distinct  and  orthodox 
form,  before  it  could  be  expected  that  a  young  lady 
should  commit  herself  and  the  dignity  of  her  sex  by  the 
slightest  hint  as  to  her  own  inclinations. 
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"  Next"  continued  the  Parson,  "  you  choose  to  torment 
yourself  by  contrasting  your  own  origin  and  fortunes  with 
the  altered  circumstances  of  Miss  Digby — the  ward  of 
Lord  L'Estrange,  the  guest  of  Lady  Lansmere.  You 
say  that  if  Lord  L'Bsta*ange  could  have  counteuanced 
such  a  union,  he  would  have  adopted  a  different  tone 
with  you  —  sounded  your  heart,  encouraged  your  hopes, 
and  so  forth.  I  view  things  differently.  I  have  reason 
to  do  so ;  and,  from  all  you  have  told  me  of  this  noble- 
man's interest  in  your  fttte,  I  venture  to  make  you  this 
promise,  that  if  Miss  Digby  would  accept  your  hand, 
Lord  L'Estrange  shall  ratify  her  choice." 

"My  dear  Mr.  Dale,"  cried  Leonard,  transported, 
"  you  make  me  that  promise  ?  " 

"  I  do  —  from  what  you  have  said,  and  from  what  I 
myself  know  of  Lord  L'Estrange.  Go,  then,  at  once  to 
Knightsbridge — see  Miss  Digby — show  her  your  heart — . 
explain  to  her,  if  you  will,  your  prospects  — ask  her  per- 
mission to  apply  to  Lord  L'Bstrange  (since  he  has  con- 
stituted himself  her  guardian)  ;  and  if  Lord  L 'Estrange 
hesitate  —  which,  if  your  happiness  be  set  on  this  union, 
I  think  he  will  not  —  let  me  know,  and  leave  the  rest  to 
me." 

Leonard  yielded  himself  to  the  Parson's  persuasive 
eloquence.  Indeed,  when  he  recalled  to  mind  those 
passages  in  the  manuscripts  of  the  ill-fated  Nora  which 
referred  to  the  love  that  Harley  had  once  borne  to  her 
(for  he  felt  convinced  that  Harley  and  the  boy  suitor  of 
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Nora's  narrative  were  one  and  the  same)  ;  and  when  all 
the  interest  that  Harley  had  taken  in  his  own  fortunes 
was  explained  by  his  relationship  to  her  (even  when 
Lord  L 'Estrange  had  supposed  it  less  close  than  he  would 
now  discover  it  to  be),  the  young  man,  reasoning  by  his 
own  heart,  could  not  but  suppose  that  the  noble  Harley 
would  rejoice  to  confer  happiness  upon  the  son  of  her,  so 
beloved  by  his  boyhood. 

"  And  to  thee,  perhaps,  0  my  mother  ! "  thought  Leon- 
ard, with  swimming  eyes  —  "to  thee,  perhaps,  even  in 
thy  grave,  I  shall  owe  the  partner  of  my  life,  as  to  the 
mystic  breath  of  thy  genius  I  owe  the  first  pure  aspira- 
tions of  my  soul." 

It  will  be  seen  ihait  Leonard  had  not  confided  to  the 
Parson  his  discovery  of  Nora's  manuscripts,  nor  even  his 
knowledge  of  his  real  birth  ;  for  the  proud  son  naturally 
shraak  from  any  confidence  that  implicated  Nora's  fair 
name,,  until  at  least  Harley,  who,  it  was  clear  from  those 
papers,  must  have  intimately  known  his  father,  should 
perhaps  decide  the  question  which  the  papers  themselves 
left  so  terriWy  vague — viz.,  whether  he  were  the  offspring 
of  a  legal  marriage,  or  Nora  had  been  the  victim  of  some 
unholy  ^ud. 

While  the  Paffson  still  talked,  and  while  Leonard  still 
mused  and  listened,  their  steps  almost  mechanically  took 
the  direction  towards  Knightsbridge,  and  paused  at  the 
gates  of  Lord  Lansmere's  house. 

"  Qq  in,  my  young  friend ;  I  will  wait  without  to  know 
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the  issae/'  «»aid  tfee  Parson,  cheeringly.  "  Go ;  and,  wUb 
gratitude  to  Heaven,  leam  how  to  bear  the  most  precious 
joy  that  can  befall  mortal  man;  or  how  to  submit  to 
youth's  sharpest  sorrow,  with  the  humble  beKef  that  even 
sorrow  is  but  some  mercy  concealed." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

Leonard  was  shown  into  the  drawmg-room,  and  it  so 
chanced  that  Helen  was  there  alone.  The  girPs  soft  face 
was  sadly  changed  even  since  Leonaaid  bad  seen  it  last ; 
for  the  grief  of  natures  mild  and  undemonstrative  as  hers, 
gnaws  with  quick  ravages ;  but  at  Leonard's  unexpected 
entrance,  the  color  rushed  so  vividly  to  the  pale  ckeeks, 
that  its  hectic  might  be  taken  for  the  lustre  of  blood  and 
health.  She  rose  hurriedly,  and  in  great  confuawm  faltered, 
out,  "that  she  believed  Lady  Lansmere  was  in  her  room 
—  she  would  go  for  her,"  and  moved  towards  4he  doot, 
without  seeming  to  notice  the  hand  tremuloTisly  held  forth 
to  her ;  when  Leonard  exclaimed  in  uncontrollable  emo- 
tions which  pierced  to  her  very  heart>  in  the  keea  accent 
of  reproach  — 

'*0h,  Miss  Dlgby  — ob,  Helen — is  it  thus  that  ycm 
greet  me  —  rather  thus  that  you  shun  m«  ?  Gduld  I  hstre 
foreseen  this  when  we  two  orphans  stood  by  the  moufhml 
bridge  ;  so  friendless — so  desolate  —  and  so  clinging  each 
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to  eaeh  I     Happy  time  1 "     He  seized  her  hand  suddenly 
as  he  spoke  the  last  words,  and  bowed  his  face  over  it. 

"  I  must  not  hear  yon.  Do  not  talk  so,  Leonard — ^you 
break  my  heart     Let  me  go  —  let  me  go." 

"  la  it  that  I  am  grown  hateful  to  you ;  is  it  merely  that 
you  see  my  love  and  would  discourage  it  ?  Helen,  speak 
to  me  —  speak  1  '* 

He  drew  her  with  tender  force  towards  him ;  and, 
holding  her  firmly  by  both  hands,  sought  to  gaze  upon 
the  face  that  she  turned  from  him— *tamed  in  such  despair. 

"  You  do  not  know,"  she  said  at  last,  struggling  for 
composure  —  **  you  do  not  know  the  new  claims  on  me  — 
my  altered  position  —  bow  I  am  bound,  or  you  would  be 
the  last  to  speak  thus  to  me,  the  first  to  give  me  courage 
— -and  bid  me^ — bid  me " 

"  Bid  you  what  ?  " 

"  Feel  nothing  here  but  duty  1 "  cried  Helen,  drawing 
from  his  clasp  both  her  hands,  and  plaeing  them  firmly 
OB  her  breast. 

"  Miss  Digby,"  said  Leonard,  after  a  short  pause  of 
bitter  reflection,  in  which  he  wronged,  while  he  thought 
to  divine,  her  meaning,  "  you*  speak  of  new  claims  on  you, 
your  altered  position  ^—  I  comprehend.  You  may  retain 
some  tender  remembrance  of  the  past;  but  your  duty 
now  is  to  rebuke  my  presumption.  It  is  as  I  thought 
and  feared.  This  vain  reputation  which  I  have  made  is 
but  a  hollow  sound — it  gives  me  no  rank,  assures  me  no 
fortane.     I  have  no  right  to  look  for  the  Helen  of  old  in 
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the  Helen  of  to-day.  Be  it  so  —  forget  what  I  haye  said, 
and  forgive  me." 

This  reproach  stung  to  the  quick  the  heart  to  which  it 
appealed.  A  flash  brightened  the  meek  tearful  eyes,  al- 
most like  the  flash  of  resentment — her  lips  writhed  in 
torture,  and  she  felt  as  if  all  other  pain  were  light  com- 
pared with  the  anguish  that  Leonard  could  impute  to  her 
motives  which  to  her  simple  nature  seemed  so  unworthy 
of  her,  and  so  galling  to  himself. 

A  word  rushed  as  by  inspiration  to  her  lip,  and  that 
word  calmed  and  soothed  her. 

**  Brother  I "  she  said  touchingly,  "  brother  I  ^' 

The  word  had  a  contrary  efiCect  on  Leonard.  Sweet  as 
it  was,  tender  as  the  voice  l^at  spoke  it,  it  imposed  a 
boundary  to  affection  —  it  came  as  a  knell  to  hope.  He 
recoiled,  shook  his  head  mournfully — "  Too  late  to  accept 
that  tie  —  too  late  even  for  friendship.  Henceforth  —  for 
long  years  to  come — henceforth,  tiU  this  hea^  has  ceased 
to  beat  at  your  name  —  to  thrill  at  your  presence,  we 
two  —  are  strangers." 

"  Strangers  I  Well — y^s,  it  is  right  —  it  mn^  be  so ; 
we  must  not  meet.  Oh,  Leonard  Fairfield,  who  was  it 
in  those  days  that  you  recall  to  me  —  who  was  it  that 
found  you  destitute  and  obscure  —  who  not  degrading 
you  by  charity,  placed  you  in  your  right  career  —  opened 
to  you,  amidst  the  labyrinth  in  which  you  .were  well-nigh 
lost,  the  broad  road  to  knowledge,  independencej.fame  f 
Answer  me  —  answer  I  Was  it  not  the  same  who  reared 
—  sheltered  your  sister  orphan  ?     If  I  could  forget  what 
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I  have  owed  to  Mm,  should  I  not  remember  what  he  baa 
done  for  you  ?  Can  I  hear  of  your  distinction  and  not 
remember  it  ?  Can  I  think  how  proud  she  may  be  who 
will  one  day  lean  on  your  arm,  and  bear  the  name  you 
have  already  raised  beyond  all  the  titles  of  an  hour  ?  Can 
I  think  of  this,  and  not  remember  our  common  friend, 
benefactor,  guardian  ?  Would  you  forgive  me,  if  I  failed 
to  do  so  ?  " 

"  But,"  faltered  Leonard,  fear  mingling  with  the  con- 
jectures these  words  called  forth  —  "  but  is  it  that  Lord 
L'Estrange  would  not  consent  to  our  union  ?  —  or  of 
what  do  you  speak  ?     You  bewilder  me." 

Helen  felt  for  some  moments  as  if  it  were  impossible  to 
reply ;  and  the  words  at  length  were  dragged  forth  as  if 
from  the  depth  of  her  very  soul. 

*'  He  came  to  me  —  our  n^le  friend.  I  never  dreamed 
of  it.  He  did  not  tell  me  that  he  loved  me.  He  told  me 
that  he  was  unhappy,  alone  ;  that  in  me,  and  only  in  me, 
he  could  find  a  comforter,  a  soother  —  He,  he  I  —  And  I 
had  just  arrived  in  England  —  was  under  his  mother's 
roof  —  had  not  then  once  more  seen  you ;  and  —  and  — 
what  could  I  answer  ?  Strengthen  me  —  strengthen  me, 
you  whom  I  look  up  to  and  revere.  Yes,  yes  —  you  are 
right.  We  must  see  each  other  no  more.  I  am  betrothed 
to  another  —  to  him  I     Strengthen  me  I " 

All  the  inherent  nobleness  of  the  poet's  nature  rose  at 
once  at  this  appeal. 

"  Oh,  Helen  —  sister  —  Miss  Digby,  forgive  me.  You 
need  no  strength  from  me  ;  I  borrow  it  from  you.  I  corn- 
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prehend  you  —  I  respect.  Banish  all  thought  of  me.  Re- 
pay our  common  benefactor  Be  what  he  asks  of  you — 
his  comforter,  his  soother ;  be  more  —  his  pride  and  his 
joy.  Happiness  will  come  to  you,  m  it  comes  to  those 
who  confa*  happin^esa  a^d  forget  self.  Gtod  comfort  you 
in  the  passing  struggle ;  God  bless  you,  in  the  long  years 
to  come.  Sister  —  I  accept  the  holy  name  now,  and  will 
claim  it  hereafter,  when  I  too  can  think  more  of  others 
tiian  mysiclf.^' 

Helen  had  corered  her  face  with  her  hands,  sobbing ; 
with  that  soft  womanly  constraint  which  presses  woe  back 
into  the  heart.  A  strange  sense  of  utter  solitude  suddenly 
periraded  her  whole  belBg,  and  by  that  sense  of  solitude 
she  knew  that  he  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

In  another  room  in  that  same  house  sat,  solitary  as 
Helen,  a  stern,  gloomy,  brooding  man,  in  whom  they  who 
had  b^st  known  him  from  his  childhood  could  scarcely 
have  recognised  a  trs^ce  of  the  humane,  benignant,  trust- 
ful, but  wayward  and  varying  IJarley,  Lord  L'Estrange. 

He  had  read  that  fragment  of  a  memoir,  in  which,  out 
of  all  the  chasms  of  his  barren  and  melancholy  past,  there 
rose  two  malignant  truths  that  seemed  literally  to  ^lare 
upon  him  with  mocking  and  demon  eyes:  the  ^yomap 
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nrhose  remembrance  had  darkened  all  tbe  sunshine  of  hi& 
life,  had  loYed  another ;  the  friend  in  whom  he  had  con- 
fided his  whole  affectionate  loyal  soul  had  been  his  per- 
fidious rival.  He  had  read  from  the  first  word  to  the  last, 
as  if  under  a  spell  that  held  him  breathless ;  and  when  he 
closed  the  manuscript,  it  was  without  groan  or  sigh ;  but 
over  his  pale  lips  there  passed  that  withering  smile, 
which  is  as  sure  an  index  of  a  heart  overcharged  with 
dire  and  fearful  passions,  as  the  arrowy  flash  of  the  light- 
ning is  of  the  tempests  that  are  gathered  within  the 
cloud. 

He  then  thrust  the  papers  into  his  bosom,  and,  keeping 
his  hand  over  them,  firmly  clenched,  he  left  the  room,  and 
walked  slowly  towards  his  father's  house.  With  every 
step  by  the  way,  his  nature,  in  the  war  of  its  elements, 
seemed  to  change  and  hard|p  into  forms  of  granite.  Love, 
humanity,  trust,  vanished  away.  Hate,  revenge,  misan- 
thropy, suspicion,  and  scorn  of  all  that  could  wear  the 
eyes  of  affection,  or  speak  with  the  voice  of  honor,  came 
fast  through  the  gloom  of  his  thoughts,  settling  down  in 
the  wilderness,  grim  and  menacing  as  the  harpies  of  ancient 
song  — 

** Unoaeque  manus,  et  pallida  semper  Ora."* 

Thus  the  gloomy  man  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  his 
father's  house,  and  silently  entered  the  apartments  still  set 
apart  for  him.  He  had  arrived  about  an  hour  before 
Leonard ;  and  as  he  stood  by  the  hearth,  with  his  arras 

*  **  Hands  armed  with  fangs,  and  lips  for  ever  pale." 
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folde  1  on  his  breast,  and  his  eyes  fixed  lead-like  on  the 
ground,  his  mother  came  in  to  welcome  and  embrace  him. 
He  checked  her  eager  inquiries  after  Yiolante  —  he  re- 
coiled from  the  touch  of  her  hand. 

"  Hold  madam,"  said  he,  startling  her  ear  with  the  cold 
austerity  of  his  tone.  "I  cannot  heed  your  questions  — 
I  am  filled  with  the  question  I  must  put  to  yourself.  You 
opposed  my  boyish  love  for  Leonora  Avenel.  I  do  not 
blame  you  —  all  mothers  of  equal  rank  would  nave  done 
the  same.  Yet,  had  you  not  frustrated  all  frank  inter- 
course with  her,  I  might  have  taken  refusal  from  her  own 
lips — survived  that  grief,  and  now  been  a  happy  man. 
Years  since  then  have  rolled  away  —  rolled  over  her  quiet 
slumbers,  and  my  restless  waking  life.  All  this  time  were 
you  aware  that  Audley  Egerton  had  been  the  lover  of 
Leonora  Avenel  ?"  m 

"  Harley,  Harley  I  do  not  speak  to  me  in  that  cruel 
voice  —  do  not  look  at  me  with  those  hard  eyes  I" 

"  You  know  it,  then  —  you,  my  mother!"  continued 
Harley,  unmoved  by  her  rebuke  ;  *'  and  why  did  you  never 
say,  '  Son,  you  are  wasting  the  bloom  and  uses  of  your 
life  in  sorrowful  fidelity  to  a  lie  I  You  are  lavishing  trust 
and  friendship  on  a  perfidious  hypocrite  ? ' " 

"  How  could  I  speak  to  yon  thus  —  how  could  I  dare 
to  do  so  —  seeing  you  still  so  cherished  the  memory  of 
that  unhappy  girl  —  still  believed  that  she  had  returned 
your  atfection  ?  Had  I  said  to  you  what  I  knew  (but  not 
till  after  her  death),  as  to  her  relations  with  Audley  Eger* 
ton " 
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"Well?  —  you  falter — go  on  —  had  you  done  so?" 

"  Would  you  have  felt  no  desire  for  revenge  ?  Might 
there  not  have  been  strife  between  you  —  danger  —  blood- 
shed ?  Harley,  Harley  1  Is  not  such  silence  pardonable 
in  a  mother  ?  And  why  deprive  you  too  of  the  only  friend 
you  seemed  to  prize  —  who  alone  had  some  influence  over 
you — who  concurred  with  me  in  the  prayer  and  hope, 
that  some  day  you  would  find  a  living  partner  worthy  to 
replace  this  lost  delusion,  arouse  your  faculties  —  be  the 
ornament  your  youth  promised  to  your  country  ?  For  you 
wrong  Audley — indeed  you  dol" 

"Wrong  him  I     Ah  I  let  me  not  do  that.     Proceed." 

"  I  do  not  exjcuse  him  his  rivaJship,  nor  his  first  con- 
cealment of  it.  But  believe  me,  since  then,  his  genuine 
remorse,  his  anxious  tenderness  for  your  welfare,  his  dread 
of  losing  your  friendship  — —  " 

"  Stop — it  was  doubtless  Audley  Egerton  who  induced 
you  to  conceal  what  you  call  his  'relations'  with  her 
whom  I  can  now  so  calmly  name  —  Leonora  Avenel  ?" 

"It  was  so,  in  truth  —  and  from  motives  that " 

"Enough  —  let  me  hear  no  more." 

"  But  you  will  not  think  too  sternly  of  what  is  passed  ; 
you  are  about  to  form  new  ties.  You  cannot  be  wild  and 
wicked  enough  to  meditate  what  your  brow  seems  to 
threaten.  You  cannot  dream  of  revenge  —  risk  Audley's 
life  or  your  own  ?  " 

"  Tut  —  tut  —  tut !  What  cause  here  for  duels  ?  Sin- 
gle combats  are  out  of  date  —  civilised  men  do  not  slay 
each  other  with  sword  and  pistol.   Tut  I  —  revenge  !  Does 
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it  look  like  revenge,  that  one  object  \diich  brinp^g  me 
hither  is  to  request  my  father's  permission  to  charge  my- 
self with  the  care  of  Andley  Egerton's  electioii  ?  What 
he  values  most  in  the  world  is  his  political  position  ;  and 
his  political  existence  is  at  stake.  You  knDw  that  I  have 
had  through  life  the  character  of  a  weak,  easy,  somewhat 
over-generous  man.  Such  men  are  not  revengeful  Hold  1 
You  lay  your  hand  on  my  arm  —  I  know  the  magic  of 
that  light  touch,  mother ;  but  its  power  over  me  is  gone. 
Countess  of  LaMmere,  hear  me  !  Ever  from  infancy  (save 
in  that  frantic  passion  for  which  I  now  despise  myself),  I 
have  obeyed  you,  I  trust,  as  a  duteous  son.  Now,  our 
relative  positions  are  somewhat  altered.  I  have  the  right 
to  exact  —  I  will  not  say  to  leommand  — the  right  whivh 
wrong  and  injury  bestow  upon  all  men*  Madam,  the 
injured  man  has  prerogatives  that  rival  those  of  kings.  1 
now  call  upon  you  to  question  me  no  more  —  not  again 
to  breathe  the  name  of  Leonora  Avenel,  unless  I  invite 
the  subject ;  and  not  to  inform  Audley  Egerton  by  a  hint 
-—by  a  breath  —  that  I  have  disooTcred  —  what  shall  I 
call  it  ?  —  his  *  pardonable  deceit.'  Promise  me  this,  by 
your  affection  as  mother,  and  on  your  faith  as  gentle- 
woman —  or  I  declare  solemnly,  that  never  in  life  will  you 
look  upon  my  face  again." 

Haughty  and  imperious  though  the  Countess  was,  her 
spirit  quailed  before  Harley's  brow  and  voice. 

"  Is  this  my  son  —  this  my  gentle  Harley  ?"  she  said, 
falteringly.  "  Oh  I  put  your  arms  round  my  neck — 'let 
me  feel  that  I  have  not  lost  my  child  I  " 
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Harley  looked  softened,  bat  he  did  not  obey  the  pa- 
thetic prayer;  nevertheless,  he  held  out  his  hand,  and 
turning  away  his  face,  said,  ia  a  milder  voice,  "  Have  I 
your  promise?" 

"You  have  —  you  have;  but  on  condition  that  there 
pass  no  words  between  you  and  Aodley  that  can  end  but  in 
the  strife  which " 

"  Strife  1 "  interrupted  Harley.  "  I  repeat  that  the  idea 
of  challenge  and  duel  between  me  and  my  friend  from  our 
school-4ay8,  and  on  a  quarrel  that  we  could  explain  to  no 
seconds,  would  be  a  burlesque  upon  all  that  is  grave  in 
the  realities  of  life  and  feeling.  I  accept  your  promise  and 
seal  it  thus " 

He  pressed  his  lips  to  his  mother's  forehead,  and  pas- 
sively received  her  embrace. 

*'  Hush,"  he  said,  withdrawing  from  her  arms,  "  I  hear 
my  father's  voice." 

Lord  Lansmere  threw  open  the  door  widely,  and  with 
a  certain  consciousness  that  a  door  by  which  an  Earl  of 
Lansmere  entered  ought  to  be  thrown  open  widely.  It 
could  not  have  been  opened  with  more  majesty  if  a  huis- 
steVf  or  officer  of  the  Household,  had  stood  on  either  side. 
The  Countess  passed  by  her  lord  with  a  light  step,  and 
escaped. 

**  I  was  occupied  with  ray  architect  in  designs  for  the 
new  infirmary,  of  which  I  shall  make  a  present  to  our 
county.  I  have  only  just  heard  that  you  were  here, 
Harley.     What  is  all  this  about  our  fair  Italian  guest  ? 

IiT.  — 18 
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Is  sne  not  coming  back  to  us  ?  Your  mother  refers  me 
to  you  for  explanations." 

"  You  shall  have  them  later,  my  dear  father ;  at  present 
I  can  think  only  of  public  affairs." 

"Public  affairs  I — they  are  indeed  alarming.  I  am 
rejoiced  to  hear  you  express  yourself  feo  worthily.  An 
awful  crisis,  Harley  I  And,  gracious  Heaven  I  I  have 
heard  that  a  low  man,  who  was  born  in  Lansniere,  but 
made  a  fortune  in  America,  is  about  to  contest  the  borough. 
They  tell  me  he  is  one  of  the  Avenels  —  a  born  Blue  — 
is  it  possible?" 

"  I  have  come  here  on  that  business.  As  a  peer  you 
cannot,  of  course,  interfere.  But  I  propose,  with  your 
leave,  to  go  down  myself  to  Lansmere,  and  undertake  the 
superintendence  of  the  election.  It  would  be  better,  per- 
haps, if  you  were  not  present ;  it  would  give  us  more 
liberty  of  action." 

"  My  dear  Harley,  shake  hands  ;  anything  you  please. 
You  know  how  I  have  wished  to  see  you  come  forward, 
and  take  that  part  in  life  which  becomes  your  birth. " 

"Ah,  you  think  I  have  sadly  wasted  my  existence 
hitherto." 

"  To  be  frank  with  you,  yes,  Harley,"  said  the  Earl, 
with  a  pride  that  was  noble  in  its  nature,  and  not  without 
dignity  in  its  expression.  "  The  more  we  take  from  our 
country,  the  more  we  owe  to  her.  From  the  moment  you 
came  into  the  world,  as  the  inheritor  of  lands  and.  honors, 
you  were  charged  with  a  trust  for  the  benefit  of  others, 
that  it  degrades  one  of  our  order  of  gentlemen  not  to 
discharge." 
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Harley  listened  with  a  sombre  brow,  and  made  no  direct 
reply. 

"  Indeed, ''  resumed  the  Earl,  "  I  would  rather  you  were 
about  to  canvass  for  yourself  than  for  your  friend  Egerton. 
But  I  grant  he  is  an  example  that  it  is  never  too  late  to 
follow.  Why,  who  that  had  seen  you  both  as  youths,  not- 
withstanding Audley  had  the  advantage  of  being  some 
years  your  senior —  who  could  have  thought  that  he  was 
the  one  to  become  distinguished  and  eminent  —  and  you 
to  degenerate  into  the  luxurious  idler,  averse  to  all  trouble 
and  careless  of  all  fame  ?  You,  with  such  advantages, 
not  only  of  higher  fortunes,  but,  as  every  one  said,  of 
superior  talents  —  you,  who  had  then  so  much  ambition  — 
so  keen  a  desire  for  glory,  sleeping  with  Plutarch ^s  Lives 
under  your  pillow,  and  only,  my  wild  son,  only  too  much 
energy.  But  you  are  a  young  man  still — it  is  not  too  late 
to  redeem  the  years  you  have  thrown  away." 

"  The  years  —  are  nothing — mere  dates  in  an  almanac : 
but  the  feelings,  what  can  give  me  back  those  ?  —  the 
hope,  the  enthusiasm,  the  —  no  matter !  feelings  do  not 
help  men  to  rise  in  the  world.  Egerton 's  feelings  are  not 
too  lively.  What  I  might  have  been,  leave  it  to  me  to 
remember  —  let  us  talk  of  the  example  you  set  before  me 
—  of  Audley  Egerton." 

"  We  must  get  him  in,"  said  the  Earl,  sinking  his  voice 
into  a  whisper.  "  It  is  of  more  importance  to  him  than 
I  even  thought  for.  But  you  know  his  secrets.  Why  did 
you  not  confide  to  me  frankly  the  state  of  his  affairs  ?  " 

"  His  affairs !     Do  you  mean  that  they  are  seriously 
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embarrassed  ?     This  interests  me  mnch.     Pray,  speak ; 
what  do  you  know  ? " 

"  He  has  discharged  the  greater  part  of  his  estabKsh- 
ment.  That  in  itself  is  natural  on  quitting  oflSce ;  but 
still  it  set  people  talking ;  and  it  has  got  wind  that  his 
estates  are  not  only  mortgaged  for  more  than  they  are 
worth,  but  that  he  has  been  living  upon  the  discount  of 
bills  ;  in  short,  he  has  been  too  intimate  with  a  man  whom 
we  all  know  by  sight  —  a  man  who  drives  the  finest  horses 
in  London,  and  they  tell  me  (but  that  I  cannot  beliere) 
lives  in  the  familiar  society  of  the  young  puppies  he  snares 
to  perdition.  What^s  the  man's  name  ?  Levy,  is  it  not  ? 
—  yes,  Levy." 

"I  have  s^en  Levy  with  him,"  said  Hadey;  and  a 
sinister  joy  lighted  up  his  falcon  eyes.  "Levy  —  Levy — • 
it  is  well." 

"  I  hear  but  the  gossip  of  the  clubs,"  resumed  the  Barl. 
*'  But  they  do  say  that  Levy  makes  little  disguise  of  his 
power  over  our  very  distinguished  friend,  and  rather 
parades  it  as  a  merit  with  our  party  (and,  indeed,  with 
all  men — for  Egerton  has  personal  iriends  in  every  party), 
that  he  keeps  sundry  bills  locked  up  in  his  desk  until 
Egerton  is  once  more  safe  in  Parliament.  Nevertheless 
if,  after  all,  our  friend  were  to  lose  his  election,  and  Levy 
were  then  to  seize  on  his  eflFects,  and  proclaim  his  ruin  — 
it  would  seriously  damage,  perhaps  altogether  destroy., 
Audley's  political  career." 

"  So  I  conclude,"  said  Harley.  "A  Charles  Pox  migkt 
be  a  gamester,  and  a  William  Pitt  be  a  pauper.     But 
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Aadley  Egerton  is  not  of  their  giant  stature  ;  —  he  stands 
30  high  because  he  stands  upon  heaps  of  respectable  gold. 
Audlej  Egerton,  needy  and  impoverished  —  out  of  Par- 
liament, and,  as  the  vulgar  slang  has  it,  out  at  elbows, 
skulking  from  dtms,  perhaps  in  the  Bench- " 

**  No,  no  —  our  party  would  never  allow  that ;  we  would 
subscribe " 

"  Worse  than  all,  living  as  the  pensioner  of  the  party 
he  aspired  to  lead  1  You  say  truly.  His  political  pros- 
pects would  be  blasted.  A  man  whose  reputation  lay  in 
his  outward  respectability  !  Why,  people  would  say  that 
Audley  Egerton  has  been— a  solemn  lie  ;  eh,  my  father  ?  " 

"  How  can  you  talk  with  such  coolness  of  your  friend  ? 
You  need  say  nothing  to  interest  me  in  his  election  —  if 
you  mean  that.  Once  in  Parliament,  he  must  soon  again 
be  in  office  —  and  learn  to  live  on  his  salary.  You  must 
get  him  to  submit  to  me  the  schedule  of  his  liabilities.  I 
have  a  head  for  business,  as  you  know.  I  will  arrange 
his  affairs  for  him.  And  I  will  yet  bet  five  to  one,  though 
I  hate  wagers,  that  he  will  be  prime  minister  in  three 
years.  Ho  is  not  brilliant,  it  is  true ;  but  just  at  this 
crisis  we  want  a  safe,  moderate,  judicious,  conciliatory 
man  ;  and  Audley  has  so  much  tact,  such  experience  of 
the  House,  such  knowledge  of  the  world,  and,"  added  the 
Earl,  emphatically  summing  up  his  eulogies,  "he  is  so 
thorough  a  gentleman  ! " 

"A  thorough  gentleman,  as  you  say — the  soul  of  honor  I 
But,  my  dear  father,  it  is  your  hour  for  riding  ;  let  me  not 
detf\in  you.  It  is  settled,  then  ;  you  do  not  come  yonr- 
18*  o  n        \ 
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self  to  Lansmere.  You  .put  the  house  at  my  disposal,  and 
allow  me  to  invite  Egerton,  of  course,  and  what  other 
guests  I  may  please  ;  in  short,  you  leave  all  to  me  ?  " 

"  Certainly  ;  and  if  you  cannot  get  in  your  friend,  who 
can  ?  That  borough,  it  is  an  awkward,  ungrateful  place, 
and  has  been  the  plague  of  my  life.  So  much  as  I  hare 
spent  there,  too,  —  so  much  as  I  have  done  to  its  trade." 
And  the  Earl,  with  an  indignant  sigh,  left  the  room. 

Harley  seated  himself  deliberately  at  his  writing-table, 
leaning  his  face  on  his  haad,  and  looking  abstractedly 
into  space  from  under-knit  and  lowering  brows. 

Harley  L'Estrange  was,  as  we  have  seen,  a  man  singu- 
larly tenacious  of  affections  and  impressions.  He  was  a 
man,  too,  whose  nature  was  eminently  bold,  loyal,  and 
candid  ;  even  the  apparent  whim  and  levity  which  misled 
the  world,  both  as  to  his  dispositions  and  his  powers, 
might  be  half  ascribed  to  that  open  temper  which,  in  its 
over-contempt  for  all  that  seemed  to  savor  of  hypocrisy, 
sported  with  forms  and  ceremonials,  and  extracted  humor, 
sometimes  extravagant,  sometimes  profound — from  "  the 
solemn  plausibilities  of  the  world."  The  shock  he  had 
now  received  smote  the  very  foundations  of  his  mind,  and, 
overthrowing  all  the  airier  structures  which  fancy  and 
wit  had  built  upon  its  surface,  left  it  clear  as  a  new  world 
for  the  operations  of  the  darker  and  more  fearful  pas- 
sions. When  a  man  of  a  heart  so  loving,  and  a  nature 
so  irregularly  powerful  as  Harley's  suddenly  and  abruptly 
discovers  deceit  where  he  had  most  confided,  it  is  not  (as 
with  the  calmer  pupils  of  that  harsh  teacher  Experience) 
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the  mere  withdrawal  of  esteem  and  affection  from  the  one 
offender, — ^it  is,  that  trust  in  everything  seems  gone,  —  ii 
is,  that  the  injured  spirit  looks  back  to  the  Past,  and  con- 
demns all  its  kindlier  virtues  as  follies  that  conduced  "^o 
its  own  woe ;  and  looks  on  to  the  Future -as  to  a  journey 
beset  with  smiling  traitors,  whom  it  must  meet  with*  an 
equal  simulation,  or  crush  with  a  superior  force.  The 
guilt  of  treason  to  men  like  these  is  incalculable, — ^it  robs 
the  world  of  all  the  benefits  they  would  otherwise  have 
lavished  as  they  passed,  —  it  is  responsible  for  all  the  ill 
that  springs  from  the  corruption  of  natures,  whose  very 
luxuriance,  when  the  atmosphere  is  once  tainted,  does  but 
diffuse  disease  ;  even  as  the  malaria  settles  not  over  thin 
and  barren  soils,  nor  over  wastes  that  have  been  from  all 
time  desolate,  but  over  the  pieces  in  which  southern  suns 
had  once  ripened  delightful  gardens,  or  the  sites  of  cities, 
in  which  the  pomp  of  palaces  has  passed  away. 

It  was  not  enough  that  the  friend  of  his  youth,  the 
confidant  of  his  love,  had  betrayed  his  trust  —  been  the 
secret  and  successful  rival ; — not  enough  that  the  woman 
his  boyhood  hadmadly  idolised,  and  all  the  while  he  had 
sought  her  traces  with  pining  remorseful  heart, — believing 
she  but  eluded  his  suit  from  the  emulation  of  a  kindred 
generosity,  —  desiring  rather  to  sacrifice  her  own  love, 
than  to  cost  to  his  the  sacrifice  of  all  which  youth  rashly 
scorns,  and  the  world  so  highly  estimates;  — not  enough 
that  all  this  while  her  refuge  had  been  the  bosom  of  an- 
other. This  was  not  enough  of  injury.  His  whole  life 
had  been  wasted  on  a  delusion — his  faculties  and  aims, — 
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the  wholesome  ambition  of  lofty  minds  had  been  arrested 
at  the  very  onset  of  fair  existence,  —  his  heart  corroded 
by  a  regret  for  which  there  was  no  cause, — his  conscience 
charged  with  the  terror  that  his  wild  chase  had  urged  a 
too  tender  victim  to  the  grave,  over  which  he  had  mourned. 
What  years  that  might  othwwise  have  been  to  himself  so 
serene,  to  the  world  so  useful,  had  been  consumed  ia 
objectless,  barren,  melancholy  dreams  1  And  all  this  while 
to  whom  had  his  complaints  been  uttered  ?  —  to  the  man 
who  knew  that  his  remorse  was  an  idle  spectre,  and  his 
faithful  sorrow  a  mocking  self-deceit.  Every  thought 
that  could  gall  man's  nattiral  pride, — every  remembrance 
that  could  sting  into  revenge  a  heart  that  had  loved  too 
deeply  not  to 'be  accessible  to  hate,  conspired  to  goad 
those  maddening  Furies  who  come  into  every  temple 
which  is  once  desecrated  by  the  presence  of  the  evil  pas- 
sions. In  that  sullen  silence  of  the  soul,  vengeance  took 
the  form  of  justice.  Changed  th(?xigh  his  feelings  to- 
wards Leonara  Avenel  were,  the  story  of  her  grief  and 
her  wrongs  embittered  still  more  his  wrath  against  his 
rival.  The  fragments  of  her  memoir  left  naturally  on 
Harley's  mind  the  conviction  that  she  had  been  the  victim 
of  an  infamous  fraud  —  the  dupe  of  a  false  marriage. 
His  idol  had  not  only  been  stolen  from  the  altar,  it  had 
been  sullied  by  the  sacrifice,  —  broken  with  remorseless 
hand,  and  thrust  into  dishonored  clay,  — mutilated, — de- 
famed,— its  very  memory  a  thing  of  contempt  to  him  who 
had  ravished  it  from  worship.  The  living  Harley  and 
the  dead  Nora — both  called  aloud  to  their  joint  despoite, 
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"  Kestore  what  thou  hast  taken  from  us,  or  paj  the  for- 
feit I » 

Thus,  then,  during  the  interview  between  Helen  and 
Leonard,  —  thus  Harley  L 'Estrange  sat  alone  1  and  as  a 
rude  irregular  lump  of  steel,  when  wheeled  round  into 
rapid  motion,  a^umes  the  form  of  the  circle  it  describes, 
80  his  iron  purpose,  hurried  on  by  his  relentless  passion, 
filled  the  space  into  which  he  gazed  with  optical  delusions 
—  scheme  after  scheme  revolving  and  consummating  the 
circles  that  clasped  a  foe. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  entrance  of  a  servant,  announcing  a  name  which 
Harley,  in  the  absorption  of  his  gloomy  reverie,  did  not 
hear,  was  followed  by  that  of  a  person  on  whom  he  lifted 
his  eyes  in  the  cold  and  haughty  surprise  with  which  a 
man,  much  occupied,  greets  and  rebukes  the  intrusion  of 
an  unwelcome  8tranj]^er. 

'*It  is  so  long  since  your  lordship  has  seen  me,"  said 
the  visitor,  with  mild  dignity,  "that  I  cannot  wonder  you 
do  not  recognise  my  person,  and  have  forgotten  my  name." 

"Sir,"  answered  Harley,  with  an  impatient  rudeness 
ill  in  harmony  with  the  urbanity  for  which  he  was  ysually 
distinguished  —  "  sir,  your  person  is  strange  to  me,  and 
jour  name  I  did  not  hear ;  but,  at  all  events,  I  am  not 
now  at  leisure  to  attend  to  you.     Excuse  my  plainness." 
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"  Yet,  pardon  me  if  I  still  linger.  My  name  is  Bale. 
I  was  formerly  curate  at  Lansmere  ;  and  I  would  speak  to 
your  lordship  in  the  name  and  the  memoty  of  one  once 
dear  to  you  —  Leonora  A venel.''  "^ 

Hakley  (after  a  short  pause).  —  Sir,  I  cannot  conjec- 
ture your  business.  But  be  seated.  I  remember  you  now, 
though  years  have  altered  both ;  and  I  have  since  heard 
much  in  your  favor  from  Leonard  Fairfield.  Still,  let  me 
pray,  that  you  will  be  brief. 

Mr.  Dale.  —  May  I  assume  at  once  that  you  have 
divined  the  parentage  of  the  young  man  you  call  Pair- 
field  ?  When  I  listened  to  his  grateful  praises  of  your 
beuefieence,  and  marked  with  melancholy  pleasure  the 
reverence  in  which  he  holds  you,  my  heart  swelled  within 
me.     I  acknowledge  the  mysterious  force  of  nature. 

Harley.  —  Force  of  nature  1     You  talk  in  riddles. 

Mr.  Dale  (indignantly).  —  Oh,  my  lord,  how  can  you 
BO  disguise  your  better  self?  Surely  in  Leonard  Fairfield 
you  have  long  since  recognised  the  son  of  Nora  Avenel  ? 

Harley  passed  his  hand  over  his  face.  "Ah  ! "  thought 
he,  "she  lived  to  bear  a  son,  then  —  a  son  to  Egerton  I 
Leonard  is  that  son.  I  should  have  known  it  by  the  like- 
ness —  by  the  fond  foolish  impulse  that  moved  me  to  him. 
This  is  why  he  confided  to  me  t^ese  fearful  memoirs.  He 
seeks  his  father  —  he  shall  find  him." 

Me.^  Dale  (mistaking  the  cause  of  Harley's  silence).  — 
I  honor  your  compunction,  my  lord.  Oh  I  let  your  heart 
and  your  conscience  continue  to  speak  to  yonr  worldly 
pride. 
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Harley.  —  My  compunctioD,  heart,  conscience  1  Mr. 
Dale,  you  in^lt  me  ! 

Mr.  Dale  (sternly).  —  Not  so  ;  I  am  fulfilling  my  mis- 
sion, which  bids  me  rebuke  the  sinner.  Leonora  Avenel 
speaks  in  me,  and  commands  the  guilty  father  to  acknow- 
ledge  the  innocent  child  I 

Harley  half  rose,  and  his  eyes  literally  flashed  fire  ;  but 
he  calmed  his  anger  into  irony.  "  Ha  I "  said  he,  with  a 
sarcastic  smile,  **  so  you  suppose  that  /was  the  perfidious 
seducer  of  Nora  Avenel  —  that  /am  the  callous  father  of 
the  child  who  came  into  the  world  without  a  name.  Very 
well,  sir,  taking  these  assumptions  Ibr  granted,  what  is  it 
you  demand  from  me  on  behalf  of  this  young  man  ?  " 

'*  I  ask  from  you  his  happiness,"  replied  Mr.  Dale,  im- 
ploringly ;  and  yielding  to  the  compassion  with  which 
Leonard  inspired  him,  and  persuaded  that  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  felt  a  father's  love  for  the  boy  whom  he  had  saved 
from  the  whirlpool  of  London,  and  guided  to  safety  and 
honorable  independence,  he  here,  with  simple  eloquence, 
narrated  all  Leonard's  feelings  for  Helen  —  his  silent 
fidelity  to  her  image,  though  a  child's — his  love  when  he 
again  beheld  her  as  a  woman  —  the  modest  fears  which 
the  Parson  himself  had  combated  —  the  recommendation 
that  Mr.  Dale  had  forced  upon  him,  to  confess  his  aff'ec- 
tion  to  Helen,  and  plead  his  cause.  "Anxious,  as  you 
may  believe,  for  his  success,"  continued  the  Parson,  "I 
waited  without  your  gates  till  he  came  from  Miss  Digby's 
presence.  And  oh,  my  lord,  had  you  but  seen  his  face  I — 
such  emotion  and  such  despair  I     I  could  not  learn  from 
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him  what  had  passed.  He  escaped  from  me,  and  rushed 
away.  All  that  I  could  gather  was  from  a  few  broken 
words,  and  from  those  words  I  formed  the  conjecture  (it 
may  be  erroneous)  that  the  obstacle  to  his  happiness  was 
not  in  Helen's  heart,  my  lord,  but  seemed  to  me  as  if  it 
were  in  yourself.  Therefore,  when  he  had  vanished  from 
my  sight,  I  took  courage,  and  came  at  once  to  you.  If 
he  be  your  son,  and  Helen  Digby  be  your  ward — she  her- 
self an  orphan,  dependent  on  your  bounty  —  why  should 
they  be  severed  ?  Equals  in  years  —  united  by  early  cir- 
cumstance —  congenial,  it  seems,  in  simple  habits  and 
refined  tastes  —  what  should  hinder  their  union,  unless  it 
be  the  want  of  fortune  ?  —  and  all  men  know  your  wealth 
—  none  ever  questioned  your  generosity.  My  lord,  my 
lord,  your  look  freezes  me.  If  I  have  offended,  do  not 
visit  my  offence  on  him  —  on  Leonard  1" 

"And  80,^'  said  Harley,  still  controlling  his  rage,  "  so 
this  boy  —  whom,  as  you  say,  I  saved  from  that  pitiless 
world  which  has  engulfed  many  a  nobler  genius  —  so,  in 
return  for  all,  he  has  sought  to  rob  me  of  the  last  affec- 
tion, poor  and  lukewarm  though  it  was,  that  remained  to 
me  in  life.  He  presume  to  lift  his  eyes  to  my  affianced 
bride  !  He  I  And  for  aught  I  know,  steal  from  me  her 
living  heart,  and  leave  to  me  her  icy  hand  ! '' 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  your  affianced  bride  I  I  never  dreamed 
of  this.  1  implore  your  pardon.  The  very  thought  is  so 
terrible — so  unnatural— the  son  to  woo  the  father's—: — I 
Oh,  what  sin  have  I  fallen  into  !  The  sin  was  mine  —  I 
urged  and  persuaded  him  to  it.  He  was  ignorant  as  my- 
self.    Forgive  him,  forgive  him  !  "  r^^^^i^ 

^  Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


VARIETI1S8    IN    UNQLiaH    LIFE.  21*1 

"  Mr.  Dale,"  said  Harley,  rising,  and  extending  his 
hand,  which  the  poor  Parson  felt  himself  unworthy  to 
take  —  '  ■  Mr.  Dale,  you  are  a  good  man  —  if,  indeed,  this 
universe  of  liars  contains  some  man  who  does  not  cheat 
our  judgment  when  we  deem  him  honest.  Allow  me  only 
to  ask  why  you  consider  Leonard  Fairfield  to  be  my  son  ?  " 

"Was  not  your  youthful  admiration  for  poor  Nora 
evident  to  me  ?  Remember,  I  was  a  frequent  guest  at 
Lansmere  Park  ;  and  it  was  so  natural  that  you,  with  all 
your  brilliant  gifts,  should  captivate  her  refined  fancy  — 
her  affectionate  heart." 

"  Natural  —  you  think  so  —  go  on." 

"  Your  mother,  as  became  her,  separated  you.  It  was 
not  unknown  to  me  that  you  still  cherished  a  passion 
which  your  rank  forbade  to  be  lawful.  Poor  girl  1  she 
left  the  roof  of  her  protectress,  Lady  Jane.  Nothing  was 
known  of  her  till  she  came  to  her  father's  house  to  give 
birth  to  a  child,  and  die.  And  the  same  day  that  dawned 
on  ber  corpse,  you  hurried  from  the  place.  Ah  1  no  doubt 
your  conscience  smote  yOu  —  you  have  never  returned  to 
Lansmere  since." 

Hariey's  breast  heaved — he  waved  his  hand — the  Par- 
son resumed  — 

"  Whom  could  I  suspect  but  you  ?  I  made  inquiries : 
they  confirmed  my  suspicions." 

"  Perhaps  you  inquired  of  my  friend  Mr.  Egerton  ?  He 
was  with  me  when  —  when  — ^  as  you  say,  I  hurried  from 
the  place." 

"  [  did,  my  lord." 

IV.  — 19  ^        J 
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*'And  he?'' 

''  Denied  your  gnilt ;  but  still,  a  man  of  honor  so  nice, 
of  heart  so  feeling,  could  not  feign  readily.  His  denial 
did  not  deceive  me." 

"  Honest  man  ! "  said  Harley  ;  and  his  hand  griped  the 
breast  over  which  still  rustled,  as  if  with  a  ghostly  sigh, 
the  records  of  the  dead.  "  He  knew  she  had  left,  a  son, 
too  ?  " 

"He  did,  my  lord;  of  course,  I  told  him  that." 

"  The  son  whom  I  found  starving  in  the  streets  of 
London  I  Mr.  Dale,  as  you  see,  your  words  move  me 
very  much.  I  cannot  deny  that  he  who  wronged,  it  may 
be  with  no  common  treachery,  that  young  mother  —  for 
Nora  Avenel  was  not  one  to  be  lightly  seduced  into 
error " 

"  Indeed,  no  1 " 

"And  who  then  thought  no  more  of  the  offspring  of 
her  anguish  and  his  own  crime  —  I  cannot  deny  that  that 
man  deserves  some  chastisement  —  should  render  some 
atonement.  Am  I  not  right  here  ?  Answer  with  the 
plain  speech  which  becomes  your  sacred  calling." 

"  I  cannot  say  otherwise,  my  lord,"  replied  the  Parson, 
pitying  what  appeared  to  him  such  remorse.  "But  if  he 
repent " 

"Enough,"  interrupted  Harley,  "I  now  invite  you  to 
visit  me  at  Lansmere ;  give  me  your  address,  and  I  will 
apprise  you  of  the  day  on  which  T  will  request  your  pre- 
sence. Leonard  Fairfield  shall  find  a  father  —  I  was 
about  to  say,  worthy  of  himself.     For  the  rest — ^tAy; 
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reseat  yourself.  For  the  rest,"  —  and  again  the  sinister 
smile  broke  from  Harley's  eye  and  lip  —  "I  will  not  yet 
say  whether  I  can,  or  ought  to,  resign  to  a  younger  and 
fairer  suitor  the  lady  who  has  accepted  my  own  hand.  I 
have  no  reason  yet  to  believe  that  she  prefers  him.  But 
what  think  you,  meanwhile,  of  this  proposal  ?  Mr.  Avenel 
wishes  his  nephew  to  contest  the  borough  of  Lansmere — 
has  urged  me  to  obtain  the  young  man's  consent.  True, 
that  he  may  thus  endanger  the  seat  of  Mr.  Audley  Eger- 
ton.  What  then  ?  Mr.  Audley  Egerton  is  a  great  man, 
and  may  find  another  seat ;  that  should  not  stand  in  the 
way.  Let  Leonard  obey  his  uncle.  If  he  win  the  elec- 
tion ;  why,  he'll  be  a  more  equal  match,  in  the  world's  eye, 
:or  Miss  Digby  —  that  is,  should  she  prefer  him  to  my- 
self;  and  if  she  do  not,  still,  in  public  life,  there  is  a  cure 
for  all  private  sorrow.  That  is  a  maxim  of  Mr.  Audley 
Egerton's ;  and  he,  you  know,  is  a  man  not  only  of  the 
nicest  honor,  but  the  deepest  worldly  wisdom.  Do  you 
like  my  proposition?" 

**  It  seems  to  me  most  considerate  —  most  generous." 
"  Then  you  shall  take  to  Leonard  the  lines  I  am  about 
to  write." 

Lord  L'Estrange  to  Leonard  Fairfield. 

**  I  have  read  the  memoir  you  intrusted  to  me.  I  will 
follow  up  all  the  clues  that  it  gives  me.  Meanwhile  I 
request  you  to  suspend  all  questions  —  forbear  all  refer- 
ence to  a  subject  which,  as  you  may  well  conjecture,  is 
frapjrht  with  painful  recollections   to   myself     At   this 
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moment,  too,  I  am  compelled  to  concentre  my  thoughta 
upon  aflfairs  of  a  public  nature,  and  yet  which  may  sensi- 
bly affect  yourself.  There  are  reasons  why  I  urge  you  to 
comply  with  your  uncle's  wish,  and  stand  for  the  borough 
of  Lansmere  at  the  approaching  election.  If  the  ex- 
quisite gratitude  of  your  nature  so  overrates  what  I  may 
have  done  for  you,  that  you  think  you  owe  me  some 
obligations,  you  will  richly  repay  them  on  the  day  in 
which  I  hear  you  hailed  as  member  for  Lansmere.  Rely- 
ing on  that  generous  principle  of  self-sacrifice  which 
actuates  all  your  conduct,  I  shall  count  upon  your  sur- 
rendering your  preference  to  private  life,  and  entering  the 
arena  of  that  noble  ambition  which  has  conferred  such 
dignity  on  the  name  of  my  friend  Audley  Egerton.  He, 
it  is  true,  will  be  your  opponent ;  but  he  is  too  generous 
not  to  pardon  my  zeal  for  the  interest  of  a  youth  whose 
career  I  am  vain  enough  to  think  that  I  have  aided. 
And  as  Mr.  Randal  Leslie  stands  in  coalition  with  Eger- 
ton, and  Mr.  Avenel  believes  that  two  candidates  of  the 
same  party  cannot  both  succeed,  the  result  may  be  to  the 
satisfaction  of  all  the  feelings  which  I  entertain  for  Audley 
Egerton,  and  for  you,  who,  I  have  reason  to  think,  will 

emulate  his  titles  to  my  esteem. 

"  Yours, 

"  L'EfiTBANGE. 

"  There,  Mr.  Bale,"  said  Harley,  sealing  his  letter,  and 
giving  it  into  the  Parson's  hands.  "There,  you  shall 
deliver  this  note  to  your  friend.  But  no  —  upon  second 
thoughts,  since  he  does  not  yet  know  of  your  visit  to  me, 
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it  is  best  that  he  should  be  still  in  ignorance  of  it.  For 
ehould  Miss  Digby  resolve  to  abide  by  her  present  en- 
gagements, it  were  surely  kind  to  save  Leonard  the  pain 
of  learning  that  yoa  had  communicated  to  roe  that  rivalry 
he  himself  had  concealed.  Let  all  that  has  passed  between 
us  be  kept  in  strict  confidence." 

*'I  will  obey  you,  my  lord,"  answered  the  Parson, 
meekly,  startled  to  find  that  he  who  had  come  to  arrogate 
authority,  was  now  submitting  to  commands ;  and  all  at 
fault  what  judgment  he  could  venture  to  pass  upon  the 
man  whom  he  had  regarded  as  a  criminal,  who  had  not 
even  denied  the  crime  imputed  to  him,  yet  who  now  im* 
pressed  the  accusing  priest  with  something  of  that  respect 
which  Mr.  Dale  had  never  before  Conceded  but  to  Virtue. 
Could  he  have  then  but  looked  into  the  dark  and  stormy 
heart,  which  he  tivice  misread  1 

"It  is  well  —  very  well,"  muttered  Harley,  when  the 
door  had  closed  upon  the  Parson.  "  The  viper  and  the 
viper's  brood  !  So  it  was  this  man's  son  that  I  led  from 
the  dire  Slough  of  Despond ;  and  the  son  unconsciously 
imitates  the  father's  gratitude  and  honor — Ha  —  ha  I" 
Suddenly  the  bitter  laugh  was  arrested  ;  a  flash  of  almost 
celestial  joy  darted  through  the  warring  elements  of  storm 
and  darkness.  If  Helen  returned  Leonard's  affection, 
Harley  L 'Estrange  was  free  I  And  through  that  flash 
the  face  of  Yiolante  shone  upon  him  as  an  angel's.  But 
the  heavenly  light  and  the  angel  face  vanished  abruptly, 
Swallowed  up  in  the  black  abyss  of  the  rent  and  tortured 
soul. 

19*  n        \ 
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*'  Fool  1 "  said  the  unhappy  man,  aloud,  in  his  anguish 

—  "  fool  I  what  then  ?  Were  I  free,  would  it  be  to  trust 
mj  fate  again  to  falsehood  ?  If,  in  all  the  bloom  and 
glory  of  my  youth,  I  failed  to  win  the  heart  of  a  village 
girl  —  if,  once  more  deluding  myself,  it  is  in  vain  that  I 
have  tended,  reared,  cherished,  some  germ  of  woman's 
human  affection  in  the  orphan  I  saved  from  penury  —  how 
look  for  love  in  the  brilliant  princess,  whom  all  the  sleek 
Lotharios  of  our  gaudy  world  will  surround  with  their 
homage  when  once  she  alights  on  their  sphere  I  If  per- 
fidy be  my  fate  —  what  hell  of  hells  in  the  thought  ?  — 
that  a  wife  might  lay  her  head  in  my  bosom  —  and  —  oh, 
horror  I  horror  I  —  No  !  —  I  would  not  accept  her  hand 
were  it  offered,  nor  believe  in  her  love  were  it  pledged  to 
me.     Stern  soul  of  mine  —  wise  at  last,  love  never  more 

—  never  more  believe  in  truth  ! " 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

As  Harley  quitted  the  room,  Helen's  pale  sweet  face 
looked  forth  from  a  door  in  the  same  corridor.  She  ad- 
vanced towards  him  timidly. 

"  May  I  speak  with  you  ?  "  she  said,  in  almost  inaudible 
accents.     "  I  have  been  listening  for  your  footstep. " 

Harley  looked  at  her  steadfastly.  Then,  without  a 
word,  he  followed  her  into  the  room  she  had  left,  and 
closed  the  door. 
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"I,  too,"  said  he,  "meant  to  seek  an  interview  with 
yourself — but  later.  You  would  speak  to  me,  Helen  — 
say  on.  —  Ah  !  child,  what  mean  you  ?  Why  this  ?  "  — 
for  Helen  was  kneeling  at  his  feet. 

"  Let  me  kneel,"  she  said,  resisting  the  hand  that  sought 
to  raise  her.  "  Let  me  kneel  till  I  have  explained  all, 
and  perhaps  won  your  pardon.  You  said  something  the 
other  evening.  It  has  weighed  on  my  heart  and  my  con- 
science ever  since.  You  said,  *that  I  should  have  no 
secret  from  you  :  for  thaty  in  our  relation  to  each  other, 
would  be  deceit.'  I  have  had  a  secret;  but,  oh,  believe 
jne  I  it  was  long  ere  it  was  clearly  visible  to  myself.  You 
honored  me  with  a  suit  so  far  beyond  my  birth,  my  merits. 
You  said  that  I  might  console  and  comfort  you.  At 
those  words,  what  answer  could  I  give  ?  —  I,  who  ow^ 
you  so  much  more  than  a  daughter's  duty  ?  And  1 
thought  that  my  affections  were  free  —  that  they  would 
obey  that  duty.  But  —  but  —  but  — "  continued  Helen, 
bowing  her  head  still  lowlier,  and  in  a  voice  far  fainter — 
"  I  deceived  myself.  I  again  saw  him  who  has  been  all 
in  the  world  to  me,  when  the  world  was  so  terrible  —  and 
then  —  and  then — I  trembled.  I  was  terrified  at  my  own 
memories  —  my  own  thoughts.  Still  I  struggled  to  banish 
the  past  —  resolutely  —  firmly.  Oh,  you  believe  me,  do 
you  not?  And  I  hoped  to  conquer.  Yet  ever  since 
those  words  of  yours,  I  felt  that  I  ought  to  tell  you  even 
of  the  struggle.  This  is  the  first  time  we  have  met  since 
you  sp^ke  them.  And  now  —  now  —  I  have  seen  him 
again,  and  —  and  —  though  not  by  a  word  could  she  you 
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had  deigned  to  woo  as  your  bride  encourage  hope  in 
another  —  though  there  —  there  where  you  now  stand  — 
he  bade  me  farewell,  and  we  parted  as  for  ever ;  — yet  — 
yet  —  0  Lord  L'Estrange  I  in  return  for  your  rank, 
wealth,  your  still  nobler  gifts  of  nature  —  what  should  I 
bring  ?  —  something  more  than  gratitude,  esteem,  rever- 
ence —  at  least  an  undivided  heart,  filled  with  your  image, 
and  yours  alone.  And  this  I  cannot  give.  Pardon  me 
not  for  what  I  say  now,  but  for  not  saying  it  before. 
Pardon  me  —  0  my  benefactor,  pardon  me  ! '' 

''  Rise,  Helen,"  said  Harley,  with  relaxing  brow,  though 
still  unwilling  to  yield  to  one  softer  and  holier  emotion. 
"  Rise  !  "  And  he  lifted  her  up,  and  drew  her  towards 
the  light.  "  Let  me  look  at  your  face.  There  seems  no 
guile  here.  These  tears  are  surely  honest.  If  I  cannot 
be  loved,  it  is  my  fate,  and  not  your  crime.  Now,  listen 
to  me.  If  you  grant  me  nothing  else,  will  you  give  me 
the  obedience  which  the  ward  owes  to  the  guardian,  — 
the  child  to  the  parent?" 

<*  Yes  —  oh  yes  I "  murmured  Helen. 
**  Then  while  I  release  you  from  all  troth  to  me,  I  claim 
the  right  to  refuse,  if  I  so  please  it,  my  assent  to  the  suit 
of — of  the  person  you  prefer.  I  acquit  you  of  deceit, 
but  I  reserve  to  myself  the  judgment  I  shall  pass  on  him. 
Until  I  myself  sanction  that  suit,  will  you  promise  not  to 
recall  in  any  way  the  rejection  which,  if  I  understand  you 
rightly,  you  have  given  to  it  ? " 
"I  promise." 
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"  And  if  I  say  to  you,  *  Helen,  this  man  is  not  worthy 
of  you '  " 

"  No,  no  I  do  not  say  that  —  I  could  not  believe  you." 

Harley  frowned,  but  resumed  calmly  —  "  If,  then,  I 
say,  '  Ask  me  not  wherefore,  but  I  forbid  you  to  be  the 
wife  of  Leonard  Fairfield,'  what  would  be  your  answer  ?  " 

"  Ah,  my  lord,  if  you  can  but  comfort  him,  do  with  me 
as  you  will ;  but  do  not  command  me  to  break  his  heart." 

"Oh,  silly  child,"  cried  Harley,  laughing  scornfully, 
"  hearts  are  not  found  in  the  race  from  which  that  man 
sprang.  But  I  take  your  promise  with  its  credulous  con- 
dition. Helen,  I  pity  you.  I  have  been  as  weak  as  you, 
bearded  man  though  I  be.  Some  day  or  other,  you  and 
I  may  live  to  laugh  at  the  follies  at  which  you  weep  now. 
I  can  give  you  no  other  comfort,  for  I  know  of  none." 

He  moved  to  the  door,  and  paused  at  the  threshold. 
"  I  shall  not  see  you  again  for  some  days,  Helen.  Per- 
haps I  may  request  my  mother  to  join  me  at  Lansmere ; 
if  so,  I  shall  pray  you  to  accompany  her.  For  the 
present,  let  all  believe  that  our  position  is  unchanged. 
The  time  will  soon  come  when  I  may " 

Helen  looked  up  wistfully  through  her  tears. 

"  I  may  release  you  from  all  duties  to  me,"  continued 
Harley,  with  grave  and  severe  coldness  ;  "  or  I  may  claim 
your  promise  in  spite  of  the  condition  ;  for  your  lover's 
hean.  will  not  be  broken      Adieu  ! " 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

As  Harley  entered  London,  he  came  suddenly  upon 
Randal  Leslie,  who  was  hurrying  from  Eaton  Square, 
having  not  only  accompanied  Mr.  Avenel  in  his  walk,  but 
gone  home  with  him,  and  spent  half  the  day  in  that  gentle- 
man's society.  He  was  now  on  his  way  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  at  which  some  disclosure  as  to  the  day  for  the 
dissokition  of  Parliament  was  expected. 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  said  Randal,  **  I  must  stop  you. 
I  have  been  to  Norwood,  and  seen  our  noble  friend.  He 
has  confided  to  me,  of  course,  all  that  passed.  How  can 
I  express  my  gratitude  to  you  I  By  what  rare  talent  — 
with  what  signal  courage  —  you  have  saved  the  happiness 
—  perhaps  even  the  honor— -of  my  plighted  bride  I " 

"  Your  bride  I  The  Duke,  then,  still  holds  to  the  pro- 
mise you  were  fortunate  enough  to  obtain  from  Dr.  Ricca- 
bocca  ?  " 

*' He  confirms  that  promise  more  solemnly  than  ever. 
You  may  well  be  surprised  at  his  magnanimity." 

*'No  ;  he  is  a  philosopher  —  nothing  in  him  can  sur- 
prise me.     But  he  seemed  to  think,  when  I  saw  him,  that 
there  were  circumstances  you  might  find  it  hard  to  ex-  ^ 
plain. " 

"  Hard  I  nothing  so  easy.  Allow  me  to  tender  to  you 
tVe  same  explanations  which  satisfied  one  whom  philosophy 
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itself  has  made  as  open  to  truth  as  he  is  clear-sighted  to 
imposture." 

"Another  time,  Mr.  Leslie.  If  jour  bride's  father  bo 
satisfied,  what  right  have  I  to  doubt  ?  By  the  way,  you 
stand  for  Lansmere.  Do  me  the  favor  to  fix  your  quarters 
at  the  Park  during  the  election.  You  will,  of  course, 
accompany  Mr.  Egerton." 

"  You  are  most  kind,"  answered  Randal,  greatly  sur- 
prised. 

"  You  accept  ?  That  is  well.  We  shall  then  have  ample 
opportunity  for  those  explanations  which  you  honor  me 
by  offering ;  and,  to  make  your  visit  still  more  agreeable, 
I  may,  perhaps,  induce  our  friends  at  Norwood  to  meet 
you.     Good  day." 

Harley  walked  on,  leaving  Randal  motionless  in  amaze, 
but  tormented  with  suspicion.  What  could  ^ch  courtesies 
in  Lord  L'Estrange  portend?     Surely  no  good. 

"  I  am  about  to  hold  the  balance  of  justice,"  said  Har- 
ley to  himself.  —  *'  I  will  cast  the  light-weight  of  that 
knave  into  the  scale.  Violante  never  can  be  mine  ;  but 
I  did  not  save  her  from  a  Peschiera  to  leave  her  to  a 
Randal  Leslie.  Ha,  ha  !  Audley  Egerton  has  some  human 
feeling  —  tenderness  for  that  youth  whom  he  has  selected 
from  the  world,  in  which  he  left  Nora's  child  to  the  jaws 
of  Famine.  Through  that  side  I  can  reach  at  his  heart, 
and  prove  him  a  fool  like  myself,  where  he  esteemed  and 
confided  I     Good." 

Thus  soliloquising.  Lord  L'Estrange  gained  the  corner 
of  Bruton  Street,  when  he  was  again  somewhat  abruptly 
accosted.  rn^f-.n]o 
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•'  My  dear  Lord  L 'Estrange,  let  me  shake  you  by  the 
hand  ;  for  Heaven  knows  when  I  may  see  you  again  ;  and 
you  have  suffered  me  to  assist  in  one  good  action." 

"  Frank  Hazeldean,  I  am  pleased  indeed  to  meet  yoa. 
Why  do  you  indulge  in  that  melancholy  doubt  as  to  the 
time  when  I  may  see  you  again  ? " 

"  I  have  just  got  leave  of  absence.  I  am  not  well,  and 
I  am  rather  hipped,  so  I  shall  go  abroad  for  a  few  weeks." 

In  spite  of  himself,  the  sombre  brooding  man  felt  inte- 
rest and  sympathy  in  the  dejection  that  was  evident  in 
Frank's  voice  and  countenance.  "Another  dope  to  affeo- 
tion,"  thought  he,  as  if  in  apology  to  himself; — "of 
course,  a  dupe;  he  is  honest  and  artless  —  at  present." 
He  pressed  kindly  on  the  arm  which  he  had  involuntarily 
twined  within  his  own.  "  I  conceive  how  you  now  grieve, 
my  young  friend,"  said  he  ;  "  but  you  will  congratulate 
yourself-  hereafter  on  what  this  day  seems  to  yo*  an 
affliction. " 

"My  dear  Lord " 

"  I  am  much  older  than  you,  but  not  old  enough  for 
such  formal  ceremony.     Pray,  call  me  L'Estrange." 

"  Thank  you ;  and  I  should  indeed  like  to  speak  to  you 
as  a  friend.  —  There  is  a  thought  on  my  mind  which 
haunts  me.  I  daresay  it  is  foolish  enough,  but  I  am  sure 
you  will  not  laugh  at  me.  You  heard  what  Madame  di 
Negra  said  to  me  last  night.  I  have  been  trifled  with 
and  misled,  but  I  cannot  forget  so  soon  how  dear  to  me 
that  woman  was.  I  am  not  going  to  bore  you  with  such 
nonsense ;  but  from  what  I  can  understand,  her  brother 
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is  likely  to  lose  all  his  fortune ;  and,  even  if  not,  he  is  a  ' 
sad  scoundrel.  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  that  she  should 
be  so  dependent  on  him  —  that  she  may  come  to  want. — 
After  all,  there  must  be  good  in  her — good  in  her  to 
refuse  my  hand  if  she  did  not  love  me.  A  mercenary 
woman  so  circumstanced  would  not  have  done  that." 

"  You  are  quite  right  But  do  not  torment  yourself 
with  such  generous  fears.  Madame  di  Negra  shall  not 
come  to  want — shall  not  be  dependent  on  her  infamous 
brother.  The  first  act  of  the  Duke  of  Serrano,  on  re- 
gaining his  estates,  will  be  a  suitable  provision  for  his 
kinswoman.     I  will  answer  for  this." 

"  You  take  a  load  off  my  mind.  I  did  mean  to  ask 
you  to  intercede  with  Riccabocca  —  that  is,  the  Duke  (it 
is  so  hard  to  think  he  can  be  a  Duke  1)  I,  alas  !  have 
nothiflg  in  my  power  to  bestow  upon  Madame  di  Negra. 
I  may,  indeed,  sell  my  commission ;  but  then  I  have  a 
debt  which  I  long  to  pay  off,  and  the  sale  of  the  commis- 
sion would  not  suffice  even  for  that ;  and  perhaps  my 
father  might  be  still  more  angry  if  I  do  sell  it.  Well, 
good-bye.  I  shall  now  go  away  happy  —  that  is,  com- 
paratively.    One  must  bear  things  like  —  a  man  1 " 

*'  I  should  like,  however,  to  see  you  again  before  you 
go  abroad.  I  will  call  on  you.  Meanwhile,  can  you  tell 
me  the  number  of  one  Baron  Levy  ?  He  lives  in  thi8 
street,  I  know  I" 

"  Levy  I  Oh,  have  no  dealings  with  him,  I  advise  —  I 
entreat  you  I    He  is  the  most  plausible,  dangerous  rascal; 
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and,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  pray  be  warned  by  me,  and  let 
nothing  entangle  yon  into  —  a  post-obit  I " 

"  Be  reassured  :  I  am  more  accustomed  to  lend  money 
than  borrow  it ;  and,  as  to  a  post-obit,  I  have  a  foolish 
prejudice  against  such  transactions." 

*'  Don't  call  it  foolish,  L^Estrange ;  I  honor  you  for  it. 
How  I  wish  I  had  known  you  earlier  —  so  few  men  of  the 
world  are  like  you.  Even  Randal  Leslie,  who  is  so  fault- 
less in  most  things,  and  never  gets  into  a  scrape  himself, 
called  my  own  scruples  foolish.     However ^^ 

"  Stay  —  Randal  Leslie  I  What  I  He  advised  you  to 
borrow  on  a  post-obitj  and  probably  shared  the  loan  with 
you  ?" 

*0  no  ;  not  a  shilling." 

"  Tell  me  all  about  it,  Frank.  Perhaps,  as  I  see  that 
Levy  is  mixed  up  in  the  affair,  your  information  may  be 
useful  to  myself,  and  put  me  on  my  guard  in  dealing  with 
that  popular  gentleman." 

Frank,  who  somehow  or  other  felt  himself  quite  at  home 
with  Harley,  and  who,  with  all  his  respect  for  Randal 
Leslie's  talents,  had  a  vague  notion  that  Lord  L'Estrange 
was  quite  as  clever,  and  from  his  years  and  experience, 
likely  to  be  a  safer  and  more  judicious  counsellor,  wa^ 
noways  loath  to  impart  the  confidence  thus  pressed  for. 

He  told  Harley  of  his  debts  —  his  first  dealings  with 
Levy; — the  nnha^i^j post-obit  into  which  he  had  been 
hurried  by  the  distress  of  Madame  di  Negra  ;— his  father's 
anger  — his  mother's  letter  —  his  own  feelings  of  mingled 
shame  and  pride,  which  made  him  fear  that  repentance 
vould  but  seem  self-interest— his  desire  to^l  his  com- 
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mission,  and  let  its  sale  redeem  in  part  the  post-obit ;  in 
short,  he  made  what  is  called  a  clean  breast  of  it.  Randal 
Leslie  was  necessarily  mixed  up  with  this  recital ;  and  the 
subtle  cross-questionings  of  Harley  extracted  far  more  aa 
to  that  young  diplomatist's  agency  in  all  these  melancholy 
concerns,  than  the  ingenuous  narrator  himself  was  aware 
of. 

"  So  then,"  said  Harley,  "  Mr.  Leslie  assured  you  of 
Madame  di  Negra's  affection,  when  you  yourself  dombted 
of  it  ?  " 

"  Yes :  she  took  him  in,  even  more  than  she  did  me." 

"  Simple  Mr.  Leslie  I  And  the  same  kind  friend — who 
is  related  to  you  —  did  you  say  ?  " 

^'  His  grandmother  was  a  Hazeldean." 

"  Humph.  The  same  kind  relation  led  you  to  believe 
that  you  could  pay  off  the  bond  with  the  Marchesa's  por- 
tion, and  that  he  could  obtain  the  consent  of  your  parents 
to  your  marriage  with  that  lady  ? " 

"  I  ought  to  have  known  better ;  my  father's  prejudices 
against  foreigners  and  Papists  are  so  strong." 

*'And  now  Mr.  Leslie  concurs  with  you,  that  it  is  best 
for  you  to  go  abroad,  and  trust  to  his  intercession  ^ith 
your  father.  He  has  evidently,  then,  gained  a  great  in- 
fluence over  Mr.  Hazeldean." 

"  My  father  naturally  compares  me  with  him  —  he  so 
clever,  so  promising,  so  regular  in  his  habits,  and  I  such 
A  reckless  scapegrace." 

"  And  the  bulk  of  your  father's  property  is  unentailed 
—  Mr,  Hazeldean  might  disinherit  you  ? " 

"I  deserve  it.     I  hope  he  will."  ^        . 
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"  You  have  no  brothers  nor  sisters  —  no  relation,  pe^ 
haps,  after  your  parents,  nearer  to  you  than  your  excellent 
friend  Mr.  Randal  Ledie  ?  " 

**  No  ;  that  is  the  reason  he  is  so  kind  to  me,  otherwise 
I  am  the  last  person  to  suit  him.  You  have  no  idea  how 
well-informed  and  clever  he  is,"  added  Frank,  in  a  tone 
between  admiration  and  awe. 

"  My  dear  Hazeldean,  you  will  take  my  advice  —  will 
you  not  ?  " 

"  Certainly.     You  are  too  good." 

*'  Let  all  your  family,  Mr.  Leslie  included,  suppose  you 
to  be  gone  abroad;  but  stay  quietly  in  England,  and 
within  a  day's  journey  of  Lansmere  Park.  I  am  obliged 
to  go  thither  for  the  approaching  election.  I  may  ask 
you  to  come  over.  I  think  I  see  a  way  to  serve  you  ;  and 
if  so,  you  will  soon  hear  from  me.  Now,  Baron  Levy's 
number  ?  "  * 

"That  is  the  house  with  the  cabriolet  at  the  door. 
How  such  a  fellow  can  have  such  a  horse  I  —  'tis  out  of 
all  keeping  I " 

"  Not  at  all ;  horses  are  high-spirited,  generous,  unsus- 
picious animals.  They  never  know  if  it  is  a  rogue  who 
drives  them.  I  have  your  promise,  then,  and  you  will 
send  me  your  address  ?  " 

"  I  will.  Slrange  that  I  feel  more  confidence  in  you 
than  I  do  even  in  Randal  I     Do  take  care  of  Levy. " 

Lord  L'Estrange   and  Frank  here  shook  hands,  and 
Frank,  with  an  anxious  groan,  saw  L'Estrange  disa))poar 
Minnie  and  pride,  w's  of  the  sleek  destroyer, 
would  but  seem  self-ir. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Lord  L'Estrange  followed  the  spruce  servant  into 
Baron  Levy^s  luxurious  study. 

The  Baron  looked  greatly  amazed  at  his  unexpected 
visitor ;  but  he  got  up  —  handed  a  chair  to  my  lord  with 
a  low  bow.     "  This  is  an  honor,"  said  he. 

"You  have  a  charming  abode  here,"  said  Lord 
L'Estrange,  looking  round.  "Yery  fine  bronzes  —  ex- 
cellent taste.  Your  reception-rooms  above  are,  doubtless, 
a  model  to  all  decorators  I " 

"  Would  your  lordship  condescend  to  see  them  ?  "  said 
Levy,  wondering,  but  flattered. 

"With  the  greatest  pleasure." 

"  Lights  I "  cried  Levy,  to  the  servant  who  answered 
his  bell.  "  Lights  in  the  drawing-rooms  —  it  is  growing 
dark." 

Lord  L'Estrange  followed  the  usurer  upstairs  ;  admired 
everything — pictures,  draperies,  Sevres  china,  to  the  very 
shape  of  the  downy  fauteuils,  to  the  very  pattern  of  the 
Tournay  carpets.  Reclining  then  on  one  of  the  voluptuous 
sofas,  Lord  L'Estrange  said,  smilingly,  "  You  are  a  wise 
man ;  there  is  no  advantage  in  being  rich,  unless  one 
enjoys  one's  riches." 

"My  own  maxim.  Lord  L'Estrange." 

"  And  it  is  something,  too,  to  have  a  taste  for  good 
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society.  Small  pride  would  you  have,  my  dear  Baron,  in 
these  rooms,  luxurious  though  they  are,  if  filled  with 
guests  of  vulgar  exterior  and  plebeian  manners.  It  is 
only  in  the  world  in  which  we  move  that  we  find  persons 
who  harmonise,  as  it  were,  with  the  porcelain  of  Sevres, 
and  these  sofas  that  might  have  come  from  Versailles." 

"  I  own,"  said  Levy,  "that  I  have  what  some  may  call 
a  weakness  in  a  parvenu  like  myself.  I  have  a  love  for 
the  beau  monde.  It  is  indeed  a  pleasure  to  me  when  I 
receive  men  like  your  lordship." 

"But  why  call  your. elf  a  parvenu?  Though  you  are 
contented  to  honor  the  name  of  Levy,  we,  in  society,  all 
know  that  you  are  the  son  of  a  long-descended  English 
peer.  Child  of  love,  it  is  true  ;  but  the  Graces  smile  on 
those  over  whose  birth  Venus  presided.  Pardon  my  old- 
fashioned  mythological  similes — they  go  so  well  with  these 
rooms  —  Louis  Quinze,^^ 

"  Since  you  touch  on  ray  birth,"  said  Levy,  his  color 
rather  heightening,  not  with  shame,  but  with  pride,  "  I 
don't  deny  that  it  has  had  some  effect  on  my  habits  and 
tastes  in  life.     In  fact " 

"  In  fact,  own  that  you  would  be  a  miserable  man,  in 
spite  of  all  your  wealth,  if  the  young  dandies,  who  throng 
to  your  banquets,  were  to  cut  you  dead  in  the  streets  ;  -^ 
if,  when  your  high-stepping  horse  stopi>ed  at  your  club, 
the  porter  shut  the  door  in  your  face; — if,  when  you 
lounged  into  the  opera-pit,  handsome  dog  that  you  are, 
each  spendthrift  rake  in  'Fop's  Alley,'  who  now  waits 
but  the  scratch  of  your  pen  to  endorse  billeta-douiv  with 
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the  charm  that  can  chain  to  himself  for  a  month  some 
nymph  of  the  Ballet,  spinning  round  in  a  whirlwind  of 
tulle,  —  would  shrink  from  the  touch  of  your  condescend- 
ing forefinger  with  more  dread  of  its  contact  than  a 
bailiff's  tap  in  the  thick  of  Pall  Mall  could  inspire  ;  —  if, 
reduced  to  the  company  of  city  clerks,  parasite  led-cap- 
tains '* 

"  Oh,  don't  go  on,  my  dear  lord,"  cried  Levy,  laugh- 
ing affectedly.  "Impossible  though  the  picture  be,  it  is 
really  appalling.  Cut  me  off  from  May  Fair  and  St. 
James's,  and  I  should  go  into  my  strong  closet  and  hang 
myself." 

"And  yet,  my  dear  Baron,  all  this  may  happen  if  I  have 
the  whim  just  to  try  ;  —  all  this  will  happen,  unless,  ere  I 
leave  your  house,  you  concede  the  conditions  I  come  here 
to  impose." 

"  My  Lord  I "  exclaimed  Levy,  starting  up,  and  pulling 
down  his  waistcoat  with  nervous  passionate  fingers,  '*  if 
you  were  not  under  my  own  roof,  I  would " 

*'  Truce,  with  mock  heroics.  Sit  down,  sir —  sit  down. 
I  will  briefly  state  my  threat  —  more  briefly  my  conditions. 
You  will  be  scarcely  more  prolix  in  your  reply.  Your 
fortune  I  cannot  touch — your  enjoyment  of  it  I  can  de- 
stroy. Refuse  my  conditions  —  make  me  your  enemy  — 
and  war  to  the  knife  I  I  will  interrogate  all  the  young 
dupes  you  have  ruined.  I  will  learn  the  history  of  all  the 
transactions  by  which  you  have  gained  the  wealth  that  it 
pleases  you  to  spend  in  courting  the  society  and  sharing 
the   vices  of  men  who  —  go   with   these  rooms,   Louis 
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Quinzel  Not  a  roguery  of  yours  shall  escape  me,  down 
even  to  your  last  notable  connivance  with  an  Italian  re- 
probate for  the  criminal  abduction  of  an  heiress*  All  these 
particulars  I  will  proclaim  in  the  clubs  to  which  you  have 
gained  admittance  —  in  every  club  in  London  which  you 
yet  hope  to  creep  into.  All  these  I  will  impart  to  some 
such  authority  in  the  Press  as  Mr.  Henry  Norreys  j  —  all 
these  I  will,  upon  the  voucher  of  my  own  name,  have  so 
published  in  some  journals  of  repute,  that  you  must  either 
tacitly  submit  to  the  revelations  that  blast  you,  or  bring 
before  a  court  of  law  actions  that  will  convert  accusations 
into  evidence.  It  is  but  by  sufferance  that  you  are  now 
in  society — you  are  excluded  when  one  man  like  me  comes 
forth  to  denounce  you.  You  try  in  vain  to  sneer  at  my 
menace — ^your  white  lips  show  your  terror.  I  have  rarely 
in  life  drawn  any  advantage  from  my  rank  and  position ; 
but  I  am  thankful  that  they  give  me  the  power  to  make 
my  voice  respected  and  my  exposure  triumphant.  Now, 
Baron  Levy,  will  you  go  into  your  strong  closet  and  hang 
yourself,  or  will  you  grant  me  my  very  moderate  condi- 
tions ?  You  are  silent.  I  will  relieve  you,  and  state  thoso 
conditions.  Until  the  general  election,  about  to  take  place, 
is  concluded,  you  will  obey  me  to  the  letter  in  all  that  I 
enjoin  —  no  demur,  and  no  scruple.  And  the  fii'st  proof 
of  obedience  I  demand  is,  your  candid  disclosure  of  all 
Mr.  Audley  Egerton's  pecuniary  affairs." 

"  Has  my  client  Mr.  Egerton  authorised  you  to  reqiii^ 
of  me  that  disclosure  ?  " 

*'  On  the  contrary,  all  that  passes  between  us  ytm  wiD 
conceal  from  your  client "  ^         j 
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"  You  would  save  him  from  ruiu  ?  Your  trnat j  friend, 
Mr.  Egerton  ! "  said  the  Baron,  with  a  livid  sneer. 

"  Wrong  again,  Baron  Levy.  If  I  would  save  him  from 
ruin,  you  are  scarcely  the  man  I  should  ask  to  assist  me." 

"Ah,  I  guess.     You  have  learned  how  he " 

**  Q-uess  nothing,  but  obey  in  all  things.  Let  us  descend 
to  your  business-room," 

,  Levy  said  not  a  word  until  he  had  reconducted  hia 
visitor  into  his  den  of  destruction  —  all  gleaming  with 
spoliaria  in  rose- wood.  Then  he  said  this :  "If,  Lord 
L'Bstrange,  you  seek  but  revenge  on  Audley  Egerton, 
you  need  not  have  uttered  those  threats.  I  too — hate 
the  man." 

Harley  looked  at  him  wistfully,  and  the  noblerr.an  felt 
a  pang  that  he  bad  debased  himself  into  a  single  feeling 
which  the  usurer  could  share.  Nevertheless,  the  inter- 
view appeared  to  close  with  satisfactory  arrangements, 
and  to  produce  amicable  understanding.  For  as  the  Baron 
ceremoniously  followed  Lord  L'Estrange  through  the  hall, 
his  noble  visitor  said,  with  marked  aflPability  — 

"  Then  I  shall  see  you  at  Lansmere  with  Mr.  Egerton, 
to  assist  in  conducting  his  election.  It  is  a  sacrifice  of 
your  time  worthy  of  your  friendship ;  not  a  step  farther, 
I  beg.  Baron,  I  have  the  honor  to  wish  you  good  evening. '' 

As  the  street-door  opened  on  Lord  L'Estrange,  he  again 
found  himself  face  to  face  with  Randal  Leslie,  ifhose  hand 
was  already  lifted  to  the  knocker. 

"  Ha,  Mr.  Leslie  !  —  you  too  a  client  of  Baron  Levy's ; 
—  a  very  useful  accommodating  man." 
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Kandal  stared  and  stammered, —  "  I  come  in  haste  from 
the  House  of  Commons  on  Mr.  Egerton^s  business.  Don't 
you  hear  the  newspaper  vendors  crying  out  *  Great  news — 
Dissolution  of  Parliament  ?  " 

"  We  are  prepared.  Levy  himself  consents  to  give  us 
the  aid  of  his  talents.    Kindly,  obliging — clever  person  I  " 

Randal  hurried  into  Levy's  study,  to  which  the  usurer 
had  shrunk  back,  and  was  now  wiping  his  brow  with  hi^ 
scented  handkerchief,  looking  heated  and  haggard,  and 
very  indifferent  to  Randal  Leslie. 

"  How  is  this  ?  "  cried  Randal.  "  I  come  to  tell  you 
first  of  Peschiera's  utter  failure,  the  ridiculous  coxcomb, 
and  I  meet  at  your  door  the  last  man  I  thought  to  find 
there --the  man  who  foiled  us  all.  Lord  L'Estrange. 
What  brought  him  to  you  ?  Ah,  perhaps  his  interest  in 
Egerton's  election  ?  " 

'*  Yes,"  said  Levy,  sulkily.  "  I  know  all  about  Pes- 
chiera.  I  cannot  talk  to  you  now  ;  I  must  make  arrange- 
ments for  going  to  Lansmere." 

"  But  don't  forget  my  purchase  from  Thornhill.  I  shall 
have  the  money  shortly  from  a  surer  source  than  Pes- 
chiera." 

"The  Squire?" 

"Or  a  rich  father-in-law." 

In  the  meanwhile,  as  Lord  L'Estrange  entered  Bond 
Street,  his  ears  were  stunned  by  vociferous  cries  from  the 
Stentors  employed  by  Standard^  Sun,  and  Globe — "  Great 
Hews  —  Dissolution  of  Parliament  —  Great  news  ! "  The 
gas-lamps  were  lighted — a  brown  fog  was  gathering  over 
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the  streets,  blending  itself  with  the  falling  shades  of 
flight.  The  forms  of  men  loomed  large  through  the  mist. 
The  lights  from  the  shops  looked  red  and  lurid.  Loungers 
usually  careless  as  to  politics,  were  talking  eagerly  and 
anxiously  of  King,  Lords,  Commons,  "  Constitution  at 
stake  "  —  "  Triumph  of  liberal  opinions,"  —  according  to 
their  several  biases.  Hearing,  and  scorning  —  unsocial, 
isolated — ^walked  on  Harley  L'Estrange.  With  his  direr 
passions  had  been  roused  up  all  the  native  powers  that 
made  them  doubly  dangerous.  He  became  proudly  con- 
scious of  his  own  great  faculties,  but  exulted  in  them 
only  so  far  as  they  could  minister  to  the  purpose  which 
had  invoked  them. 

"  I  have  constituted  myself  a  Fate,"  he  said  inly  ;  ''let 
the  gods  be  bnt  neutral — while  I  weave  the  meshes.  Then, 
as  Fate  itself  when  it  has  fulfilled  its  mission,  let  me  pass 
away  into  shadow,  with  the  still  and  lonely  stride  that 
none  may  follow. 

•Oh  for  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness.' 

How  weary  I  am  of  this  world  of  men  ! "  And  again 
the  cry  "  Great  news  —  National  crisis — Dissolution  of 
Parliament  —  Great  newsl"  rang  through  the  jostling 
throng.  Three  men,  arm-in-arm,  brushed  by  Harley,  and 
were  stopped  at  the  crossing  by  a  file  of  carriages.  The 
man  in  the  centre  was  Audley  Egerton.  His  companions 
were  an  ex-minister  like  himself,  and  one  of  those  great 
pi!opdelO];s  who  are  proud  of  being  above  office,  and  vain 
if.jl^  power  to  make  and  unmake  Governments. 
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"  You  are  the  only  man  to  lead  us,  Egerton,"  said  this 
last  personage.  "  Do  but  secure  your  seat,  and  as  soon 
as  this  popular  fever  has  passed  away,  you  must  be  some- 
thing more  than  the  leader  of  Opposition  —  you  must  be 
the  first  man  in  England." 

*'  Not  a  doubt  of  that,"  chimed  in  the  fellow  ex-minis- 
ter —  a  worthy  man — perfect  red-tapist,  but  inaudible  in 
the  reporters'  gallery.  "And  your  election  is  quite  safe, 
eh  ?  All  depends  on  that.  You  must  not  be  thrown  out 
at  such  a  time,  even  for  a  month  or  two.  I  hear  that 
jou  will  have  a  contest — some  townsman  of  the  borough, 
I  think.  But  the  Lansmere  interest  must  be  all-power- 
ful ;  and  I  suppose  L 'Estrange  will  come  out  and  canvass 
for  you.  You  are  not  the  man  to  iave  lukewarm  friends  !" 

*•  Don't  be  alarmed  about  my  election.  I  am  as  sure 
of  that  as  of  L'Estrange's  friendship." 

Harley  heard,  with  a  grim  smile,  and  passing  his  hand 
within  his  vest,  laid  it  upon  Nora's  memoir. 

"  What  could  we  do  in  Parliament  without  you  !  "  said 
the  great  proprietor,  almost  piteously. 

"  Rather  what  could  I  do  without  Parliament  ?  Public 
life  is  the  only  existence  I  own.  Parliamett  is  all  in  all 
to  me.     But  we  may  cross  now." 

Harley's  eye  glittered  cold  as  it  followed  the  tall  form 
of  the  statesman,  towering  high  above  all  other  passers-by. 

"Ay,"  he  muttered  —  "ay,  rest  as  sure  of  ray  friend- 
ship as  I  was  of  thine  !  And  be  Lansmere  our  field  of 
Philippi  I  There,  where  thy  first  step  was  made  in  the 
3nly  life  that  thou  own'st  as  existence,  shall  the  laddet 
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itself  rot  from  under  thy  footing.  There,  where  thy  softer 
victim  slunk  to  death  from  the  deceit  of  thy  love,  shal! 
deceit  like  thine  own  dig  a  grave  for  thy  frigid  ambition. 
I  borrow  thy  quiver  of  fraud ;  its  still  arrows  shall  strike 
thee  ;  and  thou  too  shalt  say,  when  the  barb  pierces  home  ? 
•This  comes  from  the  hand  of  a  friend.'  Ay,  at  Lans- 
mere,  at  Lansmere,  shall  the  end  crown  the  whole  I  Go, 
and  dot  on  the  canvass  the  lines  for  a  lengthened  per- 
spective, where  my  eyes  note  already  the  vanishing-point 
of  the  picture." 

Then  through  the  dull  fog,  and  under  the  pale  gas^ 
lights  Harley  L'Bstrange  pursued  his  noiseless  way,  soon 
distinguished  no  more  amongst  the  various,  motley,  quick- 
succeeding  groups,  with  their  infinite  subdivisions  of 
thought,  care,  and  passion ;  while  loud  over  all  their  low 
murmurs,  or  silent  hearts,  were  heard  the  tramp  of  horses 
and  din  of  wheels,  and  the  vociferous  discordant  cry  that 
had  ceased  to  attract  an  interest  in  the  ears  it  vexed  — 
"Great  News,  Great  News  —  Dissolution  of  Parliament 
—  Great  News  I" 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  scene  is  at  Lansmere  Park — a  spacious  pile,  com- 
menced in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  ;  enlarged  and  altered 
in  the  reign  of  Anne.  Brilliant  interval  in  the  History 
of  our  National  Manners,  when  even  the  courtier  dreaded 
to  be  dull,  and  Sir  Fopling  raised  himself  on  tiptoe  to 

^^-  ^^  ^  Digitized  by  Google 


242  MY   novel;   or, 

(jatch  the  ear  of  a  wit  —  when  the  names  of  Devonshire 
and  Dorset,  Halifax  and  Carteret,  Oxford  and  Boling- 
broke,  unite  themselves,  brother-like,  with  those  of  Hobbes 
and  of  Dryden,  of  Prior  and  Bentley,  of  Arbuthnot,  Gay, 
Pope,  and  Swift ;  and  still,  wherever  we  turn,  to  recog- 
nise some  ideal  of  great  Lord  or  fine  Gentleman  —  the 
Immortals  of  Literature  ertand  by  his  side. 

The  walls  of  the  rooms  at  Lansmere  were  covered  with 
the  portraits  of  those  who  illustrate  that  time  which 
Europe  calls  the  Age  of  Louis  XIV.  A  L'Estrange, 
who  had  lived  through  the  reigns  of  four  English  princes 
(and  with  no  mean  importance  through  all,)  had  collected 
those  likenesses  of  noble  contemporaries.  As  you  passed 
through  the  chambers  —  opening  one  on  the  other  in  that 
pomp  of  parade  introduced  with  Charles  II.  from  the 
palaces  of  France,  and  retaining  its  mode  till  Yersailles 
and  the  Trianon  passed,  themselves,  out  of  date  —  yon 
felt  you  were  in  excellent  company.  What  saloons  of  our 
day,  demeaned  to  tailed  coats  and  white  waistcoats,  have 
that  charm  of  high  breeding  which  speaks  out  from  the 
canvass  of  Kneller  and  Jervis,  Vivien  and  Rigaud  ? 
And  withal,  notwithstanding  lace  and  brocade  —  the 
fripperies  of  artificial  costume  —  still  those  who  give  in- 
terest or  charm  to  that  day,  look  from  their  portraits  like 
men  —  raking  or  dehonnain^,  if  you  will  —  never  mincing 
nor  feminine.  Can  we  say  as  much  of  the  portraits  of 
Lawrence  ?  Gaze  there  on  fair  Marlborough  —  what 
delicate  perfection  of  features,  yet  how  easy  in  boldness, 
how  serene  in  the  conviction  of  power !     So  fair  and  f»o 
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tranquil  he  might  have  looked  through  the  cannon-reek 
at  Ramilies  and  Blenheim,  suggesting  to  Addison  the 
image  of  an  angel  of  war.  Ah,  there,  Sir  Charles  Sedley, 
the  Lovelace  of  wits  I  Note  that  strong  jaw  and  marked 
brow  ;  —  do  you  not  recognise  the  courtier  who  scorned 
to  ask  one  favor  of  the  king  with  whom  he  lived  as  an 
equal,  and  who  stretched  forth  the  right  hand  of  man  to 
hurl  from  a  throne  the  king  who  had  made  his  daughter 

—  a  Countess  ?  * 

Perhaps,  from  his  childhood  thus  surrounded  by  the 
haunting  faces  —  that  spoke  of  their  age  as  they  looked 
from  the  walls  —  that  age  and  those  portraits  were  not 
without  influence  on  the  character  of  Harley  L'Estrange. 
The  whim  and  the  daring  —  the  passion  for  letters  and 
reverence  for  genius  —  the  mixture  of  levity  and  strength 

—  the  polished  sauntering  indolence,  or  the  elastic  readi- 
ness of  energies  once  called  into  action  —  all  might  have 
found  their  prototypes  in  the  lives  which  those  portraits 
rekindled.  The  deeper  sentiment,  the  more  earnest  nature, 
which  in  Harley  L'Estrange  were  commingled  with  the 
attributes  common  to  a  former  age  —  these,  indeed,  were 
of  bis  own.     Our  age  so  little  comprehended,  while  it 

*  Sedley  was  so  tenacious  of  his  independence,  that  when  his 
affuirs  were  most  embarrassed,  he  refused  all  pecuniary  aid  from 
Charles  II.  His  bitter  sarcasm,  in  vindication  of  the  part  he  took 
in  the  disposition  of  James  II.,  who  had  corrupted  his  daughter, 
and  made  her  Countess  of  Dorchester,  is  well  known.  "As  the 
King  has  made  my  daughter  a  Countess,  the  least  I  can  do,  in 
common  gratitude,  is  to  assist  in  making  his  majesty's  daughter 
•*  a  Queen ! " 
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colors  us  from  its  atmosphere  ! — so  fall  of  mysterious  and 
profound  emotions,  which  our  ancestors  never  knew  I  — 
Will  those  emotions  be  understood  by  our  descendants  ? 
In  this  stately  house  were  now  assembled,  as  Harley's 
guests,  many  of  the  more  important  personages  whom  the 
slow  length  of  this  story  has  made  familiar  to  the  reader. 
The  two  candidates  for  the  borough  in  the  True  Blue  in- 
terest —  Audley  Egerton  and  Randal  Leslie  ;  —  and  Levy 
— chief  among  the  barons  to  whom  modern  society  grants 
a  seignory  of  pillage,  which,  had  a  baron  of  old  ever  ven- 
tured to  arrogate,  burgess  and  citizen,  socman  and  boc- 
man,  villein  and  churl,  would  have  burned  him  alive  in 
his  castle ;  the  Duke  di  Serrano,  still  fondly  clinging  to 
his  title  of  doctor  and  pet  name  of  Riccabocca ;  — 
Jemima,  not  yet  with  the  airs  of  a  duchess,  but  robed  in 
very  thick  silks,  as  the  chrysalis  state  of  a  duchess ;  — 
Viol  ante,  too,  was  there,  sadly  against  her  will,  and 
shrinking  as  much  as  possible  into  the  retirement  of  her 
own  chamber.  The  Countess  of  Lansmere  had  deserted 
her  lord,  in  order  to  receive  the  guests  of  her  son ;  my 
lord  himself,  ever  bent  on  being  of  use  in  some  part  of 
his  country,  and  striving  hard  to  distract  his  interest  from 
his  plague  of  a  borough,  had  gone  down  into  Cornwall  to 
inquire  into  the  social  condition  of  certain  troglodytes 
who  worked  in  some  mines  which  the  Earl  had  lately  had 
the  misfortune  to  wring  from  the  Court  of  Chancery,  after 
a  lawsuit  commenced  by  his  grandfather;  and  a  Blue 
Book,  issued  in  the  past  session  by  order  of  Parliament, 
had  especially  quoted  the  troglodytes  thus  devolved  on 
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the  Earl  as  bipeds  who  were  in  considerable  ignorance  of 
the  sun,  and  had  never  been  known  to  wash  their  feet 
since  the  day  that  they  came  into  the  world  —  their  world 
underground,  chipped  off  from  the  Bottomless  Pit  I 

With  the  Countess  came  Helen  Digby,  of  course  ;  and 
Lady  Lansmere,  who  had  hitherto  been  so  civilly  cold  to 
the  wife  elect  of  her  son,  had,  ever  since  her  interview 
with  Harley  at  Knightsbridge,  clung  to  Helen  with 
almost  a  caressing  fondness.  The  stern  Countess  was 
tamed  by  fear;  she  felt  that  her  own  influence  over 
Harley  was  gone  ;  she  trusted  to  the  influence  of  Helen 
—  in  case  of  what?  —  ay,  what?  It  was  because  the 
danger  was  not  clear  to  her,  that  her  bold  spirit  trembled : 
superstitions,  like  suspicions,  are,  "  as  bats  among  birds, 
and  fly  by  twilight."  Harley  had  ridiculed  the  idea  of 
challenge  and  strife  between  Audley  and  himself;  but 
still  Lady  Lansmere  dreaded  the  fiery  emotions  of  the 
last,  and  the  high  spirit  and  austere  self-respect  which 
were  proverbial  to  the  first.  Involuntarily  she  strength- 
ened her  intimacy  with  Helen.  In  case  her  alarm  should 
appear  justified,  what  mediator  could  be  so  persuasive  in 
appeasing  the  angrier  passions,  as  one  whom  courtship 
and  betrothal  sanctified  to  the  gentlest? 

On  arriving  at  Lansmere,  the  Countess,  however,  felt 
somewhat  relieved.  Harley  had  received  her,  if  with  a 
manner  less  cordial  and  tender  than  had  hitherto  dis- 
tinguished it,  still  with  easy  kindness  and  calm  self-posses- 
Kon.  His  bearing  towards  Audley  Egerton  still  more 
-eassured  her :  it  was  not  marked  by  an  exaggeration  of 
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familiarity  or  friendship  —  which  would  at  once  have  ex- 
cited her  apprehensions  of  some  sinister  design  —  nor,  on 
the  other  hand,  did  it  betray,  by  covert  sarcasms,  an  ill- 
suppressed  resentment.  It  was  exactiy  what,  under  the 
circumstances,  would  have  been  natural  to  a  man  who  had 
received  En  injury  from  an  intimate  friend,  which,  in 
generosity  or  discretion,  he  resolved  to  overlook,  but 
which  those  aware  of  it  could  just  perceive  had  cooled  or 
alienated  the  former  aflfection.  Indefatigably  occupying 
himself  with  all  the  details  of  the  election,  Harley  had  a 
fair  pretext  for  absenting  himself  from  Audley,  who,  really 
looking  very  ill,  and  almost  worn  out,  pleaded  indisposi- 
tion as  an  excuse  for  dispensing  with  the  fatigues  of  a 
personal  canvass,  and,  passing  much  of  his  time  in  his 
own  apartments,  left  all  the  preparations  for  contest  to 
his  more  active  friends.  It  was  not  till  he  had  actually 
arrived  at  Lansmere  that  Audley  became  acquainted  with 
the  name  of  his  principal  opponent.  Richard  Avenel  I 
the  brother  of  Nora  I  rising  up  from  obscurity,  thus  to 
stand  front  to  front  against  him  in  a  contest  on  which  all 
his  fates  were  cast.  Egerton  quailed  as  before  an  ap- 
pointed avenger.  He  would  fain  have  retired  from  the 
field ;  —  he  spoke  to  Harley  ! 

"  How  can  you  support  all  the  painful  remembrances 
which  the  very  name  of  my  antagonist  must  conjure  up  ?  " 

"Did  you  not  tell  me,"  answered  Harley,  "to  strive 
against  such  remembrances  —  to  look  on  them  as  sickly 
dreams?  I  am  prepared  to  brave  them.  Caja  yow  bt 
more  sensitive  than  I  ?  " 
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Egerton  dnrst  not  say  more.  He  avoided  all  further 
reference  to  the  subject.  The  strife  raged  around  him, 
and  he  shut  himself  out  from  it  —  shut  himself  up  in  soli- 
tude with  his  own  heart.  Strife  enough  there !  Once, 
late  at  night,  he  stole  forth  and  repaired  to  Nora's  grave. 
He  stood  there,  amidst  the  rank  grass,  and  under  the 
frosty  starlight,  long,  and  in  profound  silence.  His  whole 
past  life  seemed  to  rise  before  him  ;  and,  when  he  regained 
his  lonely  room,  and  strove  to  survey  the  future,  still  he 
could  behold  only  that  past  and  that  grave. 

In  thus  declining  all  active  care  for  an  election,  to  his 
prospects  so  important,  Audley  Egerton  was  considered 
to  have  excuse,  not  only  in  the  state  of  his  health,  but  in 
his  sense  of  dignity.  A  statesman  so  eminent,  of  opinions 
so  well  known,  of  public  services  so  incontestable,  might 
well  be  spared  the  personal  trouble  that  falls  upon  obscu- 
rer candidates.  And  besides,  according  to  current  re- 
port, and  the  judgment  of  the  Blue  Committee,  the  return 
of  Mr.  Egerton  was  secure.  But,  though  Audley  him- 
self was  thus  indulgently  treated,  Harley  and  the  Blue 
Committee  took  care  to  inflict  double  work  upon  Randal. 
That  active  young  spirit  found  ample  materials  for  all  its 
restless  energies.  Randal  Leslie  was  kept  on  his  legs 
from  sunrise  to  starlight.  There  does  not  exist  in  the 
Three  Kingdoms  a  constituency  more  fatiguing  to  a  can- 
didate than  that  borough  of  Lansmere.  As  soon  as  you 
leave  the  High  Street,  wherein,  according  to  immemorial 
usage,  the  Blue  canvasser  is  first  led,  in  order  to  put  him 
into  spirits  for  the  toils  that  await  him  Tdelectable,  pro- 
II.  2w 
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pitious,  constitutional  High  Street,  in  which  at  least  two- 
thirds  of  the  electors  —  opulent  tradesmen  employed  at 
the  Park  —  always  vote  for  ''  my  lord's  man,"  and  hospita- 
bly prepare  wine  and  cakes  in  their  tidy  back-parlors  1) — 
as  soon  a^  you  quit  this  stronghold  of  the  party,  labyrinths 
of  lanes  and  defiles  stretch  away  into  the  farthest  horizon  ; 
level  ground  is  found  nowhere  ;  it  is  all  up-hill  and  down- 
hill—  now  rough  craggy  pavements  that  blister  the  feet, 
and  at  the  very  first  tread  upon  which  all  latent  corns 
shook  prophetically  —  now  deep  muddy  ruts,  into  which 
you  sink  ankle-deep  —  oozing  slush  creeping  into  the 
pores,  and  moistening  the  way  for  catarrh,  rheum,  cough, 
sore  throat,  bronchitis,  and  phthisis.  Black  sewers,  and 
drains  Acherontian,  running  before  the  thresholds,  and  so 
filling  the  homes  behind  with  effluvia,  that,  while  one  hand 
clasps  the  grimy  paw  of  the  voter,  the  other  instinctively 
guards  from  typhus  and  cholera  your  abhorrent  nose. 
Not  in  those  days  had  mankind  ever  heard  of  a  sanitary 
reform  !  and,  to  judge  of  the  slow  progress  which  that  re- 
form seems  to  make,  sewer  and  drain  would  have  been 
much  the  same  if  they  had.  Scot-and-lot  voters  were  the 
independent  electors  of  Lansraere,  with  the  additional 
franchise  of  Freemen.  Universal  suffrage  could  scarcely 
more  efficiently  swamp  the  franchises  of  men  who  care  a 
straw  what  becomes  of  Great  Britain  !  With  all  Randal 
Leslie's  profound  diplomacy,  all  his  art  in  talking  over, 
deceiving,  and  (to  borrow  Dick  AvenePs  vernacular 
phrase)  "  humbugging"  educated  men,  his  eloquence  fell 
flat  upon  minds  invulnerable  to  appeals  wbrthor  to  State 
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or  io  Church,  to  Reform  or  to  Freedom.  To  catch  a 
Scot-and-lot  voter  by  such  frivolous  arguments,  Randal 
Leslie  might  as  well  have  tried  to  bring  down  a  rhinoceros 
by  a  pop-gun  charged  with  split  peas  I  The  young  man 
who  so  firmly  believed  that  "  knowledge  was  power,"  was 
greatly  disgusted.  It  was  here  the  ignorance  that  foiled 
him.  When  he  got  hold  of  a  man  with  some  knowledge, 
Randal  was  pretty  sure  to  trick  him  out  of  a  vote. 

Nevertheless,  Randal  Leslie  walked  and  talked  on, 
with  most  creditable  perseverance.  The  Blue  Committee 
allowed  that  he  was  an  excellent  canvasser.  They  con- 
ceived a  liking  for  him,  mingled  with  pity.  For,  though 
sure  of  Egerton's  return,  they  regarded  Randal's  as  out 
of  the  question.  He  was  merely  there  to  keep  split  votes 
from  going  to  the  opposite  side ;  to  serve  his  patron,  the 
ex-minister ;  shake  the  paws  and  smell  the  smells  which 
the  ex-minister  was  too  great  a  man  to  shake  and  to 
smell.  But,  in  point  of  fact,  none  of  that  Blue  Committee 
knew  anything  of  the  prospects  of  the  election,  llarley 
received  all  the  reports  of  each  canvass-day.  Harley 
kept  the  canvass-book,  locked  up  from  all  eyes  but  his 
own,  or  it  might  be  Baron  Levy^s,  as  Audley  Egertou's 
confidential,  if  not  strictly  professional  adviser ;  — Baron 
Levy,  the  millionnaire,  had  long  since  retired  from  all 
acknowledged  professions,  Randal,  however  —  close,  ob- 
servant, shrewd  —  perceived  that  he  himself  was  much 
stronger  than  the  Blue  Committee  believed.  And,  to  his 
infinite  surprise,  he  owed  that  strength  to  Lord  L'Es- 
tranpre's   exerHons  on  his  behalf.     For  though  Harley, 
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after  the  first  day  on  which  he  ostentatiously  showed  him- 
self in  the  High  Street,  did  not  openly  canvass  with 
Randal,  yet  when  the  reports  were  brought  in  to  him, 
and  he  saw  the  names  of  the  voters  who  gave  one  vote  to 
Audley  and  withheld  the  other  from  Randal,  he  would 
say  to  Randal,  dead  beat  as  that  young  gentleman  was, 
"  Slip  out  with  me,  the  moment  dinner  is  over,  and  before 
you  go  the  round  of  the  public-houses ;  there  are  some 
voters  we  must  get  for  you  to-night."  And  sure  enough 
a  few  kindly  words  from  the  popular  heir  of  the  Lans- 
mere  baronies  usually  gained  over  the  electors,  from  whom, 
though  Randal  had  proved  that  all  England  depended  on 
their  votes  in  his  favor,  Randal  would  never  have  extract- 
ed more  than  a  "Wu'U,  I  shall  waute  gin  the  Dauy 
coomes  I  "  Nor  was  this  all  that  Harley  did  for  the 
younger  candidate.  If  it  was  quite  clear  that  only  one 
vote  could  be  won  for  the  Blues,  and  the  other  was 
pledged  to  the  Yellows,  Harley  would  say,  "  Then  put  it 
down  to  Mr.  Leslie  ;  " —  a  request  the  more  readily  con- 
ceded, since  Audley  Egerton  was  considered  so  safe  by 
the  Blues,  and  alone  worth  a  fear  by  the  Yellows. 

Thus  Randal,  who  kept  a  snug  little  canvass-book  of 
his  own,  became  more  and  more  convinced  that  he  had  a 
better  chance  than  Egerton,  even  without  the  furtive  aid 
he  expected  from  Avenel ;  and  he  could  only  account  for 
Harley's  peculiar  exertions  in  his  favor,  by  supposing  that 
Harley,  unpracstised  in  elections,  and  deceived  by  the  Blue 
Committee,  believed  Egerton  to  be  perfectly  safe,  and 
sought,  for  the  honor  of  the  family  interest,  to  secure  botJ*. 
the  seats.  r^         i 
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RandaPs  public  cares  thus  deprived  him  of  all  opportu- 
nity of  pressing  his  courtship  on  Yiolante ;  and,  indeed, 
if  ever  he  did  find  a  moment  in  which  he  could  steal  to 
her  reluctant  side,  Harley  was  sure  to  seize  that  very 
moment  to  send  him  off  to  canvass  an  hesitating  freeman, 
or  harangue  in  some  public-house. 

Leslie  was  too  acute  not  to  detect  some  motive  hostile 
to  his  wooing,  however  plausibly  veiled  in  the  guise  of 
zeal  for  his  election,  in  this  officiousness  of  Harley's.  But 
Lord  L'Estrange's  manner  to  Violaute  was  so  little  like 
that  of  a  jealous  lover,  and  he  was  so  well  aware  of  her 
engagement  to  Randal,  that  the  latter  abandoned  the 
suspicion  he  had  before  conceived,  that  Harley  was  his 
rival.  And  he  was  soon  led  to  believe  that  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  had  another,  more  disinterested,  and  less  formida- 
ble motive  for  thus  stinting  his  opportunities  to  woo  the 
heiress. 

"Mr.  Leslie,"  said  Lord  L'Estrange,  one  day,  ''the 
Duke  has  confided  to  me  his  regret  at  his  daughter's  re- 
luctance to  ratify  his  own  promise ;  and,  knowing  the 
warm  interest  I  take  in  her  w^elfare  —  for  his  sake  and  her 
own  ;  believing,  also,  that  some  services  to  herself,  as 
well  as  to  the  father  she  so  loves,  give  me  a  certain  in- 
fluence over  her  inexperienced  judgment,  he  has  even  re 
quested  me  to  speak  a  word  to  her  in  your  behalf." 

"Ah  I  if  you  would  I "  said  Randal,  surprised. 

"  You  must  give  me  the  power  to  do  so.  You  were 
obliging  enough  to  volunteer  to  me  the  same  explanations 
which  you  gave  to  the  Duke,  his  satisfaction  with  which 
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in(lu(i3d  him  to  renew,  or  confirm  the  promise  of  his 
daughter's  hand.  Should  those  explanations  content  me, 
as  they  did  hira,  I  hold  the  Duke  bound  to  fulfil  his  en- 
gagement, and  I  am  convinced  that  his  daughter  would, 
in  that  case,  not  be  inflexible  to  your  suit.  But,  till  such 
explanations  be  given,  my  friendship  for  the  father,  and 
my  interest  in  the  child,  do  not  allow  me  to  assist  a  cause 
which,  however,  at  present,  suffers  little  by  delay." 

"Pray,  listen  at  once  to  those  explanations." 

*'  Nay,  Mr.  Leslie,  I  can  now  only  think  of  the  election. 
As  soon  as  that  is  over,  rely  on  it  you  shall  have  the 
amplest  opportunity  to  dispel  any  doubts  which  your  inti- 
macy with  Count  di  Peschiera  and  Madame  di  Negra  may 
have  suggested.  Apropos  of  the  election  —  here  is  a  list 
of  voters  you  must  see  at  once  in  Fish  Lane. —  Don^;  lose 
a  moment." 

In  the  meanwhile,  Richard  Avenel  and  Leonard  had 
taken  up  their  quarters  in  the  hotel  appropriated  to  the 
candidates  for  the  Yellows  ;  and  the  canvass  on  that  side 
was  prosecuted  with  all  the  vigor  which  might  be  expected 
from  operations  conducted  by  Richard  Avenel,  and  backed 
by  the  popular  feeling. 

The  rival  parties  met  from  time  to  time,  in  the  streets 
and  lanes,  iu  all  the  pomp  of  war  —  banners  streaming, 
fifes  resounding  (for  bands  and  colors  were  essential  proofs 
of  public  spirit,  and  indispensable  items  in  a  candidate's 
bills,  in  those  good  old  days).  When  they  thus  encoun- 
tered, very  distant  bows  were  exchanged  between  the 
respective  chiefs.     But  Randal,  contriving  ever  tc  pass 
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close  to  Avenel,  had  erer  the  satisfaction  of  perceiving 
that  gentleman's  countenance  contracted  into  a  knowing 
wink,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  All  right,  in  spite  of  this  tar- 
nation humbug." 

But  now  that  both  parties  were  fairly  in  the  field,  to  the 
private  arts  of  canvassing  were  added  the  public  arts  of 
oratory.  The  candidates  had  to  speak  —  at  the  close  of 
each  day's  canvass  —  out  from  wooden  boxes,  suspended 
from  the  windows  of  their  respective  hotels,  and  which 
looked  like  dens  for  the  exhibition  of  wild  beasts.  They 
had  to  speak  at  meetings  of  committees  —  meetings  of 
electors  —  go  the  nightly  round  of  enthusiastic  public- 
houses,  and  appeal  to  the  sense  of  an  enlightened  people 
through  wreaths  of  smoke  and  odors  of  beer. 

The  alleged  indisposition  of  Audley  Egerton  had  spared 
him  the  excitement  of  oratory,  as  well  as  the  fatigue  of 
canvassing.  The  practised  debater  had  limited  the  dis- 
play of  his  talents  to  a  concise,  but  clear  and  masterly  ex- 
position of  his  own  views  on  the  leading  public  questions 
of  the  day,  and  the  state  of  parties,  which,  on  the  day 
after  his  arrival  at  Lansmere,  was  delivered  at  a  meeting 
of  his  general  committee  —  in  the  great  room  of  their  ho- 
tel —  and  which  was  then  printed  and  circulated  amongst 
the  voters. 

Randal,  though  he  expressed  himself  with  more  fluency 
and  self-possession  than  are  usually  found  in  the  first 
attempts  of  a  public  speaker,  was  not  effective  in  address- 
ing an  unlettered  crowd  ;  —  for  a  crowd  of  this  kind  is 
all  heart  —  and  we  know  that  Randal  Leslie's  heart  was 
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as  small  as  heart  could  be.  If  he  attempted  to  speak  at 
his  own  intellectual  level,  he  was  so  subtle  and  refining  as 
to  be  incomprehensible  ;  if  he  fell  into  the  fatal  error  — 
not  uncommon  to  inexperienced  orators  —  of  trying  to 
lower  himself  to  the  intellectual  level  of  his  audience,  he 
was  only  elaborately  stupid.  No  man  can  speak  too  well 
for  a  crowd  —  as  no  man  can  write  too  well  for  the  stage  ; 
but  in  neither  case  should  he  be  rhetorical,  or  case  in 
periods  the  dry  bones  of  reasoning.  It  is  to  the  emotions, 
or  to  the  humors,  that  the  speaker  of  a  crowd  must  ad- 
dress himself ;  his  eye  must  brighten  with  generous  senti- 
ment, or  his  lip  must  expand  in  the  play  of  animated  fancy 
or  genial  wit.  RandaPs  voice,  too,  though  pliant  and 
persuasive  in  private  conversation,  was  thin  and  poor 
when  strained  to  catch  the  ear  of  a  numerous  assembly. 
The  falsehood  of  his  nature  seemed  to  come  out,  when  he 
raised  the  tones  which  had  been  drilled  into  deceit.  Men 
like  Randal  Leslie  may  become  sharp  debaters  —  admira- 
ble special  pleaders ;  they  can  no  more  become  orators 
than  they  can  become  poets.  Educated  audiences  are 
essential  to  them,  and  the  smaller  the  audience  (that  is, 
the  more  the  brain  supersedes  the  action  of  the  heart)  the 
better  they  can  speak. 

Dick  Avenel  was  generally  very  short  and  very  pithy 
in  his  addresses.  He  had  two  or  three  favorite  topics, 
which  always  told.  He  was  a  fellow-townsman  —  a  man 
who  had  made  his  own  way  in  life — he  wanted  to  free  his 
native  place  from  aristocratic  usurpation  —  it  was  the 
battle  of  the  electors,  not  his  private  cause,  &c.     He  said 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  255 

little  agaiDst  Randal — *'  Pity  a  clever  young  man  should 
pin  his  future  to  two  yards  of  worn-out  red  tape" — "  He 
had  better  lay  hold  of  the  strong  rope,  which  the  People, 
in  compassion  to  his  youth,  were  willing  yet  to  throw  out 
to  save  him  from  sinking,"  &c.  But  as  for  Audley  Eger- 
ton,  '*  the  gentieman  who  would  not  show,  who  was  afraid 
to  meet  the  electors,  who  could  only  find  his  voice  in  s,^ 
hole-and-corner  meeting,  accustomed  all  his  venal  life  to 
dark  and  nefarious  jobs  "  —  Dick,  upon  that  subject,  de- 
livered philippics  truly  Demosthenian.  Leonard,  on  the 
contrary,  never  attacked  Harley's  friend,  Mr.  Egerton ; 
but  he  was  merciless  against  the  youth  who  had  filched 
reputation  from  John  Burley,  and  whom  he  knew  that 
Harley  despised  as  heartily  as  himself.  And  Randal  did 
not  dare  to  retaliate  (though  boiling  over  with  indignant 
rage),  for  fear  of  offending  Leonard's  uncle.  Leonard 
was  unquestionably  the  popular  speaker  of  the  three. 
Though  his  temperament  was  a  writer's,  not  an  orator's 
—  though  he  abhorred  what  he  considered  the  theatrical 
exhibition  of  self,  which  makes  what  is  called  "delivery" 
more  effective  than  ideas  —  though  he  had  little  interest 
at  any  time  in  party  politics  —  though  at  this  time  his 
heart  was  far  away  from  the  Blues  and  Yellows  of  Lans- 
mere,  sad  and  forlorn  —  yet,  forced  into  action,  the  elo- 
quence that  was  natural  to  his  conversation  poured  itself 
forth.  He  had  warm  blood  in  his  veins ;  and  his  dislike 
to  Randal  gave  poignancy  to  his  wit,  and  barbed  his  ar- 
guments with  impassioned  invective.  In  fact,  Leonard 
conld  conceive  no  other  motive  for  Lord  L'Estrange's 
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request  to  take  part  in  the  election,  than  that  nobleman's 
desire  to  defeat  the  man  whom  they  both  regarded  as  an 
impostor.  And  this  notion  was  confirmed  by  some  inad- 
vertent expressions  which  Avenel  let  fall,  and  which  made 
Leonard  suspect  that,  if  he  were  not  in  the  field,  Avenel 
would  have  exerted  all  his  interest  to  return  Randal  in- 
stead of  Egerton.  Witii  Dick's  dislike  to  that  statesnian, 
Leonard  found  it  impossible  to  reason ;  nor,  on  the  other 
hand,  could  all  Dick's  scoldings  or  coaxings  induce 
Leonard  to  divert  his  siege  on  Randal  to  an  assault  upon 
the  man  who,  Harley  had  often  said,  was  dear  to  him  as 
a  brother. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Dick  kept  the  canvass-book  of  the 
Yellows  as  closely  as  Harley  kept  that  of  the  Blues ; 
and,  in  despite  of  many  pouting  fits  and  gusts  of  dis- 
pleasure, took  precisely  the  same  pains  for  Leonard  as 
Harley  took  for  Randal.  There  remained,  however,  ap- 
parently unshaken  by  the  efforts  on  either  side,  a  compact 
body  of  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  voters,  chiefly  freemen. 
Would  they  vote  Yellow  ?  Would  they  vote  Blue  ?  No 
one  could  venture  to  decide ;  but  they  declared  that  they 
would  all  vote  the  same  way.  Dick  kept  his  secret 
''caucuses,"  as  he  called  them,  constantly  nibbling  at  this 
phalanx.  A  hundred  and  fifty  voters !  —  they  had  the 
election  in  their  hands  !  Never  were  hands  so  cordially 
shaken  —  so  caressingly  clung  to  —  so  fondly  lingered 
upon  !  But  the  votes  still  stuck  as  firm  to  the  hands  as 
if  a  part  of  the  skin,  or  of  the  dirt  —  which  was  much  tlw 
same  thing  !  \\ 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Whenever  Audley  joined  the  other  guests  of  an  eve- 
ning—  while  Harley  was  perhaps  closeted  with  Levy  and 
committee-men,  and  Randal  was  going  the  ronnd  of  the 
public-houses  —  the  one  with  whom  he  chiefly  conversed 
was  Violante.  He  had  been  struck  at  first,  despite  his 
gloom,  less,  perhaps,  by  her  extraordinary  beauty,  than 
by  something  in  the  expression  of  her  countenance  which, 
despite  diflferences  in  feature  and  complexion,  reminded 
him  of  Nora ;  and  when,  by  his  praises  of  Harley,  he 
drew  her  attention,  and  won  into  her  liking,  he  discovered, 
perhaps,  that  the  likeness  which  had  thus  impressed  him, 
came  from  some  similarities  in  character  between  the 
living  and  the  lost  one  —  the  same  charming  combination 
of  lofty  thought  and  child-like  innocence  —  the  same  en- 
thusiasm—  the  same  rich  exuberance  of  imagination  and 
feeling.  Two  souls  that  resemble  each  other  will  give 
their  likeness  to  the  looks  from  which  they  beam.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  person  with  whom  Harley  most  familiarly 
associated,  in  his  rare  intervals  of  leisure,  was  Helen 
Digby.  One  day,  Audley  Egerton,  standing  mournfully 
by  the  window  of  the  sitting-room  appropriated  to  hie 
private  use,  saw  the  two,  whom  he  believed  still  betrothed, 
lAke  their  way  across  the  park,  side  by  side.  "Pray 
22*  R  n        \ 
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Heaven,  that  she  may  atone  to  him  for  all ! "  murmured 
Audley.  ^'  But  ah,  that  it  had  been  Violante  !  Then  I 
might  have  felt  assured  that  the  Future  would  efface  the 
Past  —  and  found  the  courage  to  tell  him  all.  And  when 
last  night  I  spoke  of  what  Harley  ought  to  be  to  England, 
how  like  were  Yiolante's  eyes  and  smile  to  Nora's,  when 
Nora  listened  in  delighted  sympathy  to  the  hopes  of  my 
own  young  ambition.  I  "  With  a  sigh  he  turned  away,  and 
resolutely  sat  down  to  read  and  reply  to  the  voluminous 
correspondence  which  covered  the  table  of  the  biTsy  public 
man.  For,  Audley's  return  to  Parliament  being  considered 
by  his  political  party  as  secure,  to  him  were  transmitted 
all  the  hopes  and  fears  of  the  large  and  influential  section 
of  it  whose  members  looked  up  to  him  as  their  future 
chief,  and  who  in  that  general  election  (unprecedented 
for  the  number  of  eminent  men  it  was  fated  to  expel  from 
Parliament,  and  the  number  of  new  politicians  it  was 
fated  to  send  into  it),  drew  their  only  hopes  of  regaining 
their  lost  power  from  Audley's  sanguine  confidence  in  the 
reaction  of  that  Public  Opinion  which  he  had  hitherto  so 
profoundly  comprehended ;  and  it  was  too  clearly  seen, 
that  the  seasonable  adoption  of  his  counsels  would  have 
saved  the  existence  and  popularity  of  the  late  Adminis- 
tration, whose  most  distinguished  members  could  now 
scarcely  show  themselves  on  the  hustings. 

Meanwhile,  Lord  L'Estrange  led  his  young  companion 
towards  a  green  hill  in  the  centre  of  the  Park,  on  which 
stood  a  circular  temple,  that  commanded  a  view  of  the 
country  round  for  miles.    They  had  walked  in  silence  till 
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they  gained  the  summit  of  the  sloped  and  gradual  ascent ; 
and  then,  as  they  stood  still,  side  by  side,  Harley  thus 
spoke  — 

"  Helen,  you  know  that  Leonard  is  in  the  town,  though 
I  cannot  receive  him  at  the  Park,  since  he  is  standing  in 
opposition  to  my  guests,  Egerton  and  Leslie. '' 

Helen.  —  But  that  seems  to  me  so  strange.  How  — 
how  could  Leonard  do  anything  that  seems  hostile  to  you  ? 

Harley. — Would  his  hostility  to  me  lower  him  in  your 
opinion  ?  If  he  know  that  I  am  his  rival,  does  not  rivalry 
include  hate  ? 

Helen.  —  Oh,  Lord  L 'Estrange,  how  can  you  speak 
thus  ?  — how  so  wrong  yourself?  Hate  —  hate  to  you  I 
and  from  Leonard  Fairfield  ! 

Harley. — You  evade  my  question.  Would  his  hate  or 
hostility  to  me  afFect  your  sentiments  towards  him  ? 

Helen  (looking  down). —  I  could  not  force  myself  to 
believe  in  it. 

Harley.— Why  ? 

Helen. —  Because  it  would  be  so  unworthy  of  him. 

Harley. —  Poor  child  I  You  have  the  delusion  of  your 
years.  You  deck  a  cloud  in  the  hues  of  the  rainbow,  and 
will  not  believe  that  its  glory  is  borrowed  from  the  sun 
of  your  own  fancy.  But  here,  at  least,  you  are  not  de- 
ceived. Leonard  obeys  but  my  wishes,  and,  I  believe, 
against  nis  own  will.  He  has  none  of  man's  noblest 
attribute,  Ambition. 

Helen. —  No  ambition  I 

Harley. —  It  is  vanity  that  stirs  the  poet  to  toil — if 
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toil  the  wayward  chase  of  his  own  chimeras  can  be  called 
Ambition  is  a  more  masculine  passion. 

Helen  shook  her  head  gently,  but  made  no  answer. 

Habley. —  If  I  utter  a  word  that  profanes  one  of  your 
delusions,  you  shake  your  head,  and  are  incredulous. 
Pause  :  listen  one  moment  to  my  counsels '— perhaps  the 
last  I  may  ever  obtrude  upon  you.  Lift  your  eyes ;  look 
around.  Far  as  your  eye  can  reach,  nay,  far  beyond  the 
line  which  the  horizon  forms  in  the  landscape,  stretch  the 
lands  of  my  inheritance.  Yonder  you  see  the  home  in 
which  my  forefathers  for  many  generations  lired  with 
honor  and  died  lamented.  All  these,  in  the  course  of 
nature,  might  one  day  have  been  your  own,  had  you  not 
rejected  my  proposals.  I  offered  you,  it  is  true,  not  what 
is  commonly  called  Love ;  I  offered  yon  sincere  esteem, 
and  affections  the  more  durable  for  their  calm.  You  have 
not  been  reared  by  the  world  in  the  low  idolatry  of  rank 
and  wealth.  But  even  romance  cannot  despise  the  power 
of  serving  others,  which  rank  and  wealth  bestow.  For 
myself,  hitherto  indolence,  and  lately  disdain,  rob  fortune 
of  these  nobler  attributes.  But  she  who  will  share  my 
fortune  may  dispense  it  so  as  to  atone  for  my  sins  of  omis- 
sion. On  the  other  side,  grant  that  there  is  no  bar  to 
your  preference  for  Leonard  Fairfield,  what  does  your 
choice  present  to  you  ?  —  Those  of  his  kindred  with  whom 
you  will  associate  are  unrefined  and  mean.  His  sole  in- 
come is  derived  from  precarious  labors ;  the  most  vulgar 
of  all  anxieties  —  the  fear  of  bread  itself  for  tl^e  morrow 
—  must  mingle  with   all  your  romance,  and  soon   fieal 
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from  lore  all  its  poetry.  You  think  his  affection  will  con 
sole  you  for  every  sacrifice.  Folly  !  —  the  love  of  poets 
is  for  a  mist — a  moonbeam — a  denizen  of  air — a  phantom 
that  they  call  an  Ideal.  *  They  suppose  for  a  moment  that 
they  have  found  tha*  Ideal  in  Chloe  or  Phyllis  —  Helen 
or  a  milkmaid.  Bah  I  —  the  first  time  you  come  to  the 
poet  with  the  baker's  bill,  where  flies  the  Ideal  ?  I  knew 
one  more  brilliant  than  Leonard  —  more  exquisitely  gifted 
by  nature  —  that  one  was  a  woman  :  she  saw  a  man  hard 
and  cold  as  that  stone  at  your  feet — a  false,  hollow, 
sordid  worldling  ;  she  made  him  her  idol  —  beheld  in  him 
all  that  history  would  not  recognise  in  a  Caesar  —  that 
mythology  would  scarcely  grant  to  an  Apollo :  to  him 
she  was  the  plaything  of  an  hour  —  she  died,  and  before 
the  year  was  out  he  had  married  for  money !  I  knew 
another  instance  —  I  speak  of  myself.  I  loved  before  I 
was  your  age.  Had  an  angel  warned  me  then,  I  would 
have  been  incredulous  as  you.  How  that  ended,  no 
matter  :  but  had  it  not  been  for  that  dream  of  maudlin 
delirium,  I  had  lived  and  acted  as  others  of  my  kind  and 
my  sphere  —  married  from  reason  and  judgment  —  been 
MOW  a  useful  and  happy  man.  Pause,  then.  Will  you  still 
reject  me  for  Leonard  Fairfield  ?  For  the  last  time  you 
have  the  option  —  me  and  all  the  substance  of  waking  life 
—  Leonard  Fairfield  and  the  shadows  of  a  fleeting  dream. 
Speak  I   Tou  hesitate.    Nay,  take  time  to  decide. 

Helen. — Ah,  Lord  L'Estrange,  you,  who  have  felt 
what  it  is  to  love,  how  can  you  doubt  my  answer  ?  — 
Uow  think  that  I  could  be  so  base,  so  ungrateful  as  take 
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from  yourself  what  you  call  the  substance  of  waking  life, 
while  my  heart  was  far  away  —  faithful  to  what  you  call 
a  dream  ? 

Harley. — But,  can  you  not  dispel  the  dream? 

Helen  (her  whole  face  one  flush).  —  It  was  wrong  to 
call  it  dream  I  It  is  the  reality  of  life  to  me.  All  things 
else  are  as  dreams. 

Harley  (taking  her  hand  and  kissing  it  with  respect). 

—  Helen,  you  have  a  noble  heart,  and  I  have  tempted 
you  in  vain.  I  regret  your  choice,  though  I  will  no  more 
oppose  it.  I  regret  it,  though  I  shall  never  witness  your 
disappointment.  As  the  wife  of  that  man,  I  shall  see 
and  know  you  no  more. 

Helen. —  Oh,  no  ! — do  not  say  that.  Why  ?  —  where- 
fore ? 

Harley  (his  brows  meeting). — He  is  the  child  of  fraud 
and  of  shame.  His  father  is  my  foe,  and  my  hate  descends 
to  the  son.  He,  too,  the  son,  filches  from  me  —  but  com- 
plaints are  idle.  When  the  next  few  days  are  over,  think 
of  me  but  as  one  who  abandons  all  right  over  your 
actions,  and  is  a  stranger  to  your  future  fate.  Pooh  I  — 
dry  your  tears  :  so  long  as  you  love  Leonard  or  esteem 
me,  rejoice  that  our  paths  do  not  cross. 

He  walked  on  impatiently;  but  Helen,  alarmed  and 
wondering,  followed  close,  took  his  arm  timidly,  and 
sought  to  soothe  him.    She  felt  that  he  wronged  Leonard 

—  that  he  knew  not  how  Leonard  had  yielded  all  hope 
when  he  learned  to  whom  she  was  affianced.  For  Leon- 
ard's sake  she  conquered  her  bashfulness.  and  sonant  to 
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explain.  But  at  her  first  hesitating  faltered  words,  Har- 
ley,  who  with  great  effort  suppressed  the  emotions  which 
swelled  within  him,  abruptly  left  her  side,  and  plunged 
into  the  recesses  of  thick  far-spreading  groves,  that  soon 
wrapt  him  from  her  eye. 

While  this  conversation  occurred  between  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  and  his  ward,  the  soi-disant  Riccabocca  and  Yio- 
lante  were  walking  slowly  through  the  gardens.  The 
philosopher,  unchanged  by  his  brightening  prospects  — 
so  far  as  the  outer  man  was  concerned — still  characterised 
by  the  red  umbrella  and  the  accustomed  pipe  —  took  the 
way  mechanically  towards  the  sunniest  quarter  of  the 
grounds,  now  and  then  glancing  tenderly  at  Yiolante's 
downcast  melancholy  face,  but  not  speaking;  only,  at 
each  glance,  there  came  a  brisker  cloud  from  the  pipe,  as 
if  obedient  to  a  fuller  heave  of  the  heart. 

At  length,  in  a  spot  which*  lay  open  towards  the  south, 
and  seen^ed  to  coDect  all  the  gentlest  beams  of  the  No- 
vember sun,  screened  from  the  piercing  east  by  dense  ever- 
greens, and  flanked  from  the  bleak  north  by  lofty  walls, 
Riccabocca  paused  and  seated  himself.  Flowers  still 
bloomed  on  the  sward  in  front,  over  which  still  fluttered 
the  wings  of  those  later  and  more  brilliant  butterflies  that, 
unseen  in  the  genial  days  of  our  English  summer,  come 
with  autumnal  skies,  and  sport  round  the  mournful  steps 
of  the  coming  winter— types  of  those  thoughts  which  visit 
and  delight  the  contemplation  of  age,  while  the  current 
yet  glides  free  from  the  iron  ice,  and  the  leaves  yet  linger 
on  the  boughs ;  thoughts  that  associate  the  memories  of 
II.  2x 
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the  departed  summer  with  messages  from  sunfl  that  shall 
succeed  the  winter,  and  expand  colors  the  most  steeped 
in  light  and  glory,  just  as  the  skies  through  which  they 
gleam  are  darkening,  and  the  flowers  on  which  they  hover 
fade  from  the  surface  of  the  earth  —  dropping  still  seeds, 
that  sink  deep  out  of  sight  below. 

"  Daughter,"  said  Riecabocca,  drawing  Yiolante  to  his 
side,  with  caressing  arm  —  "  Daughter  I  Mark,  how  they 
who  turn  towards  the  south  can  still  find  the  sunny  side 
of  the  landscape  !  In  all  the  seasons  of  life,  how  much 
of  chill  or  of  warmth  depends  on  our  choice  of  the  aspect ! 
Sit  down  —  let  us  reason." 

Violante  sat  down  passirely,  clasping  her  father's  hand 
in  both  her  own.  Reason  I  —  harsh  word  to  the  ears  of 
Feeling  I 

"You  shrink,"  resumed  Riecabocca,  "from  even  the 
courtship,  even  the  presence  of  the  suitor  in  wbona  my 
honor  binds  me  to  recognise  your  future  bridegroom." 

Violante  drew  away  her  hands,  and  placed  them  before 
her  eyes,  shudderingly. 

"  But,"  continued  Riecabocca,  rather  peevishly,  "  this 
is  not  listening  to  reason.  I  may  object  to  Mr.  Leslie, 
because  he  has  not  an  adequate  rank  or  fortune  to  pre- 
tend to  a  daughter  of  my  house ;  that  would  be  what 
every  one  would  allow  to  be  reasonable  in  a  father ;  ex- 
cept, indeed,"  added  the  poor  sage,  trying  hard  to  be 
sprightly,  and  catching  hold  of  a  proverb  to  help  him  — 
"  except,  indeed,  those  wise  enough  to  recollect  that  ad- 
monitory saying,  '  Casa  il  figlio  quando  vuoi,  e  la  figlis 
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qaando  puoi,'  —  (Marry  your  son  when  you  will,  your 
daughter  when  you  can).  Seriously,  if  I  overlook  those 
objections  to  Mr.  Leslie,  it  is  not  natural  for  a  young  girl 
to  enforce  them.  What  is  reason  in  you  is  quite  another 
thing  from  reason  in  me.  Mr.  Leslie  is  young,  not  ill- 
looking,  has  the  air  of  a  gentleman,  is  passionately  ena- 
moured of  you,  and  has  proved  his  afTection  by  risking 
his  life  against  that  villanous  Peschiera — that  is,  he  would 
have  risked  it  had  Peschiera  not  been  shipped  out  of  the 
way.  If,  then,  you  will  listen  to  reason,  pray  what  can 
reason  say  against  Mr.  Leslie  ? " 

"  Father,  I  detest  him  ! " 

'*  Cospetto / ^'  persisted  Riccabocca,  testily,  "you  have 
no  reason  to  detest  him.  If  you  had  any  reason,  child,  I 
am  sure  that  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  dispute  it. 
How  can  you  know  your  own  mind  in  such  a  matter  ?  It 
is  not  as  if  you  had  seen  any  one  else  you  could  prefer. 
Not  another  man  of  your  own  years  do  you  even  know — 
except,  indeed,  Leonard  Fairfield,  whom,  though  I  grant 
he  is  handsomer,  and  with  more  imagination  and  ge- 
nius than  Mr.  Leslie,  you  still  must  remember  as  the 
boy  who  worked  in  my  garden.  Ah  I  to  be  sure,  there  is 
Frank  Hazeldean  —  fine  lad  —  but  his  affections  are  pre- 
engaged.  In  short,"  continued  the  sage,  dogmatically, 
*'  there  is  no  one  else  you  can,  by  any  possible  caprice,  pre- 
fer to  Mr.  Leslie ;  and  for  a  girl,  who  has  no  one  else  in 
her  head,  to  talk  of  detesting  a  well-looking,  well-dressed, 
clever  young  man,  is  a  nonsense  'chi  lascia  il  poco  por 
v.— 23 
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haver  I'assai  n^  Puno,  ne  Paltro  avera  mai ; '  —  which  may 
be  thus  paraphrased  —  The  young  lady  who  refuses  a 
mortal  in  the  hope  of  obtaining  an  angel,  loses  the  one, 
and  will  never  fall  in  with  the  other.  So  now,  having 
thus  shown  that  the  darker  side  of  the  question  is  con- 
trary to  reason — ^let  us  look  to  the  brighter.  In  the  first 
place " 

"  Oh,  father,  father  I "  cried  Violante,  passTonately, 
"you  to  whom  I  once  came  for  comfort  in  every  childish 
sorrow  I  Do  not  talk  to  me  with  this  cutting  levity.  See, 
I  lay  my  head  upon  your  breast  —  I  put  my  arms  around 
you  —  and  now,  can  you  reason  me  into  misery  ?  " 

"Child,  child,  do  not  be  so  wayward.  Strive,  at  least, 
against  a  prejudice  that  you  cannot  defend.  My  Violante, 
my  darling,  this  is  no  trifle.  Here  I  must  cease  to  be  the 
fond  foolish  father  whom  you  can  do  what  you  will  with. 
Here  I  am  Alphonso,  Duke  di  Serrano ;  for  here  my 
honor  as  noble,  and  my  word  as  man,  are  involved.  I, 
then  but  a  helpless  exile  —  no  hope  of  fairer  prospects 
before  me  —  trembling  like  a  coward  at  the  wiles  of  my 
unscrupulous  kinsman  —  grasping  at  all  chances  to  save 
you  from  his  snares — I  myself  offered  your  hand  to  Ran- 
dal Leslie — offered,  promised,  pledged  it ; — and  now  that 
my  fortunes  seem  assured,  my  rank  in  all  likelihood  re- 
stored, my  foe  crushed,  ray  fears  at  rest  —  now,  does  it 
become  me  to  retract  what  I  myself  had  urged  ?  It  is 
not  the  noble,  it  is  the  parvenu,  who  has  only  to  grow 
rich,  in  order  to  forget  those  whom  in  poverty  he  hailed 
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as  his  friends.*  Is  it  for  me  to  make  the  poor  excuse, 
never  heard  on  the  lips  of  an  Italian  prince,  '  that  I  can- 
not command  the  obedience  of  my  child,* — subject  myself 
to  the  galling  answer — *  Duke  of  Serrano,  you  could  once 
command  that  obedience,  when,  in  exile,  penury,  and 
terror,  you  offered  me  a  bride  without  a  dower.*  Child — 
Violante  —  daughter  of  ancestors  on  whose  honor  never 
slander  set  a  stain,  I  call  on  you  to  redeem  your  father's 
plighted  word."  ^ 

"  Father,  must  it  be  so  ?  Is  not  even  the  convent  open 
to  me  ?  Nay,  look  not  so  coldly  on  me.  If  you  could 
but  read  my  heart  I  And,  oh  I  I  feel  so  assured  of  your 
own  repentance  hereafter  —  so  assured  that  this  man  is 
not  what  you  believe  him.  I  so  suspect  that  he  has  been 
playing  throughout  some  secret  and  perfidious  part. " 

"  Ha  ! "  interrupted  Riccabocca,  "  Harley  has  perhaps 
infected  you  with  that  notion." 

"No — no.  But  is  not  Harley  —  is  not  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  one  whose  opinion  you  have  cause  to  esteem  ? 
And  if  he  distrust  Mr.  Leslie " 

"  Let  him  make  good  his  distrust  by  such  proof  as  will 
absolve  my  word,  and  I  shall  share  your  own  joy.  I 
have  told  him  this.  I  have  invited  him  to  make  good  his 
suspicions  —  he  puts  me  off.  He  cannot  do  so,"  added 
Riccabocca,  in  a  dejected  tone  ;  "  Randal  has  already  so 
well  explained  all  that  Harley  deemed  equivocal.     Vio- 

*  "  Quando  '1  villano  fe  divenuto  ricco, 

Non  ha  (t.  «.,  riconosce)  parent'  nfe  amico." 

Italian  Proverb. 
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lante,  my  name  and  my  honor  rest  in  your  hands,  Ca8< 
them  away  if  you  will ;  I  cannot  constrain  you,  and  I 
cannot  stoop  to  implore.  Noblesse  oblige  —  With  yoar 
birth  you  took  its  duties.  Let  them  decide  between  your 
vain  caprice  and  your  father's  solemn  remonstrance." 

Assumino^  a  sternness  that  he  was  far  from  feeling,  and 
putting  aside  his  daughter's  arms,  the  exile  walked  away. 

Yiolante  paused  a  moment,  shivered,  looked  round,  as 
if  taking  a  last  farewell  of  joy,  and  peace,  and  hope  on 
earth,  and  then  approaching  her  father  with  a  firm  step, 
she  said,  —  "I  never  rebelled,  father  ;  I  did  but  entreat. 
What  you  say  is  my  law  now,  as  it  has  ever  been  ;  and 
come  what  may,  never  shall  you  hear  complaint  or  mur- 
mur from  me.  Poor  father,  you  will  suffer  more  than  I 
shall.     Kiss  me  !  " 

About  an  hour  afterwards,  as  the  short  day  closed  in, 
Harley,  returning  from  his  solitary  wanderings,  after  he 
had  parted  from  Heleo,  encountered  on  the  terrace,  before 
the  house,  Lady  Lansmere  and  Audley  Egerton  arm  in  arm. 

Harley  had  drawn  his  hat  over  his  brows,  and  his  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  ground,  so  that  he  did  not  see  the  group 
upon  which  he  came  unawares,  until  Audley's  voice 
started  him  from  his  reverie. 

"  My  dear  Harley,"  said  the  ex-minister,  with  a  faint 
smile,  "  you  must  not  pass  us  by.  now  that  you  have  a 
moment  of  leisure  from  the  cares  of  the  election.  And, 
Harley,  though  we  are  under  the  same  roof,  I  see  you  so 
little."  Lord  L 'Estrange  darted  a  quick  glance  towards 
his  mother  —  a  glance  that  seemed  to  say,  "  You  leaning 
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on  Andley's  arm !  Have  yon  kept  your  promise  f  ^ 
And  the  eye  that  met  his  own  reassured  him. 

*'  It  is  true/*  said  Harley  :  "but  you,  who  know  that, 
once  engaged  in  public  affairs,  one  has  no  heart  left  for 
the  ties  of  private  life,  will  excuse  me.  And  this  election 
is  so  important  I " 

*'  And  you,  Mr.  Egerton,"  said  Lady  Lansmere,  "  whom 
the  election  most  concerns,  seem  privileged  to  be  the  only 
one  who  appears  indifferent  to  success." 

"  Ay — but  you  are  not  indifferent  ?"  said  Lord  L'Es- 
strange,  abruptly. 

"  No.  How  can  I  be  so,  when  my  whole  future  career 
may  depend  on  it?" 

"  Harley  drew  Egerton  aside.  "  There  is  one  voter 
you  ought  at  least  to  call  upon  and  thank.  He  cannot 
be  made  to  comprehend  that,  for  the  sake  of  any  relation, 
even  for  the  sake  of  his  own  son,  he  is  to  vote  against 
the  Blues — against  you  ;  I  mean,  of  course,  Nora^s  father, 
John  Avenel.  His  vote  and  his  son-in-law's  gained  your 
majority  at  your  first  election." 

BoERTON.  —  Call  on  John  Avenel !    Have  you  called  ? 

Haeley  (calmly). — Yes.  Poor  old  man,  his  mind 
has  been  affected  ever  since  Nora's  death.  But  your 
name  as  the  candidate  for  the  borough  at  that  time  —  the 
successful  candidate  for  whose  triumph  the  joy-bells 
chimed  with  her  funeral  knell — your  name  brings  up  her 
memory ;  and  he  talks  in  a  breath  of  her  and  of  you. 
Come,  let  us  walk  together  to  his  house ;  it  is  close  by 
the  Park  Lodge. 
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The  drops  stood  on  Audley's  brow  I  He  fixed  his  dark 
handsome  eyes,  in  mournful  amaze,  upon  Hurley's  tran- 
quil face. 

"  Harley,  at  last,  then,  you  have  forgotten  the  Past." 

"  No ;  but  the  Present  is  more  imperious.  All  my 
efforts  are  needed  to  requite  your  friendship.  You  stand 
against  her  brother  —  yet  her  father  votes  for  you.  And 
her  mother  says  to  her  son,  "  Let  the  old  man  alone. 
Conscience  is  all  that  is  well  alive  in  him  ;  and  he  thinks 
if  he  were  to  vote  against  the  Blues,  he  would  sin  against 
honor.'  *An  electioneering  prejudice,'  some  sceptics 
would  say.  But  you  must  be  touched  by  this  trait  of 
human  nature  —  in  he?'  father,  too  —  you,  Audley  Edger- 
ton,  who  are  the  soul  of  honor.     What  ails  you  ?  " 

Egerton.  —  Nothing  —  a  spasm  at  the  heart  —  my 
old  complaint.  Well,  I  will  call  on  the  poor  man  later, 
but  not  now  —  not  with  you.  Nay,  nay,  I  will  not  —  I 
cannot.  Harley,  just  as  you  joined  us,  I  was  talking  to 
your  mother. 

Harley.  —  Ay,  and  what  of  ? 

Egerton  —  Yourself  I  saw  you  from  my  windows 
walking  with  your  betrothed.  Afterwards,  I  observed 
her  coming  home  alone ;  and  by  the  glimpse  I  caught  of 
her  gentle  countenance,  it  seemed  sad.  Harley,  do  you 
deceive  us  ? 

Harley.  —  Deceive  —  II  —  How  I 

Egerton.  —  Do  you  really  feel  that  your  intended 
marriage  will  bestow  on  you  the  happiness,  which  is  my 
prayer,  as  it  must  be  your  mother's  ? 
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Hauley. — Happiness — I  hoped  so.    Bat  perhaps 

Egerton.  —  Perhaps  what  ? 

Harley.  —  Perhaps  the  marriage  may  not  take  place. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  rival  —  not  an  open  one  —  a  secret, 
stealthy  wooer  —  in  one,  too,  whom  I  have  loved,  served, 
trusted.  Question  me  not  now.  Such  instances  of  treach- 
ery make  one  learn  more  how  to  prize  a  friendship  honest, 
devoted,  faithful,  as  your  own,  Audley  Egerton.  But 
here  comes  your  prot^g^,  released  awhile  from  his  canvass, 
and  your  confidential  adviser,  Baron  Levy.  He  accom- 
panied Randal  through  the  town  to-day.  So  anxious  is 
he  to  see  that  that  young  man  does  not  play  false,  and 
regard  his  own  interest  before  yours*  Would  that  sur- 
prise you  ? 

Egerton. — You  are  too  severe  upon  Randal  Leslie. 
He  is  ambitious,  worldly  —  has  no  surplus  of  afTection  at 
the  command  of  his  heart 

Harley.  —  Is  it  Randal  Leslie  you  describe  ? 

Egerton  (with  a  languid  smile).  —  Yes,  you  see  I  do 
not  flatter.  But  he  is  born  and  reared  a  gentleman  ;  as 
such  he  would  scarcely  do  anything  mean.  And,  after 
all,  it  is  with  me  that  he  must  rise  or  fall.  His  very  in- 
tellect must  tell  him  that.  But  again  I  ask,  do  not  strive 
to  prepossess  me  against  him.  T  am  a  man  who  could 
have  loved  a  son.  I  have  none.  Randal,  such  as  he  is, 
is  a  sort  of  son.  He  carries  on  my  projects  and  my  in- 
terest in  the  world  of  men  beyond  the  goal  of  the  tomb." 

Andley  turned  kindly  to  Randal. 

•*  Well,  Leslie,  what  report  of  the  canvass  ?  " 
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"  Levy  has  the  book,  sir.  I  think  we  have  gained  ten 
fresh  votes  for  you,  and  perhaps  seven  for  me." 

"Let  me  rid  you  of  your  book.  Baron  Levy,"  said 
Harley. 

Just  at  this  time  Rieeabocca  and  Violante  approached 
the  house,  both  silent.  The  Italian  caught  sight  of  Ran- 
dal, and  made  him  a  sign  to  join  them.  The  young  lover 
glanced  fearfully  towards  Harley,  and  then  with  alacrity 
bounded  forward,  and  was  soon  at  Violante's  side.  But 
scarce  had  Harley,  surprised  by  Leslie's  sudden  disap- 
pearance, remarked  the  cause,  than  with  equal  abrupt- 
ness he  abandoned  the  whispered  conference  he  had  com- 
menced with  Levy,  and  hastening  to  Randal,  laid  hand 
on  the  young  man's  shoulder,  exclaiming,  "  Ten  thousand 
pardons  to  all  three  I  But  I  cannot  allow  this  waste  of 
time,  Mr.  Leslie.  You  have  yet  an  hour  before  it  grows 
dark.  There  are  three  out- voters  six  miles  off,  influential 
farmers,  whom  you  must  canvass  in  person  with  my 
father's  steward.  Hasten  to  the  stables;  choose  your 
own  horse.  To  saddle  —  to  saddle  !  Baron  Levy,  go 
and  order  my  lord's  steward,  Mr.  Smart,  to  join  Mr. 
Leslie  at  the  stables ;  then  come  back  to  me  —  quick. 
What  I  —  loitering  still,  Mr.  Leslie  1  You  will  make  me 
throw  up  your  whole  cause  in  disgust  at  your  indolence 
and  apathy." 

Alarmed  at  this  threat,  Randal  lifted  his  accusing  eyes 
to  Heaven,  and  withdrew. 

Meanwhile  Audley  had  drawn  close  to  Lady  Lanemere, 
who  was  leaning  in  thought  over  the  balustrade  of  the 
*errace.  ^         . 
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"  Do  you  note/*  said  Audley,  whispering,  "  how  Har- 
ley  sprang  forward  when  the  fair  Italian  came  in  sight  ? 
Trust  me,  I  was  right.  I  know  little  of  the  young  lady, 
but  I  have  conversed  with  her.  I  have  gazed  on  the 
changes  in  her  face.  If  Harley  ever  love  again,  and  if 
ever  love  inflnence  and  exalt  his  mind,  wish  with  me  that 
his  choice  may  yet  fall  where  I  believe  that  his  heart  in- 
clines it." 

Lady  Lansmere.  —  Ah  I  that  it  were  so,  Helen,  I 
own,  is  charming  ;  but — ^but — Violante  is  eqiial  in  birth  I 
Are  you  not  aware  that  she  is  engaged  to  your  young 
friend,  Mr.  Leslie  ? 

AuDLEY.  —  Randal  told  me  so  ;  but  I  cannot  believe 
it.  In  fact,  I  liave  taken  occasion  to  sound  that  faircrea- 
ture^s  inclinations,  and  if  I  know  aught  of  women,  her 
heart  is  not  with  Randal.  I  cannot  believe  her  to  be  on€ 
whose  affections  are  so  weak  as  to  be  easily  constrained ; 
nor  can  I  suppose  that  her  father  could  desire  to  enforce 
a  marriage  that  is  almost  a  mesalliance,  Randal  must 
deceive  himself;  and  from  something  Harley  just  let  fall, 
in  our  painful,  but  brief  conversation,  I  suspect  that  his 
engagement  with  Miss  Digby  is  broken  off.  He  pro- 
mises to  tell  me  more,  later.  Yes  (continued  Audley, 
mournfully),  observe  Violante's  countenance,  with  its 
ever- varying  play;  listen  to  her  voice,  to  which  feeling 
seems  to  give  the  expressive  music,  and  tell  me  whether 
you  are  not  sometimes  reminded  of — of — in  one  word. 
liters  is  one  who,  even  without  rank  or  fortune,  would  be 
worthy  to  replace  the  image  of  Leonora,  and  be  to  Har- 
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ley  —  what  Leonora  could  not;  for  sure  I  am  that  Vio- 
lante  loves  him. 

Harley,  meanwhile,  had  lingered  with  Riccabocca  and 
Violante,  speaking  but  on  indifferent  subjects,  obtaining 
short  answers  from  the  first,  and  none  from  the  last,  when 
the  sage  drew  him  a  little  aside,  and  whispered,  "  She 
has  consented  to  sacrifice  herself  to  my  sense  of  honor. 
But,  0  Harley  !  if  she  be  unhappy,  it  will  break  my  heart. 
Either  you  must  give  me  sufficient  proof  of  Randal's  un- 
worthiness,  to  absolve  me  from  my  promise,  or  I  must 
again  entreat  you  to  try  and  conciliate  the  poor  child  in 
his  favor.  All  you  say  has  weight  with  her  ;  she  respects 
you  as — a  second  father." 

Harley  did  not  seem  peculiarly  flattered  by  that  last 
assurance,  but  he  was  relieved  from  an  immediate  answer, 
by  the  appearance  of  a  man  who  came  from  the  direction 
of  the  stables,  and  whose  dress,  covered  with  dust,  and 
travel-stained,  seemed  like  that  of  a  foreign  courier.  No 
sooner  did  Harley  catch  sight  of  this  person,  than  he 
sprang  forward,  and  accosted  him  briefly  and  rapidly. 

''  You  have  been  quick  ;  I  did  not  expect  you  so  soon 
You  discovered  the  trace  ?     You  gave  my  letter  ?  " 

"And  have  brought  back  the  answer,  my  lord,"  replied 
the  man,  taking  the  letter  from  a  leathern  pouch  at  his 
side.  Harley  hastily  broke  open  the  seal,  and  glanced 
over  the  contents,  which  were  comprised  in  a  few  lines. 

"  Good.  Say  not  whence  you  came.  Do  not  wait 
here  ;  return  at  once  to  London." 

Harley 's  face  seemed  so  unusually  cheerful,  as  he  re- 
ioined  the  Italians,  that  the  Duke  exclair 
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"  A  despatch  from  Yienna  I     My  recall !  " 

*'  From  Vienna,  my  dear  friend  ?  Not  possible  yet. 
1  cannot  calculate  on  hearing  from  the  Prince  till  a  day 
or  two  before  the  close  of  this  election.  But  you  wish  me 
to  speak  to  Violante.  Join  my  mother  yonder.  What 
can  she  be  saying  to  Mr.  Egerton  ?  I  will  address  a  few 
words  apart  to  your  fair  daughter,  that  may  at  least 
prove  the  interest  in  her  fate  taken  by — her  second  father." 

''Kindest  of  friends,"  said  the  unsuspecting  pupil  of 
Machiavelli ;  and  he  walked  towards  the  terrace.  Vio- 
lante was  about  to  follow.     Harley  detained  her. 

"  Do  not  go  till  you  have  thanked  me  ;  for  you  are  not 
the  noble  Violante  for  whom  I  take  you,  unless  you  ac- 
knowledge gratitude  to  any  one  who  delivers  you  from 
the  presence  of  an  admirer  in  Mr.  Randal  Leslie." 

Violante.  —  Ought  I  to  hear  this  of  one  whom  — 
whom 

Harley.  —  One  whom  your  father  obstinately  persists 
in  obtruding  on  your  repugnance.  Yet,  0  dear  child, 
you  who,  when  almost  an  infant,  ere  yet  you  knew  what 
snares  and  pit-falls,  for  all  who  trust  to  another,  lie  under 
the  swajd  at  our  feet,  even  when  decked  the  fairest  with- 
the  flowers  of  spring, — you  who  put  your  small  hands 
around  ray  neck,  and  murmured  in  your  musical  voice* 
"  Save  us  —  save  my  father ; "  you,  at  least,  I  will  not 
forsake,  in  a  peril  worse  than  that  which  menaced  you 
*hen,  —  a  peril  which  affrights  you  more  than  that  which 
threatened  you  in  the  snares  of  Peschiera.  Randal 
Leslie  may  thrive  in  his  meaner  objects  of  ambition  — 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


2t6  MY   novel;   or, 

those  I  fling  to  him  in  scorn,  —  but  you  !  —  the  presuming 
varlet !  (Harley  paused  a  moment^  half-stifled  with  in- 
dignation. He  then,  resumed,  calmly),  —  Trust  to  me, 
and  fear  not.  I  will  rescue  this  ha«d  from  the  profana- 
tion of  Randal  Leslie's  touch ;  and  then  farewell,  for  life, 
to  every  soft  emotion.  Before  me  expands  the  welcome 
solitude.  The  innocent  saved,  the  honest  righted,  the 
perfidious  stricken  by  a  just  retribution  —  and  then  — 
what  then  ?  Why,  at  least  I  shall  have  studied  Machia- 
velli  with  more  effect  than  your  wise  father ;  and  I  shall 
lay  him  aside,  needing  no  philosophy  to  teach  me  never 
again  to  be  deceived.  (His  brow  darkened  ;  he  turned 
abruptly  away,  leaving  Violante  lost  in  amaze,  fear — 
and  a  delight,  vague,  yet  more  vividly  felt  than  all.) 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

That  night,  after  the  labors  of  the  day,  Randal  had 
gained  the  sanctuary  of  his  own  room,  and  seated  himself 
•  at  his  table,  to  prepare  the  heads  of  the  critical  speech 
he  would  have  now  very  soon  to  deliver  on  the  day  of 
nomination — critical  speech,  when,  in  the  presence  of  foes 
and  friends,  reporters  from  London,  and  amidst  all  the 
jarring  interests  that  he  sought  to  weave  into  the  sole 
self-interest  of  Randal  Leslie,  he  would  be  called  upon  to 
make  the  formal  exposition  of  his  political  opinions  Ran- 
dal Leslie,  indeed,  was  not  one  of  those  tpeakers  whom 
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tUher  modesty,  fastidiousness,  or  conscientious  desire  of 
truth,  predisposes  towards  the  labor  of  written  composi- 
tion. He  had  too  much  cleyerness  to  be  in  want  of  fluent 
period,  or  ready  conmionplace  —  the  ordinary  materials 
of  oratorical  impromptu,  —  too  little  taste  for  the  Beau- 
tiful, to  study  what  graces  of  diction  will  best  adorn  a 
noble  sentiment,  —  too  obtuse  a  conscience,  to  care  if  the 
popular  argument  were  purified  from  the  dross  which  the 
careless  flow  of  a  speech  wholly  extemporaneous  rarely 
fails  to  leave  around  it.  But  this  was  no  ordinary  occa- 
sion. Elaborate  study  here  was  requisite,  not  for  the 
orator,  but  the  hypocrite.  Hard  task,  to  please  the  Blues, 
and  not  offend  the  Yellows,  —  appear  to  side  with  Audley 
Egerton,  yet  insinuate  sympathy  with  Dick  Avenel,  — 
confront,  with  polite  smile,  the  younger  opponent,  whose 
words  had  lodged  arrows  in  his  vanity,  which  rankled  the 
more  gallingly  because  they  had  raised  the  skin  of  his 
conscience. 

He  had  dipped  his  pen  into  the  ink,  and  smoothed  the 
paper  before  him,  when  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  door. 

"  Come  in,"  said  he,  impatiently.  Levy  entered,  saun- 
fceringly. 

"  I  am  come  to  talk  over  matters  with  you,  mon  cher,'*^ 
said  the  Baron,  throwing  himself  on  the  sofa.  "And, 
first,  I  wish  you  joy  (A  your  prospects  of  success." 

Kandal  postponed  his  meditated  composition  with  a 
qtiiek  sigh,  drew  his  chair  towards  the  sofa,  and  lowered 
his  Toice  into  a  whisper.  "  You  think  with  me,  that  the 
ehance  of  my  snccess  is  —  good  ?  " 

IV. -24 
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"  Chance !  —  Why,  it  is  a  rubber  of  whist,  in  which 
your  partner  gives  you  all  the  winnings,^  and  in  which  the 
adversary  is  almost  sure  to  revoke.  Either  Avenel  or  his 
nephew,  it  is  true,  must  come  in ;  but  not  both.  Two 
parvenus  aspiring  to  make  a  family-seat  of  an  Earl's  bo- 
rough 1     Bah!  too  absurd." 

"  I  hear  from  Riccabocca  (or  rather  the  Duke  di  Ser- 
rano) that  this  same  young  Fairfield  is  greatly  indebted 
to  the  kindness  of  Lord  L'Estrange.  Very  odd  that  he 
should  stand  against  the  Lansmere  interest." 

"Ambition,  man  cher.     You  yourself  are  under  some 
obligations  to  Mr.  Bgerton.    Yet,  in  reality,  he  has  more  • 
to  apprehend  from  you  than  from  Mr.  Fairfield." 

"  I  disown  obligations  to  Mr.  Egerton.  And  if  the 
electors  prefer  me  to  him  (whom,  by  the  bye,  they  once 
burned  in  eflfigy),  it  is  no  fault  of  mine :  the  fault,  if  any, 
will  rest  with  his  own  dearest  friend,  L'Estrange.  I  do 
not  understand  how  a  man  of  such  clear  sense  as  L'Es- 
traiige  undoubtedly  possesses,  should  be  risking  Egerton's 
election  in  his  zeal  for  mine.  Nor  do  his  formal  courte- 
sies to  myself  deceive  me.  He  has  even  implied  that  he 
suspects  me  of  connivance  with  Peschiera's  schemes  on 
Yiolante.  But  those  suspicions  he  ca|inot  support.  For 
of  course,  Levy,  you  would  not  betray  me  ?  " 

"  I !    What  possible  interest  could  I  serve  in  that  ?  " 

"None  that  I  can  discover,  certainly,"  said  Randal, 
relaxing  into  a  smile.  "And  when  I  get  into  Parliament, 
aided  by  the  social  position  which  my  marriage  will  give 
me.  T  shall  have  so  many  ways  to  serve,  you.     No,  it  w 
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certainly  your  interest  not  to  betray  me.     And  I  shall 
count  on  you  as  a  witness,  if  a  witness  can  be  required." 

"Count  on  me,  certainly,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  the 
Baron.  "And  I  suppose  there  will  be  no  witness  the  other 
way.  Done  for  eternally  is  my  poor  friend  Peschiera, 
whose  cigars,  by  the  bye,  were  matchless  ;  —  I  wonder  il 
there  will  be  any  for  sale.  And  if  he  were  not  so  done 
for,  it  is  not  you,  it  is  L'Estrange,  that  he  would  be 
tempted  to  do  for." 

"  We  may  blot  Peschiera  out  of  the  map  of  the  future," 
rejoined  Randal.     "  Men  from  whom  henceforth  we  have 
-  nothing  to  hope  or  to  fear,  are  to  us  as  the  races  before 
the  deluge." 

"  Fine  remark,"  quoth  the  Baron,  admiringly.  "  Pes- 
chiera, though  not  without  brains,  was  a  complete  failure. 
And  ^hen  the  failure  of  one  I  hstve  tried  to  serve  is  com- 
plete, the  rule  I  have  adopted  through  life  is  to  give  him 
up  altogether." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Randal. 

*'  Of  course,"  echoed  the  Baron.  "  On  the  other  hand, 
you  know  that  I  like  pushing  forward  young  men  of  mark 
and  promise.  You  really  are  amazingly  clever ;  and  how 
comes  it  you  don^t  speak  better  ?  Do  you  know  I  doubt 
whether  you  will  do  in  the  House  of  Commons  all  that  1 
expected  from  your  address  and  readiness  in  private  life. " 

"  Because  I  cannot  taUi  trash  vulgar  enough  for  a  mob  ? 

Pooh  I     I  shall   succeed  wherever  knowledge   is   really 

power     Besides,  you  must  allow  for  my  infernal  position. 

You  know,  after  all,  that  Avenel,  if  he  can  only  return 

II.  2y  ^        , 
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himself  or  his  nephew,  still  holds  in  his  hands  the  choice 
of  the  candidate  upon  our  side.  I  cannot  attack  him  — 
I  cannot  attack  his  insolent  nephew." 

"  Insolent  I  —  not  that,  but  bitterly  eloquent  He  hits 
you  hard.  You  are  no  match  for  him,  Randal,  before  a 
popular  audience  ;  though  en  petit  comite,  the  devil  himself 
were  hardly  a  match  for  you.  But  now  to  a  somewhat 
more  serious  point.  Your  election  you  will  win  —  your 
bride  is  promised  to  you ;  but  the  old  Leslie  lands,  in  the 
present  possession  of  Squire  Thornhill,  you  have  not 
gained  —  and  your  chance  of  gaining  them  is  in  great 
jeopardy.  I  did  not  like  to  tell  you  this  morning  —  it 
would  have  spoiled  your  temper  for  canvassing;  but  I 
have  received  a  letter  from  Thornhill  himself.  He  has 
had  an  offer  for  the  property,  which  is  only  £1,000  short 
of  what  he  asks.  A  city  alderman,  called  Jobson,  is  the 
bidder ;  a  man  it  seems  of  large  means  and  few  words. 
The  alderman  has  fixed  the  date  on  which  he  must  have 
a  definite  answer;  and  that  date  falls  on  the  — th,  two 
days  after  that  fixed  for  the  poll  at  Lansmere.  The  brute 
declares  he  will  close  with  another  investment,  if  Thornhill 
does  not  then  come  into  his  terms.  Now,  as  Thornhill 
will  accept  these  terms  unless  I  can  positively  promise 
him  better,  and  as  those  funds  on  which  you  calculated 
(had  the  marriage  of  Peschiera  with  Violante,  and  Frank 
Hazeldean  with  Madame  di  Negra,  taken  place)  fail  you, 
I  see  no  hope  for  your  being  in  time  with  the  money  — 
and  the  old  lands  of  the  Leslies  must  yield  their  rents  to 
a  Jobson." 
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"  I  care  for  nothing  on  earth  like  those  old  lands  of  mj 
forefathers,"  said  Randal,  with  unasual  vehemence  —  "I 
reverence  so  little  amongst  the  living —  and  I  do  reverence 
the  dead.  And  my  marriage  will  take  place  so  soon  ;  and 
the  dower  would  so  amply  caver  the  paltry  advance  re- 
qnired."  * 

"  Yes ;  but  the  mere  prospect  of  a  marriage  to  the 
daughter  of  a  man  whose  lands  are  still  sequestered,  would 
be  no  security  to  a  money-lender." 

"  Surely,"  said  E-andal,  "  you,  who  once  offered  to  assist 
me  when  my  fortunes  were  more  precarious,  might  now 
accommodate  me  with  this  loan,  as  a  friend,  and  keep  the 
title-deeds  of  the  estate  as " 

"As  a  money-lender,"  added  the  Baron,  laughing 
pleasantly.  "  No,  mon  cher,  I  will  still  lend  you  half  the 
sum  required  in  advance,  but  the  other  half  is  more  than 
I  can  afford  as  friend,  or  hazard  as  money-lender ;  and  it 
would  damage  my  character  —  be  out  of  all  rule  —  if,  the 
estates  falling,  by  your  default  of  payment,  into  my  owp 
hands,  I  should  appear  to  be  the  real  purchaser  of  the 
property  of  my  own  distressed  client.  But,  now  I  think 
of  it,  did  not  Squire  Hazeldean  promise  you  his  assistance 
in  this  matter?" 

"  He  did  so,"  answered  Randal,  "  as  soon  as  the  mar- 
riage between  Frank  and  Madame  di  Negra  was  off  his 
mind.  I  meant  to  cross  over  to  Hazeldean  immediately 
after  the  election.    How  can  I  leave  the  place  till  then  ?  " 

"  If  you  do,  your  election  is  lost.  But  why  not  write  to 
the  Squire?" 
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"  lu  is  against  my  maxim  to  write  where  I  can  speak. 
However,  there  is  no  option  ;  I  will  write  at  once.  Mean- 
while, communicate  with  Thornhill ;  keep  ap  his  hopes ; 
and  be  sure,  at  least,  that  he  does  not  close  with  this 
greedy  alderman  before  the  day  fixed  for  decision." 

*'  I  have  done  all  that  already,  and  my  letter  is  gone. 
Now,  do  your  part :  and  if  you  write  as  cleverly  as  you 
talk,  you  would  coax  the  money  out  from  a  stonier  heart 
than  poor  Mr.  Hazeldean's.  I  leave  you  now  —  Good 
night." 

Levy  took  up  his  candlestick,  nodded,  yawned,  and  went 

Kaudal  still  suspended  the  completion  of  his  speech^ 
and  indited  the  following  epistle :  — 

*'My  deae  Mr.  Hazeldean,  —  I  wrote  to  you  a  few 
hasty  lines  on  leaving  town,  to  inform  you  that  the  match 
you  so  dreaded  w^s  broken  off,  and  proposing  to  defer 
particulars  till  I  cOuld  visit  your  kind  and  hospitable  roof, 
which  I  trusted  to  do  for  a  few  hours  during  my  stay  at 
Lansmere,  since  it  is  not  a  day's  journey  hence  to  Hazel- 
dean.  But  I  did  not  calculate  on  finding  so  sharp  a  con- 
test. In  no  election  throughout  the  kingdom  do  I  believe 
that  a  more  notable  triumph,  or  a  more  stunning  defeat, 
for  the  great  landed  interest  can  occur.  For  in  this  town 
—  so  dependent  on  agriculture  —  we  are  opposed  by  a  low 
and  sordid  manufacturer,  of  the  most  revolutionary  no- 
tions, who  has,  moreover,  the  audacity  to  force  his  own 
nephew — that  very  boy  whom  I  chastised  for  impertinence 
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on  your  village  green  —  son  of  a  common  carpenter  — 
actually  the  audacity,  I  say,  to  attempt  to  force  this  peas 
ant  of  a  nephew,  as  well  as  himself,  into  the  representation 
of  Lansmere,  against  the  EarPs  interest,  against  your  dis- 
tinguished brother  — ^  of  myself  I  say  nothing.  You  should 
hear  the  language  in  which  these  two  men  indulge  against 
all  your  family  1  If  we  are  beaten  by  such  persons  in  a 
borough  supposed  to  be  so  loyal  as  Lansmere,  every  one 
with  a  stake  in  the  country  may  tremble  at  such  a  prog- 
nostic of  the  ruin  that  must  await  not  only  our  old  English 
Constitution,  but  the  existence  of  property  itself.  I  need 
not  say  that  on  such  an  occasion  I  cannot  spare  myself. 
Mr.  Egerton  is  ill  too.  All  the  fatigue  of  the  canvass 
devolves  on  me.  1  feel,  my  dear  and  revered  friend,  that 
I  am  a  genuine  Hazeldean,  fighting  your  battle ;  and  that 
thought  carries  me  through  all.  I  cannot,  therefore,  com^ 
to  you  till  the  election  is  over ;  and  meanwhile  you,  and 
my  dear  Mrs.  Hazeldean,  must  be  anxious  to  know  more 
about  the  affair  that  so  preyed  on  both  your  hearts,  than 
I  have  yet  informed  you,  or  can  well  trust  to  a  letter.  Be 
assured,  however,  that  the  worst  is  over ;  the  lady  has  gone 
abroad.  I  earnestly  entreated  Frank  (who  showed  me 
Mrs.  Hazeldean's  most  pathetic  letter  to  him)  to  hasten 
at  once  to  the  Hall  and  relieve  your  minds.  Unfortunately 
he  would  not  be  ruled  by  me,  but  talked  of  going  abroad 
too  —  not,  I  trust  (nay,  I  feel  assured),  in  pursuit  of  Ma 
dame  di  Negra ;  but  still  —  in  short,  I  should  be  so  glad 
to  see  you,  and  talk  over  the  whole.    Could  you  not  come 
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hither  ?  —  pray  do.  And  now,  at  the  risk  of  your  think- 
ing that  in  this  I  am  only  consulting  my  own  interest 
(but  no — your  noble  English  heart  will  never  so  misjudge 
me  I),  I  will  add  with  homely  frankness,  that  if  you  could 
accommodate  me  immediately  with  the  loan  you  not  long 
since  so  generously  offered,  you  would  save  those  lands 
once  in  my  family  from  passing  away  from  us  for  ever. 
A  city  alderman  —  one  Jobson  —  is  meanly  taking  advan- 
tage of  Thorn hilPs  necessities,  and  driving  a  hard  bargain 
for  those  lands.  He  has  fixed  the  —th  inst.  for  Thom- 
hilPs  answer,  and  Levy  (who  is  here  assistin(^  Mr.  Eger- 
ton's  election)  informs  me  that  Thornhill  will  accept  his 
offer,  unless  I  am  provided  with  £10,000  beforehand ;  the 
other  £10,000,  to  complete  the  advance  required.  Levy 
will  lend  me.  Do  not  be  surprised  at  the  usurer's  libe- 
rality ;  he  knows  that  I  am  about  shortly  to  marry  a  very 
great  heiress  (you  will  be  pleased  when  you  learn  whom, 
and  will  then  be  able  to  account  for  my  indifference  to 
Miss  Stickto rights),  and  her  dower  will  amply  serve  to 
repay  his  loan  and  your  own,  if  I  may  trust  to  youi 
generous  affection  for  the  grandson  of  a  Hazeldean  I  I 
have  the  less  scruple  in  this  appeal  to  you,  for  I  know 
how  it  would  grieve  you  that  a  Jobson,  who  perhaps 
never  knew  a  grandmother,  should  foist  your  own  kins- 
man from  the  lands  of  his  fathers.  Of  one  thing  I  am 
convinced  —  we  squires,  and  sons  of  squires,  must  make 
common  cause  against  those  great  moneyed  capitalists,  or 
they  will  buy  us  all  out  in  a  few  generations.  The  old 
race  of  country  gentlemen  is  already  much  diminished  by 
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the  grasping  cupidity  of  such  leviathans  ;  and  if  tae  race 

be   once  extinct,  what  will   become   of  the   boast   and 

strength  of  England  I 

"  Yours,  my  dear  Mr.  Hazeldean,  with  most  affection* 

%te  and  grateful  respect, 

"  Randal  Leslie.  " 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Nothing  to  Leonard  could  as  yet  be  more  distasteful 
or  oppressive  than  his  share  in  this  memorable  election. 
In  the  first  place,  it  chafed  the  secret  sores  of  his  heart  to 
be  compelled  to  resume  the  name  of  Fairfield,  which  was 
a  tacit  disavowal  of  his  birth.  It  had  been  such  delight 
to  him  that  the  same  letters  which  formed  the  name  of 
Nora  should  weave  also  that  name  of  Oran,  to  which  he 
had  given  distinction,  whiqh  he  had  associated  with  all 
his  nobler  toils,  and  all  his  hopes  of  enduring  fame  —  a 
mystic  link  between  his  own  career  and  his  mother's 
obscurer  genius.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  it  were  render- 
ing to  her  the  honors  accorded  to  himself — subtle  and 
delicate  fancy  of  the  affections,  of  which  only  poets  would 
be  capable,  but  which  others  than  poets  may  perhaps 
comprehend  I  That  earlier  name  of  Fairfield  was  con- 
nected in  his  memory  with  all  the  ruder  employments,  the 
meaner  trials  of  his  boyhood  ;  — the  name  of  Oran,  with 
poetry  and  fame.  It  was  his  title  in  the  ideal  world, 
amongst  all  fair  shapes  and  spirits.     In  reviving  the  old 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


286  MY    NOVEL;    OR, 

appellation,  the  practical  world,  with  its  bitterness  and 
strife,  retnrned  to  him  as  at  the  utterance  of  a  spell.  But 
in  coming  to  Lansmere  he  had  no  choice.  To  say  no- 
thing of  Dick,  and  Dick's  parents,  with  whom  his  secret 
would  not  be  safe,  Randal  Leslie  knew  that  he  had  gon* 
by  the  name  of  Fairfield  —  knew  his  supposed  parentage, 
and  would  be  sure  to  proclaim  them.  How  account  for 
the  later  name  without  setting  curiosity  to  decipher  the 
anagram  it  involved,  and  perhaps  guiding  suspicion  to 
his  birth  from  Nora,  to  the  injury  of  her  memory,  yet 
preserved  from  stain  ? 

His  feelings  as  connected  with  Nora  —  sharpened  and 
deepened  as  they  all  had  been  by  his  discovery  of  her 
painful  narrative  —  were  embittered  still  more  by  coming 
in  contact  with  her  parents.  Old  John  was  in  the  same 
helpless  state  of  mind  and  body  as  before  —  neither  worse 
nor  better ;  but  waking  up  at  intervals  with  vivid  gleams 
of  interest  in  the  election  at  the  wave  of  a  blue  banner-^ 
at  the  cry  of  "  Blue  for  ever  I ''  It  was  the  old  broken- 
down  charger,  who,  dozing  in  the  meadows,  starts  at  the 
roll  of  the  drum.  No  persuasions  Dick  could  employ 
would  induce  his  father  to  promise  to  vote  even  one 
Yellow.  You  might  as  well  have  expected  the  old  Ro- 
man, with  his  monomaniac  cry  against  Carthage,  to  have 
voted  for  choosing  Carthaginians  for  consuls.  But  poor 
John,  nevertheless,  was  not  only  very  civil,  but  very 
humble  to  Dick — "  very  happy  to  oblige  the  gentleman." 

"  Your  own  son  I "  bawled  Dick ;  "  and  here  is  your 
own  grandson." 
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"  Very  happy  to  serve  you  both  ;  but  you  see  you  are 
the  wrong  color." 

Then  as  he  gazed  at  Leonard,  the  old  man  approached 
him  with  trembling  knees,  stroked  his  hair,  looked  into 
his  face  piteonsly.  "  Be  thee  my  grandson  ?  "  he  faltered. 
"  Wife,  wife,  Nora  had  no  son,  had  she  ?  My  memory 
begins  to  fail  me,  sir ;  pray  excuse  it ;  but  you  have  a 

look  about  the  eyes  that "   Old  John  began  to  weep, 

and  his  wife  led  him  away. 

"  Don't  come  again,"  she  said  to  Leonard,  harshly, 
when  she  returned.  ''He'll  not  sleep  all  night  now." 
And,  then,  observing  that  the  tears  stood  in  Leonard's 
eyes,  she  added,  in  softened  tones  —  "I  am  glad  to  see 
you  well  and  thriving,  and  to  hear  that  you  have  been  of 
great  service  to  my  son  Richard,  who  is  a  credit  and  an 
honor  to  the  family,  though  poor  John  cannot  vote  for 
him  or  for  you  against  his  conscience ;  and  he  should  not 
be  asked,"  she  added,  firing  up ;  "and  it  is  a  sin  to  ask 
it,  and  he  so  old,  and  no  one  to  defend  him  but  me.  But 
defend  him  I  will  while  I  have  life  I " 

The  poet  recognised  woman's  brave,  loving,  wife-like 
heart  here,  and  would  have  embraced  the  stern  grand- 
mother, if  she  had  not  drawn  back  from  him  ;  and,  as  she 
turned  towards  the  room  to  which  she  had  led  her  hus- 
band, she  said  over  her  shoulder  — 

"  I'm  not  so  unkind  as  I  seem,  boy  ;  but  it  is  better  for 
you,  and  for  all,  that  you  should  not  come  to  this  house 
p.gain  —  better  that  you  had  not  come  into  the  town." 

"  Pie,  mother  I "  said  Dick,  seeing  that  Leonard,  bend- 
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ing  his  head,  silently  walked  from  the  room.  "Yod 
should  be  prouder  of  your  grandson  than  you  are  of  me." 

*'  Prouder  of  him  who  may  shame  us  all  yet  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  ^^ 

But  Mrs.  Avenel  shook  her  head,  and  vanished. 

"Never  mind  her,  poor  old  soul,"  said  Dick,  as  he 
joined  Leonard  at  the  threshold ;  **  she  always  had  her 
tempers.  And  since  there  is  no  vote  to  be  got  in  this 
house,  and  one  can't  set  a  caucus  on  one's  own  father  — 
at  least  in  this  extraordinary  rotten  and  prejudiced  old 
country,  which  is  quite  in  its  dotage — we'll  not  come  here 
to  be  snubbed  any  more.  Bless  their  old  hearts,  never- 
theless I " 

Leonard's  aoute  sensibility  in  all  that  concerned  his 
birth,  deeply  wounded  by  Mrs.  Avenel's  allusions,  which 
he  comprehended  better  than  his  uncle  did,  was  also  kept 
on  the  edge  by  the  suspense  to  which  he  was  condemned 
by  Harley's  continued  silence  as  to  the  papers  confided 
to  that  nobleman.  It  seemed  to  Leonard  almost  unac- 
countable that  Harley  should  have  read  those  papers  — 
be  in  the  same  town  with  himself —  and  yet  volunteer  no 
communication.  At  length  he  wrote  a  few  lines  to  Lord 
L'Estrange,  bringing  the  matter  that  concerned  him  so 
deeply  before  Harley's  recollection,  and  suggesting  his 
own  earnest  interest  in  any  information  that  could  supply 
the  gaps  and  omissions  of  the  desultory  fragments.  Har- 
ley, in  replying  to  this  note,  said,  with  apparent  reason, 
"  that  it  would  require  a  long  personal  interview  to  dis- 
cuss the  subject  referred  to,  and  that  such  an  interview, 
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in  the  thick  of  the  contest  between  himself  and  a  candi- 
date opposed  to  the  Lansmere  party  would  be  sure  to 
get  wind,  be  ascribed  to  political  intrigues,  be  impossible 
otherwise  to  explain  —  and  embarrass  all  the  interests 
confided  to  their  respective  charge.  That  for  the  rest  he 
had  not  been  unmindful  of  Leonard's  anxiety,  which  must 
now  mainly  be  to  see  justice  done  to  the  dead  parent,  and 
learn  the  name,  station,  and  character  of  the  parent  yet 
surviving.  And  in  this  Harley  trusted  to  assist  hhn  rs 
soon  as  the  close  of  the  poll  would  present  a  suitable 
occasion.'*  The  letter  was  unlike  Harley's  former  cordial 
tone  :  it  was  hard  and  dry.  Leonard  respected  L'Estrange 
too  much  to  own  to  himself  that  it  was  unfeeling.  With 
all  his  rich  generosity  of  nature,  he  sought  excuses  for 
what  he  declined  to  blame.  Perhaps  something  in  Helen's 
manner  or  words  had  led  Harley  to  suspect  that  she  still 
cherished  too  tender  an  interest  in  the  companion  of  her 
childhood ;  perhaps  under  this  coldness  of  expression 
there  lurked  the  burning  anguish  of  jealousy.  And,  oh 
Leonard  so  well  understood,  and  could  so  nobly  compas- 
sionate, even  in  his  prosperous  rival,  that  torture  of  the 
most  agonising  of  human  passions,  in  which  all  our  rea- 
sonings follow  the  distorted  writhings  of  our  pain. 

And  Leonard  himself,  amidst  his  other  causes  of  dis- 
quiet, was  at  once  so  gnawed  and  so  humbled  by  his  own 
jealousy.  Helen,  he  knew,  was  still  under  the  same  roof 
as  Harley.  They,  the  betrothed,  could  see  each  other 
daily,  hourly.  He  would  soon  hear  of  their  marriage. 
She  would  be  borne  afar  from  the  very  sphere  of  his  ex- 
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istence  —  carried  into  a  loftier  region  — accessible  only  to 
his  dreams.  And  yet  to  be  jealous  of  one  to  whom  both 
Helen  and  himself  were  under  such  obligations,  debased 
him  in  his  own  esteem — jealousy  here  was  so  like  ingra- 
titude. But  for  Harley,  what  could  have  become  of  Helen, 
left  to  his  boyish  charge  ?  —  he  who  had  himself  been 
compelled,  in  despair,  to  think  of  sending  her  from  his 
side,  to  be  reared  into  smileless  youth  in  his  mother's 
humble  cottage,  while  he  faced  famine  alone,  gazing  on 
the  terrible  river,  from  the  bridge  by  which  he  had  once 
begged  for  very  alms  —  begged  of  that  Audley  Egerton, 
to  whom  he  was  now  opposed  as  an  equal ;  —  or  flying 
from  the  fiend  that  glared  at  him  under  the  lids  of  the 
haunting  Chatterton.  No,  jealousy  here  was  more  thai 
agony  —  it  was  degradation  —  it  was  crime  I  But,  ah  ' 
if  Helen  were  happy  in  these  splendid  nuptials  I  Was  ho 
sure  even  of  that  consolation  ?  Bitter  was  the  thought 
either  way  —  that  she  should  wholly  forget  him,  in  happi- 
ness from  which  he  stood  excluded  as  a  thing  of  sin  —  or 
sinfully  herself  remember,  and  be  wretched  I 

With  that  healthful  strength  of  will  which  is  more  often 
proportioned  to  the  susceptibility  of  feeling  than  the  world 
supposes,  the  young  man  at  last  wrenched  himself  for  a 
while  from  the  iron  that  had  entered  into  his  soul,  and 
forced  his  thoughts  to  seek  relief  in  the  very  objects  from 
which  they  otherwise  would  have  the  most  loathingly  re- 
coil M.  He  aroused  his  imagination  to  befriend  his  reason ; 
he  strove  to  divine  some  motive  not  explained  by  Harley, 
not  to  be  referred  to  the  mere  defeat,  by  counter-Rcheme, 
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of  the  scheming  Randal  —  nor  even  to  be  solved,  by  any 
service  to  Audley  Egerton,  which  Harley  might  evolve 
from  the  complicated  meshes  of  the  election ;  —  some 
motive  that  could  more  interest  his  own  heart  in  the  con- 
test, and  connect  itself  with  Harley's  promised  aid  in 
clearing  up  the  mystery  of  his  parentage.  Nora's  memoir 
had  clearly  hinted  that  his  father  was  of  rank  and  station 
far  beyond  her  own.  She  had  thrown  the  glow  of  her 
glorious  fancies  over  the  ambition  and  the  destined  career 
of  the  lover  in  who«n  she  had  merged  her  ambition  as 
poetess,  and  her  career  as  woman.  Possibly  the  father 
might  be  more  disposed  to  own  and  to  welcome  the  son, 
if  the  son  could  achieve  an  opening,  and  give  promise  of 
worth,  in  that  grand  world  of  public  life  in  which  alone 
reputation  takes  precedence  of  rank.  Possibly,  too,  if 
the  son  thus  succeeded,  and  became  one  whom  a  proud 
father  could  with  pride  acknowledge,  possibly  he  might 
not  only  secure  a  father's  welcome,  but  vindicate  a  mo- 
ther's name.  This  marriage,  which  Nora  darkly  hinted 
she  had  been  led  to  believe  was  fraudulent,  might,  after 
all,  have  been  legal  —  the  ceremony  concealed,  even  till 
now,  by  worldly  shame  at  disparity  of-  rank.  But  if  the 
son  could  make  good  his  own  footing  —  there  where  rank 
itself  owned  its  chiefs  in  talent — that  shame  might  vanish. 
These  suppositions  were  not  improbable ;  nor  were  they 
uncongenial  to  Leonard's  experience  of  Harley's  delicate 
benignity  of  purpose.  Here,  too,  the  image  of  Helen 
allied  itself  with  those  of  his  parents,  to  support  his 
courage  and  influence  his  new  ambition.     True,  that  she 
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was  lost  to  him  for  ever.  No  worldly  success,  no  political 
honors,  could  now  restore  her  to  his  side.  But  she  might 
hear  him  named  with  respect  in  those  circles  in  which 
alone  she  would  hereafter  move,  and  in  which  parliamen- 
tary reputation  ranks  higher  than  literary  fame.  And 
perhaps  in  future  years,  when  love,  retaining  its  tender- 
ness, was  purified  from  its  passion,  they  might  thus  meet 
as  friends.  He  might,  without  a  pang,  take  her  children 
on  his  knees,  and  say,  perhaps  in  their  old  age,  when  he 
had  climbed  to  a  social  equality  even  with  her  high-born 
lord,  "  It  was  the  hope  to  regain  the  privilege  bestowed 
on  our  childhood,  that  strengthened  me  to  seek  distinction 
when  you  and  happiness  forsook  my  youth.  Thus  re- 
garded, the  election,  which  had  before  seemed  to  him  so 
poor  and  vulgar  an  exhibition  of  vehement  passions  for 
petty  objects,  with  its  trumpery  of  banners,  and  its  dis- 
cord of  trumpets,  suddenly  grew  into  vivid  interest,  and 
assumed  dignity  and  importance.  It  is  ever  thus  with  all 
mortal  strife.  In  proportion  as  it  possesses,  or  is  void  of, 
the  diviner  something  that  quickens  the  pulse  of  the  heart, 
and  elevates  the  wing  of  the  imagination,  it  presents  a 
mockery  to  the  philosopher,  or  an  inspiration  to  the  bard. 
Feel  that  aomething^  and  no  contest  is  mean  !  Feel  it 
not,  and,  like  Byron,  you  may  class  with  the  slaughter 
of  Cannae  that  field  which,  at  Waterloo,  restored  the  land- 
marks of  nations;  or  may  jeer  with  Juvenal  at  the  dust 
of  Hannibal,  because  he  sought  to  deliver  Carthage  from 
ruin,  and  free  a  world  from  Rome. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Once  then,  grappling  manfully  with  the  task  he  had 
undertaken,  and  constraining  himself  to  look  on  what 
Riceabocca  would  have  called  "the  southern  side  of 
things,"  whatever  there  was  really  great  in  principle  or 
honorable  to  human  nature,  deep  below  the  sordid  details 
and  pitiful  interests  apparent  on  the  face  ol  the  agitated 
current,  came  clear  to  his  vision.  The  ardor  of  those 
around  him  began  to  be  contagious  ;  the  generous  devo- 
tion to  some  cause,  apart  from  self,  which  pervades  an 
election,  and  to  which  the  poorest  voter  will  often  render 
sacrifices  that  may  be  called  sublime  —  the  warm  personal 
affection  which  community  of  zeal  creates  for  the  defender 
of  beloved  opinions  —  all  concurred  to  dispel  that  indif- 
ference to  party  politics,  and  counteract  that  disgust  of 
their  baser  leaven,  which  the  young  poet  had  first  con- 
ceived. He  even  began  to  look  with  complacency,  for 
itself,  on  a  career  of  toil  and  honors  strange  to  his 
habitual  labors  and  intellectual  ambition.  He  threw  the 
poetry  of  idea  within  him  (as  poets  ever  do)  into  the 
prose  of  action  to  which  he  was  hurried  forward.  He  no 
longer  opposed  Dick  Avenel  when  that  gentleman  repre- 
sented how  detrimental  it  would  be  to  his  business  at 
Screwstown  if  he  devoted  to  his  country  the  time  and  the 
acumen  required  by  his  mill  and  its  steam-engine ;  and 
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now  desirable  it  would  be,  on  all  accounts,  that  Leonard 
Fairfield  should  become  the  parliamentary  representatiye 
of  the  Avenels.  "  If,  therefore,"  said  Dick,  *'  two  of  us 
cannot  come  in,  and  one  must  retire,  leave  it  to  me  to 
arrange  with  the  committee  that  you  shall  be  the  one  to 
persist.  Oh,  never  fear  but  what  all  scruples  of  honor 
shall  be  satisfied.  I  would  not,  for  the  sake  of  the  Ave- 
nels, have  a  word  said  against  their  representative. " 

"  But,"  answered  Leonard,  "  if  I  grant  this,  I  fear  that 
you  have  some  intention  of  suffering  the  votes  that  your 
resignation  would  release,  to  favor  Leslie  at  the  expense 
of  Egerton." 

"What  the  deuce  is  Egerton  to  you?" 

"  Nothing,  except  through  my  gratitude  to  his  friend, 
Lord  L'Estrange." 

"  Pooh !  I  will  tell  you  a  secret.  Levy  informs  me 
privately  that  L'Estrange  will  be  well  satisfied  if  the 
choice  of  Lansmere  fall  upon  Leslie  instead  of  Egerton ; 
and  I  think  I  convinced  my  Lord  —  for  I  saw  him  in 
London  —  that  Egerton  would  have  no  chance,  though 
Leslie  might." 

"  I  must  think  that  Lord  L'Estrange  would  resist  to 
the  utmost  any  attempt  to  prefer  Leslie  —  whom  he  des- 
pises —  to  Egerton,  whom  he  honors.  And,  so  thinking, 
I  too  would  resist  it,  as  you  may  judge  by  the  speeches 
which  have  so  provoked  your  displeasure." 

"  Let  us  cut  short  a  yarn  of  talk  which,  when  it  cornea 
to  likings  and  dislikiugs,  might  last  to  almighty  crack: 
I'll  ask  you  to  do  nothing  that  Lord  L'Esirange  does  not 
sanction.      Will  that  satisfy  you?"  ^         , 
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"  Certainly,  provided  I  am  assured  of  the  sanction  ^ 
And  now,  the  important  day  preceding  the  poll,  the 
day  in  which  the  candidates  were  to  be  formally  nominated, 
and  meet  each  other  in  all  the  ceremony  of  declared  rival- 
ship,  dawned  at  last.  The  town-hall  was  the  place  selected 
for  the  occasion ;  and  before  sunrise,  all  the  streets  were 
resonant  with  music,  and  gay  with  banners. 

Audley  Egerton  felt  that  he  could  not  —  without  in- 
curring some  just  sarcasm  on  his  dread  to  face  the  con- 
stituency he  had  formerly  represented,  and  by  the  malcon- 
tents of  which  he  had  been  burned  in  ef^gy — absent 
himself  from  the  town-hall,  as  he  had  done  from  balcony 
and  hostel.  Painful  as  it  was  to  confront  Nora's  brother, 
and  wrestle  in  public  against  all  the  secret  memories  that 
knit  the  strife  of  the  present  contest  with  the  anguish  that 
recalled  the- first  —  still  the  thing  must  be  done;  and  it 
was  the  English  habit  of  his  life  to  face  with  courage 
whatever  he  had  to  do. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

The  chiefs  of  the  Blue  party  went  in  state  from  Lans- 
mere  Park ;  the  two  candidates  in  open  carriages,  each 
attended  with  his  proposer  and  seconder.  Other  carriages 
were  devoted  to  Harley  and  Levy,  and  the  principal  mem- 
bers of  the  committee.  Riccabocca  was  seized  with  a  fit 
of  melancholy  or  cynicism,  and  declined  to  join  the  pro- 

iL  2z  ^         , 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


296  MY   novel;    oe, 

cession.  But  just  before  they  started,  as  all  were  assem* 
bling  without  the  front  door,  the  postman  arrived  with 
his  welcome  bag.  There  were  letters  for  Harley,  some 
for  Levy,  many  for  Egerton,  one  for  Randal  Leslie. 

Levy,  soon  hurrying  over  his  own  correspondence, 
looked,  in  the  familiar  freedom  wherewith  he  usually 
treated  his  particular  friends,  over  RandaPs  shoulder. 

"  From  the  Squire  ?  "  said  he.  "  Ah,  he  has  written 
at  last  I  What  made  him  delay  so  long  ?  Hope  he 
relieves  your  mind  ?  " 

*'  Yes,"  cried  Randal,  giving  way  to  a  joy  that  rarely 
lighted  up  his  close  and  secret  countenance  —  "yes,  he 
does  not  write  from  Hazeldean  —  not  there  when  my 
letter  arrived  —  in  London  —  could  not  rest  at  the  Hall 
—  the  place  reminded  him  too  much  of  Frank  —  went 
again  to  town,  on  the  receipt  of  my  first  letter  concerning 
the  rupture  of  the  marriage,  to  see  after  his  son,  and  take 
up  some  money  to  pay  off  his  post-obit.  Read  what  he 
says  :  — '  So,  while  I  was  about  a  mortgage  —  (never  did 
I  guess  that  I  should  be  the  man  to  encumber  the  Hazel- 
dean  estate)  —  I  thought  I  might  as  well  add  £20,000  as 
£10,000  to  the  total.  Why  should  you  be  indebted  at 
all  to  that  Baron  Levy  ?  Don't  have  dealings  with 
money-lenders.  Your  grandmother  was  a  Hazeldean ; 
and  from  a  Hazeldean  you  shall  have  the  whole  sum  re- 
quired in  advance  for  those  Rood  lands  —  good  light  soil 
some  of  them.  As  to  repayment,  we'll  talk  of  that  later. 
If  Frank  and  I  come  together  again,  as  we  did  of  old, 
why,  my  estates  will  be  his  some  day;  and  he'll  not 
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grudge  the  mortgage,  so  fond  as  he  always  was  of  you  ; 
and  if  we  dou't  come  together,  what  do  I  care  for  hundreds 
or  thousands,  either  more  or  less  ?  So  I  shall  be  down 
at  Lansmere  the  day  after  to-morrow,  just  in  the  thick 
of  your  polling.  Beat  the  manufacturer,  my  boy,  and 
stick  up  for  the  land.  Tell  Levy  to  have  all  ready.  I 
shall  bring  the  money  down  in  good  bank-notes,  and  a 
brace  of  pistols  in  my  coat-pocket  to  take  care  of  them,  in 
case  robbers  get  scent  of  the  notes  and  attack  me  on  the 
road,  as  they  did  my  grandfather  sixty  years  ago  come 
next  Michaelmas.  A  Lansmere  election  puts  one  in 
mind  of  pistols.  I  once  fought  a  duel  with  an  officer  in 
his  Majesty's  service,  R.N.,  and  had  a  ball  lodged  in  my 
right  shoulder,  on  account  of  an  election  at  Lansmere  ; 
but  I  have  forgiven  Audley  his  share  in  that  transaction. 
Remember  me  to  him  kindly.  Don^t  get  into  a>duel 
yourself;  but  I  suppose  manufacturers  don't  fight ;  —  not 
that  I  blame  them  for  that  —  far  from  it.'" 

The  letter  then  ran  on  to  express  surprise,  and  hazard 
conjecture,  as  to  the  wealthy  marriage  which  Randal  had 
announced  as  a  pleasing  surprise  to  the  Squire. 

"  Well,''  said  Levy,  returning  the  letter,  you  must  have 
written  as  cleverly  as  you  talk,  or  the  Squire  is  a  booby 
indeed." 

Randal  smiled,  pocketed  his  letter,  and  responding  to 
tne  impatient  call  of  his  proposer,  sprang  lightly  into  the 
carriage. 

Harley,  too,  seemed  pleased  with  the  letters  delivered 
to  himself,  and  now  joined  Levy,  as  the  candidates  drove 
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''Has  not  Mr.  Leslie   received  from   the   Squire  an 
answer  to  that  letter  of  which  yoa  informed  me  ?  '^ 

"  Yes,  my  lord ;  the  Squire  will  be  here  to-morrow." 

'*  To-morrow  ?  Thank  you  for  apprising  me ;  hia 
rooms  shall  be  prepared.'' 

"  I  suppose  he  will  ouly  stay  to  see  Leslie  and  myself, 
and  pay  the  money." 

*'Ahal     Pay  the  money.     Is  it  so,  then?" 

"  Twice  the  sum,  and,  it  seems,  as  a  gift,  which  Leslie 
only  asked  as  a  loan.  Really,  my  lord,  Mr.  Leslie  is  a 
very  clever  man  ;  and  though  I  am  at  your  commands,  I. 
should  not  like  to  injure  him.  With  such  matrimonial 
prospects,  he  could  be  a  very  powerful  enemy  ;  and  if  he 
succeeded  in  Parliament,  still  more  so." 

"  Baron,  these  gentlemen  are  waiting  for  you.  I  will 
follow  by  myself." 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

In  the  centre  of  the  raised  platform  in  the  town-hall 
sat  the  Mayor.  On  either  hand  of  that  dignitary  now 
appeared  the  candidates  of  the  respective  parties.  To 
his  right,  Audley  Egerton  and  Leslie ;  to  his  left,  D'ck 
Avenel  and  Leonard.  The,  place  was  as  full  as  it  could 
hold.  Rows  of  grimy  faces  peeped  in,  even  from  the 
upper  windows  outside  the  building.  The  contest  was 
one  that  created  intense  interest,  not  only  from  public 
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principles,  but  local  passions.  Dick  Avenel,  the  son  of  a 
small  tradesman,  standing  against  the  Right  Honorable 
Audley  Egerton,  the  choice  of  the  powerful  Lansraere 
aristocratic  party  —  standing  too,  with  his  nephew  by  his 
side  —  taking,  as  he  himself  was  wont  to  say,  "  the  tarna- 
tion Blue  Bull  by  both  its  oligarchical  horns  I "  There 
was  a  pluck  and  gallantry  in  the  very  impudence  of  the 
attempt  to  convert  the  important  borough  —  for  one 
member  of  which  a  great  Earl  had  hitherto  striven,  ''  with 
labor  dire  and  weary  woe,"  —  into  two  family  seats  for 
the  house  of  Avenel  and  the  triumph  of  the  Capelocracy. 
This  alone  would  have  excited  all  the  spare  passions 
of  a  country  borough ;  but,  besides  this,  there  was  the 
curiosity  that  attached  to  the  long-deferred  public  ap- 
pearance of  a  candidate  so  renowned  as  the  ex-minister — 
a  man  whose  career  had  commenced  with  his  success  at 
Lansmere,  and  who  now,  amid  the  popular  tempest  that 
scattered  his  colleagues,  sought  to  refit  his  vessel  in  the 
same  harbor  from  which  it  had  first  put  forth.  New 
generations  had  grown  up  since  the  name  of  Audley 
Egerton  had  first  fluttered  the  dovecots  in  that  Corioli. 
The  questions  that  had  then  seemed  so  important,  were, 
for  the  most  part,  settled  and  at  rest.  But  those  present 
who  remembered  Egerton  in  the  former  day,  were  struck 
to  see  how  the  same  characteristics  of  bearing  and  aspect 
which  had  distinguished  his  early  youth  revived  their 
interest  in  the  mature  and  celebrated  man.  As  he  stood 
up  for  a  few  moments,  before  he  took  his  seat  beside  the 
Mayor,  glancing  over  the  assembly,  with  its  uproar  of 
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cheers  and  hisses,  there  was  the  same  stately  erectness  of 
form  and  steadfastness  of  look — the  same  indefinable  and 
mysterious  dignity  of  externals,  that  imposed  respect, 
3onfirmed  esteem,  or  stilled  dislike.  The  hisses  involun- 
tarily ceased. 

The  preliminary  proceedings  over,  the  proposers  and 
seconders  commenced  their  office. 

Audley  was  proposed,  of  course,  by  the  crack  man  of 
the  party  —  a  gentleman  who  lived  on  his  means  in  a  white 
house  in  the  High  Street  —  had  received  a  University 
education,  and  was  a  cadet  of  a  **  County  Family."  This 
gentleman  spoke  much  about  the  Constitution,  something 
about  Greece  and  Rome  —  compared  Egerton  with 
William  Pitt,  also  with  Aristides ;  and  sat  down,  after  an 
oration  esteemed  classical  by  the  few,  and  pronounced 
prosy  by  the  many.  Audley's  seconder,  a  burly  and  im- 
portant maltster,  struck  a  bolder  key.  He  dwelt  largely 
upon  the  necessity  of  being  represented  by  gentlemen  of 
wealth  and  rank,  and  not  by  "  upstarts  and  adventurers, 
(cheers  and  groans.)  Looking  at  the  candidates  on  the 
other  side,  it  was  an  insult  to  the  respectability  of  Lans- 
raere  to  suppose  its  constituents  could  elect  a  man  who 
had  no  pretensions  whatever  to  their  notice,  except  that 
he  had  once  been  a  little  boy  in  the  town,  in  which  his 
father  kept  a  shop  —  and  a  very  noisy,  turbulent,  dirty 
little  boy  he  was  I "  Dick  smoothed  his  spotless  shirt- 
front,  and  looked  daggers,  while  the  Blues  laughed  heartily, 
and  the  Yellows  cried  "  Shame  I "  "  As  for  the  other 
candidate  on  the  same  side,  he  (the  maltster)  had  nothing 
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to  say  against  him.  He  was,  no  doubt,  seduced  into  pre- 
sumption by  his  uncle  and  his  own  inexperience.  It  was 
said  that  that  candidate,  Mr.  Fairfield,  was  an  author  and 
a  poet ;  if  so,  he  was  unknown  to  fame,  for  no  bookseller 
in  the  town  had  ever  even  heard  of  Mr.  Fairfield's  worus. 
Then  it  was  replied,  Mr.  Fairfield  had  written  under  an- 
other name.  What  would  that  prove  ?  Either  that  he 
was  ashamed  of  his  name,  or  that  the  works  did  him  no 
credit.  For  his  part,  he  (the  maltster)  was  an  English- 
man ;  he  did  not  like  anonymous  scribblers ;  there  was 
something  not  right  in  whatever  was  concealed.  A  man 
should  never  be  afraid  to  put  his  name  to  what  he  wrote. 
But,  grant  that  Mr.  Fairfield  was  a  great  author  and  a 
great  poet,  what  the  borough  of  Lansmere  wanted  was, 
not  a  member  who  would  pass  his  time  in  writing  sonnets 
to  Peggy  or  Moggy,  but  a  practical  man  of  business  — 
a  statesman  —  such  a  man  as  Mr.  Audley  Egerton  —  a 
gentleman  of  ancient  birth,  high  standing,  and  princely 
fortune.  The  member  for  such  a  place  as  Lansmere  should 
have  a  proper  degree  of  wealth."  ("  Hear,  hear  I "  from 
the  Hundred  and  Fifty  Hesitators,  who  all  stood  in  a  row 
at  the  bottom  of  the  hall;  and  *' Gammon  I"  "Stuff I" 
from  some  revolutionary,  but  incorruptible  Yellowv^.)  Still 
the  allusion  to  Egerton's  private  fortune  had  considerable 
eftcct  with  the  bulk  of  the  audience,  and  the  maltster  was 
much  cheered  on  concluding.  Mr.  AvenePs  proposer  and 
seconder —  the  one  a  large  grocer,  the  other  the  proprietor 
of  a  new  shop  tor  ticketed  prints,  shawls,  blankets,  and 
counterpanes  fa  man  who,  as  he  boasted,  dealt  with  the 
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People  for  ready  money,  and  no  mistake  —  at  least  none 
that  he  ever  rectified),  next  followed.  Both  said  much  the 
same  thing.  Mr.  Avenel  had  made  his  fortune  by  honest 
industry  —  was  a  fellow- townsman  —  must  know  the  in- 
terests of  the  town  better  than  strangers  —  upright  public 
principles  —  never  fawn  on  governments  —  would  see  that 
the  people  had  their  rights,  and  cut  down  army,  navy, 
and  all  other  jobs  of  a  corrupt  aristocracy,  &c.  &c.  &c. 
Randal  Leslie's  proposer,  a  captain  on  half-pay,  under- 
took a  long  defence  of  army  and  navy,  from  the  unpatriotic 
aspersions  of  the  preceding  speakers ;  which  defence  di- 
verted him  from  the  due  praise  of  Randal,  until  cries  of 
"  Cut  it  short,"  recalled  him  to  that  subject ;  and  then  the 
topics  he  selected  for  eulogium  were  "  amiability  of  char- 
acter, so  conspicuous  in  the  urbane  manners  of  his  young 
friend ;  " —  "  coincidence  in  the  opinions  of  that  illustrious 
statesman  with  whom  he  was  conjoined ;  " —  "  early  tuition 
in  the  best  principles  —  only  fault,  youth  —  and  that  was 
a  fault  which  would  diminish  every  day."  RandaPs  sec- 
onder was  a  bluff  yeoman,  an  out-voter  of  weight  with  the 
agricultural  electors.  He  was  too  straightforward  by  half 
—  adverted  to  Audley  Egerton's  early  desertion  of  ques- 
tions espoused  by  the  landed  interest— "hoped  he  had 
had  enough  of  large  towns ;  and  he  (the  yeoman)  was 
ready  to  forgive  and  forget,  but  trusted  that  there  would 
be  no  chance  of  burning  their  member  again  in  eflSgy.  A? 
to  the  young  gentleman,  whose  nomination  he  had  the 
pleasure  to  second  —  did  not  know  much  about  him  ;  but 
the  Leslies  were  an  old  family  in  the  neighboring  county, 
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and  Mr.  Leslie  said  he  was  Dearly  related  to  Squire 
Hazeldean  —  as  good  a  man  as  ever  stood  upon  shoe 
leather.  He  (the  yeoman)  liked  a  good  breed  in  sheep 
and  bullocks ;  and  a  good  breed  in  men  he  supposed  was 
the  same  thing.  He  (the  yeoman)  was  not  for  abuses  — 
he  was  for  King  and  Constitution.  He  should  have  no 
objection,  for  instance,  to  have  tithes  lowered,  and  the 
malt-tax  repealed  —  not  the  least  objection.  Mr.  Leslie 
seemed  to  him  a  likely  young  chap,  and  uncommon  well- 
spoken  ;  and,  on  the  whole,  for  aught  he  (the  yeoman) 
could  see,  would  do  quite  as  well  in  Parliament  as  nine- 
tenths  of  the  gentlemen  sent  there."  The  yeoman  sat 
down,  little  cheered  by  the  Blues  —  much  by  the  Yellows 

—  and  with  a  dim  consciousness  that  somehow  or  other 
he  had  rather  damaged  than  not  the  cause  of  the  party  he 
had  been  chosen  to  advocate.  Leonard  was  not  particu- 
larly fortunate  in  his  proposer  —  a  youngish  gentleman 

—  who,  having  tried  various  callings,  with  signal  unsuc- 
cess,  had  come  into  a  small  independence,  and  set  up  for 
a  literary  character.  This  gentleman  undertook  the  de- 
fence of  poets,  as  the  half-pay  captain  had  undertaken  that 
of  the  army  and  navy  ;  and  after  a  dozen  sentences  spoken 
through  the  nose,  about  the  **  moonlight  of  existence," 
and  "  the  oasis  in  the  desert,"  suddenly  broke  down,  to 
the  satisfaction  of  his  impatient  Usteners.  This  failure 
was,  however,  redeemed  by  Leonard's  seconder  —  a  master 
tailor  —  a  practised  speaker  and  an  earnest  thinking  man 

—  sincerely  liking,  and  warmly  admiring,  Leonard  Fair- 
field.    His  opinions  were  delivered  witn  brief  simplicity, 
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and  acccrmpanied  by  expressions  of  trast  in  Leonard's  tal- 
ents and  honesty,  that  were  effective,  because  expressed 
with  feeling. 

These  preparatory  orations  over,  a  dead  silence  sac- 
ceeded,  and  Au61ey  Egerton  arose. 

At  the  first  few  sentences,  all  felt  they  were  in  the 
presence  of  one  accustomed  to  command  attention,  and 
to  give  to  opinions  the  weight  of  recognised  authority. 
The  slowness  of  the  measured  accents,  the  composure  of 
the  manly  aspect,  the  decorum  of  the  simple  gestures  — 
all  bespoke  and  all  became  the  Minister  of  a  great  empire, 
who  had  less  agitated  assemblies  by  impassioned  elo- 
quence, than  compelled  their  silent  respect  to  the  views 
of  sagacity  and  experience.  But  what  might  have  been 
formal  and  didactic  in  another,  was  relieved  in  Egerton 
by  that  air,  tone,  bearing  of  a  gentleman^  which  have  a 
charm  for  the  most  plebeian  audience.  He  had  eminently 
these  attributes  in  private  life ;  but  they  became  far  more 
conspicuous  whenever  he  had  to  appear  in  public.  The 
**  senatoriiis  decor  ^^  seemed  a  phrase  coined  for  him. 

Audley  commenced  with  notice  of  his  adversaries  in 
that  language  of  high  Qourtesy  which  is  so  becoming  to 
superior  station,  and  which  augurs  better  for  victory  than 
the  most  pointed  diatribes  of  hostile  declamation.  In- 
clining his  head  towards  Avenel,  he  expressed  regret  that 
he  should  be  opposed  by  a  gentleman  whose  birth  naturally 
endeared  him  to  the  town,  of  which  he  was  a  distinguished 
native,  and  whose  honorable  ambition  was  in  itself  a  proof 
of  the  admirable  nature  of  that  Constitution,  whicli  acl 
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mitted  the  lowliest  to  rise  to  its  distinetioBS,  whil.-'  it 
compelled  the  loftiest  to  labor  and  compete  for  thos;^ 
honors  which  were  the  most  coveted,  because  they  were 
derived  from  the  trust  of  their  countrymen,  and  dignified 
by  the  duties  which  the  sense  of  responsibility  entailed. 
He  paid  a  passing  but  generous  compliment  to  the  reputed 
abilities  of  Leonard  Fairfield  ;  and,  alluding  with  appro- 
priate grace  to  the  interest  he  had  ever  taken  in  the 
success  of  youth  striving  for  place  in  the  van  of  the  new 
generation  that  marched  on  to  replace  the  old,  he  implied 
that  he  did  not  consider  Leonard  as  opposed  to  himself, 
but  rather  as  an  emulous  competitor  for  a  worthy  prize 
with  his  "  own  young  and  valued  friend,  Mr.  Randal  Les- 
lie." "  They  are  happy  at  their  years  ! "  said  the  states- 
man, with  a  certain  pathos.  "In  the  future  they  see 
nothing  to  fear,  in  the  past  they  have  nothing  to  defend. 
It  is  not  so  with  me."  And  then,  passing  on  to  the 
vague  insinuations  or  bolder  charges  against  himself  and 
his  policy  proffered  by  the  preceding  speakers,  Audley 
gathered  himself  up,  and  paused ;  for  his  eye  here  rested 
on  the  Reporters  seated  round  the  table  just  below  him  ; 
and  he  recognised  faces  not  unfamiliar  to  his  recollection 
when  metropolitan  assemblies  had  hung  on  the  words 
which  fell  from  lips  then  privileged  to  advise  a  King. 
And  involuntarily  it  occurred  to  the  ex-minister  to  escape 
altogether  from  this  contracted  audience  —  this  election, 
with  all  it«  associations  of  pain  —  and  address  himself 
wholly  to  that  vast  and  invisible  Public,  to  which  those 
Reporters  would  transmit  his  idea«.  At  this  thought  his 
26*  u 
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whole  manner  gradually  changed.  His  eye  became  fixed 
on  the  farthest  verge  of  the  crowd ;  his  tones  grew  more 
solemn  in  their  deep  and  sonorous  swell.  He  began  to 
review  and  to  vindicate  his  whole  political  life.  He  spoke 
of  the  measures  he  had  aided  to  pass  —  of  his  part  in  the 
laws  which  now  ruled  the  land.  He  touched  lightly,  but 
with  pride,  on  the  services  he  had  rendered  to  the  opinions 
he  had  represented.  He  alluded  to  his  neglect  of  his  own 
private  fortunes ;  but  in  what  detail,  however  minute,  in 
the  public  business  committed  to  his  charge,  could  even 
an  enemy  accuse  him  of  neglect  ?  The  allusion  was  no 
doubt  intended  to  prepare  the  public  for  the  news,  that 
the  wealth  of  Audley  Egerton  was  gone.  Finally,  he 
came  to  the  questions  that  then  agitated  the  day ;  and 
made  a  general  but  masterly  exposition  of  the  policy 
which,  under  the  changes  he  foresaw,  he  should  recom- 
mend his  party  to  adopt. 

Spoken  to  the  motley  assembly  in  that  town-hall, 
Audley's  speech  extended  to  a  circle  of  interests  too  wide 
for  their  sympathy.  But  that  assembly  he  heeded  not  — 
he  forgot  it.  The  reporters  understood  him,  as  their 
flying  pens  followed  words  which  they  presumed  neither 
to  correct  nor  to  abridge.  Audley 's  speech  was  addressed 
to  the  nation  ;  — the  speech  of  a  man  in  whom  the  nation 
yet  recognised  a  chief — desiring  to  clear  all  misrepre- 
sentation from  his  past  career — calculating,  if  life  were 
spared  to  him,  on  destinies  higher  than  he  had  yet  ful- 
filled —  issuing  a  manifesto  of  principles  to  be  carried 
later  into  power,  and  planting  a  banner  round  which  thja 
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diTided  sections  of  a  broken  host  might  yet  rally  for  battle 
and  for  conquest.  Or  perhaps,  in  the  deeps  of  his  heart 
(not  even  comprehended  by  reporters,  nor  to  be  divined 
by  the  public),  the  uncertainty  of  life  was  more  felt  than 
-the  hope  of  ambition  ;  and  the  statesman  desired  to  leave 
behind  him  one  full  vindication  of  that  public  integrity 
and  honor,  on  which,  at  least,  his  conscience  acknow- 
ledged not  a  stain.  "  For  more  than  twenty  years,"  said 
Andley,  in  conclusion,  "  I  have  known  no  day  in  which  I 
have  not  lived  for  my  country.  I  may  at  times  have 
opposed  the  wish  of  the  People  —  I  may  oppose  it  now 

—  but,  so  far  as  I  can  form  a  judgment,  only  because  I 
prefer  their  welfare  to  their  wish.     And  if — as  I  believe 

—  there  have  been  occasions  on  which  as  one  amongst 
men  more  renowned,  I  have  amended  the  laws  of  England 

—  confirmed  her  safety,  extended  her  commerce,  upheld 
her  honor — I  leave  the  rest  to  the  censure  of  my  enemies, 
and  (his  voice  trembled)  to  the  charity  of  my  friends." 

Before  the  cheers  that  greeted  the  close  of  this  speech 
were  over,  Richard  Avenel  arose.  What  is  called  "the 
more  respectable  part"  of  an  audience  —  viz.  :  the  better 
educated  and  better  clad,  even  on  the  Yellow  side  of  the 
question  —  winced  a  little  for  the  credit  of  their  native 
borough,  when  they  contemplated  the  candidate  pitted 
against  the  Great  Commoner,  whose  lofty  presence  still 
filled  the  eye,  and  whose  majestic  tones  yet  sounded  in 
the  ear.  But  the  vast  majority  on  both  sides.  Blue  and 
Yellow,  hailed  the  rise  of  Dick  Avenel  as  a  relief  to  what, 
while  it  had  awed  their  attention,  had  rather  strained 
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their  faculties.  The  Yellows  cheered,  and  the  Bloea 
groaned ;  there  was  a  tumultuous  din  of  voices,  and  a  reel 
to  and  fro  of  the  whole  excited  mass  of  unwashed  facen 
and  brawny  shoulders.  But  Dick  had  as  much  pluck  as 
Audley  himself ;  and,  by  degrees,  his  pluck  and  his  hand- 
some features,  and  the  curiosity  to  hear  what  he  had  to 
say,  obtained  him  a  hearing;  and  that  hearing,  Dick 
having  once  got,  he  contrived  to  keep.  His  self-confi- 
dence was  backed  by  a  grudge  against  Egerton,  that  at- 
tained to  the  elevation  of  malignity.  He  had  armed  him- 
self for  this  occasion  with  an  arsenal  of  quotations  from 
Audley's  speeches,  taken  out  of  Hansard's  Debates  ;  and, 
garbling  these  texts  in  the  unfairest  and  most  ingeniqps 
manner,  he  contrived  to  split  consistency  into  such  frag- 
nients  of  inconsistency — to  cut  so  many  harmless  sentences 
into  such  unpopular,  arbitrary,  tyrannical  segments  of 
doctrine  —  that  he  made  a  very  pretty  case  against  the 
enlightened  and  incorruptible  Egerton,  as  shuffler  and 
trimmer,  defender  of  jobs,  and  eulogist  of  Manchester 
massacres,  &c.  &c.  And  all  told  the  more  because  it 
seemed  courted  and  provoked  by  the  ex-minister's  elabo- 
rate vindication  of^ himself.  Having  thus,  as  he  declared, 
"  triumphantly  convicted  the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman 
out  of  his  own  mouth,"  Dick  considered  himself  at  liberty 
to  diverge  into  what  he  termed  "  the  just  indignation  of 
a  free-born  Briton ; "  in  other  words,  into  every  variety 
of  abuse  which  bad  taste  could  supply  to  acrimonious 
feeling.  But  he  did  it  so  roundly  and  danntlessly,  in  such 
true  hustings  style,  that  for  the  moment  at  least,  he  carried 
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the  bulk  of  the  crowd  along  with  him  sufficiently  to  bear 
down  all  the  resentful  murmurs  of  the  Blue  Committee- 
men, and  the  abashed  shakes  of  the  head  with  which  the 
more  aristocratic  and  well-bred  among  the  Yellows  signi- 
fied to  each  other  that  they  were  heartily  ashamed  of 
their  candidate.  Dick  concluded  with  an  emphatic  decla- 
ration that  the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman's  day  was 
gone  by ;  that  the  people  had  been  pillaged  and  plundered 
enough  by  pompous  red-tapists,  who  only  thought  of  their 
salaries,  and  never  went  to  their  offices  except  to  waste 
the  pen,  ink,  and  paper  which  they  did  not  pay  for ;  that 
the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman  had  boasted  he  had 
served  his  country  for  twenty  years.  Served  his  country  I 
—  he  should  have  said,  served  her  out!  (Much  laughter.) 
Pretty  mess  his  country  was  in  now.  In  short,  for  twenty 
years  the  Right  Honorable  Gentleman  had  put  his  hands 
into  his  country's  pockets.  —  "And  I  ask  you,"  bawled 
Dick,  "  whether  any  of  you  are  a  bit  the  better  for  all  that 
he  has  taken  out  of  them  1 "  The  Hnndred  and  Fifty 
Hesitators  shook  their  heads.  "  Noa,  that  we  ben't !  " 
cried  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  dolorously.  "  You  hear 
The  People  1 "  said  Dick,  turning  majestically  to  Eger- 
ton,  who,  with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  and  his 
upper  lip  slightly  curved,  sat  like  "  Atlas  unremoved"  — 
"  You  hear  The  People  I  They  condemn  you  and  the 
whole  set  of  you.  I  repeat  here  what  I  once  vowed  on  a 
less  public  occasion  —  *  As  sure  as  my  name  is  Richard 
Avenel,  you  ehall  smart  for'  —  (Dick  hesitated)  —  smart 
for  your  contempt  of  the  just  rights,  honest  claims,  and 
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enlightened  aspirations  of  your  indignant  countrymen.  The 
schoolmaster  is  abroad,  and  the  British  Lion  is  aroused ! " 

Dick  sat  down.  The  curve  of  contempt  had  passed 
from  Egerton's  lip  ; — at  the  name  of  Avenel,  thus  harshly 
spoken,  he  had  suddenly  shaded  his  face  with  his  hand. 

But  Randal  Leslie  next  arose,  and  Audley  slowly 
raised  his  eyes,  and  looked  towards  his  protege  with  an 
expression  of  kindly  interest.  What  better  debui  could 
there  be  for  a  young  man  warmly  attached  to  an  eminent 
patron,  who  had  been  coarsely  assailed  —  for  a  political 
aspirant  vindicating  the  principles  which  that  patron 
represented  ?  The  Blues,  palpitating  with  indignant  ex- 
citement, all  prepared  to  cheer  every  sentence  that  could 
embody  their  sense  of  outrage ;  even  the  meanest  amongst 
the  Yellows,  now  that  Dick  had  concluded,  dimly  aware 
that  their  orator  had  laid  himself  terribly  open,  and  richly 
deserved  (more  especially  from  the  friend  of  Audley 
Egertonj  whatever  punishing  retort  could  vibrate  from 
the  heart  of  a  man  to  the  tongue  of  an  orator.  A  better 
opportunity  for  an  honest  young  debutant  could  not  exist ; 
—  a  more  disagreeable,  annoying,  perplexing,  tmmanage- 
able  opportunity  for  Randal  Leslie,  the  malice  of  the 
Fates  could  not  have  contrived.  How  could  he  attack 
Dick  Avenel  1  —  he  who  counted  upon  Dick  Avenel  to 
win  his  election  ?  How  could  he  exasperate  the  Yellows, 
when  Dick's  solemn  injunction  had  been  —  "  Say  nothing 
to  make  the  Yellows  not  vote  for  you  1 "  How  could  he 
identify  himself  with  Egerton's  policy,  when  it  was  his 
own  policy  to  make  his  opponents  believe  him  an  unpreja- 
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diced  sensible  youth,  who  would  come  all  right  and  all 
Yellow  one  of  these  days  I  Demosthenes  himself  would 
have  had  a  sore  throat,  worse  than  when  he  swallowed 
the  golden  cup  of  Harpalus,  had  Demosthenes  been  placed 
in  so  cursed  a  fix.  Therefore  Randal  Leslie  may  well  be 
excused  if  he  stammered  and  boggled  —  if  he  was  ap 
palled  by  a  cheer  when  he  said  a  word  in  vindication  of 
Egerton  —  and  looked  cringing  and  pitiful  when  he 
sneaked  out  a  counter  civility  to  Dick.  The  Blues  were 
sadly  disappointed  —  damped  ;  the  Yellows  smirked  and 
took  heart  Audley  Egerton's  brows  darkened.  Harley, 
who  was  on  the  platform,  half  seen  behind  the  front  row, 
a  quiet  listener,  bent  over  and  whispered  drily  to  Audley 
—  "  You  should  have  given  a  lesson  beforehand  to  your 
clever  young  friend.  His  affection  for  you  overpowers 
him  I " 

Audley  made  no  rejoinder,  but  tore  a  leaf  out  of  his 
pocket-book,  and  wrote,  in  pencil,  these  words  —  "  Say 
that  you  may  well  feel  embarrassed  how  to  reply  to  Mr. 
Avenel,  because  I  had  especially  requested  you  not  to  be 
provoked  to  one  angry  expression  against  a  gentleman 
whose  father  and  brother-in-law  gave  the  majority  of  two 
by  which  I  gained  my  first  seat  in  Parliament ;  —  then 
plunge  at  once  into  general  politics."  He  placed  tliis 
paper  in  RandaPs  hand,  just  as  that  unhappy  young  man 
was  on  the  point  of  a  thorough  break-down.  Randal 
paused,  took  breath,  read  the  words  attentively,  and 
amidst  a  general  titter ;  Ms  presence  of  mitffi  returned  to 
nim  —  he  saw  a  way  out  of  the  scrape  —  collected  himself 
IT.  3a  ^  J 
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—  suddenly  raised  his  head  —  and  in  tones  unexpectedly 
firm  and  fluent,  enlarged  on  the  text  afforded  to  him  — 
enlarged  so  well  that  he  took  the  audience  by  surprise  — 
pleased  the  Blues  by  an  evidence  of  Audley^s  generosity 

—  and  touched  the  Yellows  by  so  affectionate  a  deference 
to  the  family  of  their  two  candidates.  Then  the  speaker 
was  enabled  to  come  at  once  to  the  topics  on  which  he 
bad  elaborately  prepared  himself,  and  delivered  a  set 
harangue  —  very  artfully  put  together — temporising,  it 
is  true,  and  trimming,  but  full  of  what  would  have  been 
called  admirable  tact  and  discretion  in  an  old  stager  who 
did  not  want  to  commit  himself  to  anybody  or  to  any- 
thing. On  the  whole,  the  display  became  creditable,  at 
least  as  an  evidence  of  thoughtful  reserve,  rare  in  a  man 
so  young  —  too  refining  and  scholastic  for  oratory,  but  a 
very  good  essay — upon  both  sides  of  the  question.  Ran- 
dal wiped  his  pale  forehead,  and  sat  down,  cheered, 
especially  by  the  lawyers  present,  and  self-contented.  It 
was  now  Leonardos  turn  to  speak.  Keenly  nervous,  as 
men  of  the  literary  temperament  are  —  constitutionally 
shy,  his  voice  trembled  as  he  began.  But  he  trusted,  un- 
consciously, less  to  his  intellect  than  his  warm  heart  and 
noble  temper  —  and  the  warm  heart  prompted  his  words, 
and  the  noble  temper  gradually  dignified  his  manner. 
He  took  advantage  of  the  sentences  which  Audley  had 
put  into  Randal's  mouth,  in  order  to  efface  the  impression 
made  by  his  nucleus  rude  assault.  ''  Would  that  the  Right 
Honorable  Jlentleman  had  himself  made  that  generous 
and  affecting  allusion  to  the  services  which  he  had  deigned 
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to  remember,  for,  in  that  case,  he  (Leonard)  was  confident 
that  Mr.  Avenel  would  have  lost  all  the  bitterness  which 
political  contest  was  apt  to  engender  in  proportion  to  the 
earnestness  with  which  political  opinions  were  entertained. 
Happy  it  was  when  some  such  milder  sentiment  as  that 
which  Mr.  Egerton  had  instructed  Mr.  Leslie  to  convey, 
preceded  the  sharp  encounter,  and  reminded  antagonists, 
as  Mr.  Leslie  had  so  emphatically  done,  that  every  shield 
had  two  sides,  and  that  it  was  possible  to  maintain  the 
one  side  to  be  golden,  without  denying  the  truth  of  the 
champion  who  asserted  the  other  side  to  be  silver.'^ 
Then,  without  appearing  to  throw  over  his  uncle,  the 
young  speaker  contrived  to  insinuate  an  apology  on  his 
ancle's  behalf,  with  such  exquisite  grace  and  good  feeling, 
that  he  was  loudly  cheered  by  both  parties  j  and  even 
Dick  did  not  venture  to  utter  the  dissent  which  struggled 
to  his  lips. 

But  if  Leonard  dealt  thus  respectfully  with  Egerton, 
he  had  no  .such  inducements  to  spare  Randal  Leslie. 
With  the  intuitive  penetration  of  minds  accustomed  to 
analyse  character  and  investigate  human  nature,  he  de- 
tected the  varnished  insincerity  of  Randal's  artful  address. 
His  color  rose  —  his  voice  swelled  —  his  fancy  began  to 
play,  and  his  wit  to  sparkle  —  when  he  came  to  take  to 
pieces  his  younger  antagonist's  rhetorical  mosaic.  He 
exposed  the  falsehood  of  its  affected  moderation  —  he 
tore  into  shreds  the  veil  of  words,  with  their  motley  woof 
of  yellow  and  blue  —  and  showed  that  not  a  single  con- 
viction could  be  discovered  behind  it.  "  Mr.  Leslie's 
lY.  — 27  ^        T 
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speech,"  said  he,  "puts  me  in  mind  of  a  ferry-boat;  it 
seems  made  for  no  purpose  but  to  go  from  one  side  to 
the  other. "  The  simile  hit  the  truth  so  exactly,  that  it 
was  received  with  a  roar  of  laughter :  even  Egerton 
smiled.  "  For  myself,"  concluded  Leonard,  as  he  summed 
up  his  unsparing  analysis,  "  I  am  new  to  party  warfare  ; 
yet  if  I  were  not  opposing  Mr.  Leslie  as  a  candidate  for 
your  suifrages,  if  I  were  but  an  elector  —  belonging,  as  I 
do,  to  the  people  by  my  condition  and  my  labors  —  I 
should  feel  that  he  is  one  of  those  politicians  in  whom  the 
welfare,  the  honor,  the  moral  elevation  of  the  people,  find 
no  fitting  representative." 

Leonard  sat  down  amidst  great  applause,  and  after  a 
speech  that  raised  the  Yellows  in  their  own  estimation, 
and  materially  damaged  Randal  Leslie  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Blues.  Randal  felt  this  with  a  writhing  of  the  heart, 
though  a  sneer  on  the  lips.  He  glanced  furtively  towards 
Dick  Avenel,  on  whom,  after  all,  his  election,  in  spite  of 
the  Blues,  might  depend.  Dick  answered  the  furtive 
glance  by  an  encouraging  wink.  Randal  turned  to  Eger- 
ton, and  whispered  to  him  —  *'How  I  wish  I  had  had 
more  practice  in  speaking,  so  that  I  could  have  done  you 
more  justice  I " 

''  Thank  you,  Leslie ;  Mr.  Fairfield  has  supplied  any 
omission  of  yours,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned.  And  yon 
should  excuse  him  for  his  attack  on  yourself,  because  it 
may  serve  to  convince  you  where  your  fault  as  a  speaker 
lies." 

^'  Where  ?  "  asked  Leslie,  with  jealous  sullenness. 
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*'  In  not  believing  a  single  word  that  you  say,"  answered 
Egerton,  very  drily ;  and  then  turning  away,  he  said  aload 
to  his  proposer,  and  with  a  slight  sigh,  "  Mr.  Avenel  may 
be  proud  of  his  nephew  I  I  wish  that  young  man  were  on 
our  side;  I  could  train  him  into  a  great  debater." 

And  now  the  proceedings  were  about  to  terminate  with 
a  show  of  hands,  when  a  tall  brawny  elector  in  the  middle 
of  the  hall  suddenly  arose,  and  said  he  had  some  questions 
to  put.  A  thrill  ran  through  the  assembly,  for  thisi 
elector  was  the  demagogue  of  the  Yellows  —  a  fellow 
whom  it  was  impossible  to  put  down  —  a  capital  speaker, 
with  lungs  of  brass.  "  I  shall  be  very  short,"  said  tha 
demagogue.  And  therewith,  under  the  shape  of  questions 
to  the  two  Blue  candidates,  he  commenced  a  most  furious 
onslaught  on  the  Earl  of  Lansmere,  and  the  EarPs  son, 
Lord  L'Estrange,  accusing  the  last  of  the  grossest  in- 
timidation and  corruption,  and  citing  instances  thereof  as 
exhibited  towards  various  electors  in  Fish  Lane  and  the 
Back  Slums,  who  had  been  turned  from  Yellow  promises 
by  the  base  arts  of  Blue  aristocracy,  represented  in  the 
person  of  the  noble  lord,  whom  he  now  dared  to  reply. 
The  orator  paused,  and  Harley  suddenly  passed  into  the 
front  of  the  platform,  in  token  that  he  accepted  the  un- 
gracious invitation.  Great  as  had  been  the  curiosity  to 
hear  Audley  Egerton,  yet  greater,  if  possible,  was  the 
curiosity  to  hear  Lord  L 'Estrange.  Absent  from  the 
place  for  so  many  years  —  heir  to  such  immense  posses- 
sions —  with  a  vague  reputation  for  talents  that  he  had 
ne^er  proved  —  strange,  indeed,  if  Blue  and  Yellow  had 
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not  strained  their  ears  and  liushed  their  breaths  to  listen. 
It  is  said  that  the  poet  is  born,  and  the  orator  made  —  a 
saying  only  partially  true.  Some  men  have  been  made 
poets,  and  some  men  have  been  born  orators.  Mos 
probably  Harley  L'Estrange  had  hitherto  never  spoken 
in  public,  and  he  had  not  now  spoken  five  minutes  before 
all  tho  passions  and  humors  of  the  assembly  were  as  much 
under  his  command  as  the  keys  of  the  instrument  are 
under  the  hands  of  the  musician.  He  had  taken  from 
nature  a  voice  capable  of  infinite  variety  of  modulation,  a 
countenance  of  the  most  flexile  play  of  expression  ;  and 
he  was  keenly  alive  (as  profound  humorists  are)  equally 
to  the  ludicrous  and  the  graver  side  of  everything  pre- 
sented to  his  vigorous  understanding.  Leonard  had  the 
eloquence  of  a  poet  —  Audley  Egerton  that  of  a  parlia- 
mentary debater.  But  Harley  had  the  rarer  gift  of  elo- 
quence in  itself,  apart  from  the  matter  it  conveys  or  adorns 
—  that  gift  which  Demosthenes  meant  by  his  triple  requi- 
site of  an  orator,  which  has  been  improperly  translated 
"action,"  but  means  in  reality  **the  ac/ingf,"  —  "the 
stage-play."  Both  Leonard  and  Audley  spoke  well, 
from  the  good  sense  which  their  speeches  contained  ;  but 
Harley  could  have  talked  nonsense,  and  made  it  more 
effective  than  sense  —  even  as  Kemble  or  Macready  could 
produce  efi'ects  from  the  trash  talked  by  *'  The  Stranger," 
which  your  merely  accomplished  performer  would  fail  to 
extract  from  the  beauties  of  Hamlet.  The  art  of  oratory, 
indeed,  is  allied  more  closely  to  that  of  the  drama  than  to 
any  other ;  and  throughout  Harley's  whole  nature  there 
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ran,  as  the  reader  may  have  noted  (though  quite  uncon- 
Bciously  to  Harley  himself),  a  tendency  towards  that  con- 
centration of  thought,  action,  and  circumstance,  on  a 
single  purpose,  which  makes  all  the  world  form  itself  into 
a  stage,  and  gathers  various  and  scattered  agencies  into 
the  symmetry  and  compactness  of  a  drama.  This  ten- 
dency, though  it  often  produces  effects  that  appear 
artificially  theatrical,  is  not  uncommon  with  persons  the 
most  genuine  and  single-minded.  It  is,  indeed,  the  natural 
inclination  of  quick  energies  springing  from  warm  emo- 
tions. Hence  the  very  history  of  nations  in  their  fresh, 
vigorous,  half-civilised  youth,  always  shapes  itself  into 
dramatic  forms ;  while,  as  the  exercise  of  sober  reason 
expands  with  civilisation,  to  the  injury  of  the  livelier 
faculties  and  more  intuitive  impulses,  people  look  to  the 
dramatic  form  of  expression,  whether  in  thought  or  in 
action,  as  if  it  were  the  antidote  to  truth,  instead  of  being 
its  abstract  and  essence. 

But  to  return  from  this  long  ajid  somewhat  metaphys- 
ical digression,  whatever  might  be  the  cause  why  Harley 
L'Estrange  spoke  so  wonderfully  well,  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  wonderfully  well  he  did  speak.  He  turned 
the  demagogue  and  his  attack  into  the  most  felicitous 
ridicule,  and  yet  with  the  most  genial  good-humor ;  de- 
gcribed  that  virtuous  gentleman ^s  adventures  in  search  of 
corruption  through  the  pure  regions  of  Fish  Lane  and 
the  Back  Slums ;  and  then  summed  up  the  evidences  on 
which  the  demagogue  had  founded  his  charge,  with  a 
hnmi)r  so  caustic  and  original  that  the  audience  were  con- 
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vulsed  with  laughter.  From  laughter  Harley  hurried  hi» 
audience  almost  to  the  pathos  of  tears — for  he  spoke  of 
the  insinuations  against  his  father,  so  that  every  son  and 
every  father  in  the  assembly  felt  moved  as  at  the  voice  of 
Nature. 

A  turn  in  a  sentence,  and  a  new  emotion  seized  the  as- 
sembly. Harley  was  identifying  himself  with  the  Lans- 
mere  electors.  He  spoke  of  his  pride  in  being  a  Lans- 
mere  man,  and  all  the  Lansmere  electors  suddenly  felt 
proud  of  him.  He  talked  with  familiar  kindness  of  old 
friends  remembered  in  his  school-boy  holidays,  rejoicing 
to  find  so  many  alive  and  prospering.  He  had  a  felicitous 
word  to  each. 

"  Dear  old  Lansmere  I "  said  he,  and  the  simple  excla- 
mation won  him  the  hearts  of  all.  In  fine,  when  he  paused, 
as  if  to  retire,  it  was  amidst  a  storm  of  acclamation. 
Audley  grasped  his  hand,  and  whispered  —  "I  am  the 
only  one  here  not  surprised,  Harley.  Now  you  have  dis- 
covered your  powers,  never  again  let  them  slumber. 
What  a  life  may  be  yours,  if  you  no  longer  waste  it !" 
Harley  extricated  his  hand,  and  his  eye  glittered.  He 
made  a  sign  that  he  had  more  to  say,  and  the  applause 
was  hushed.  "  My  Right  Honorable  friend  chides  mo 
for  the  years  that  I  have  wasted.  True  ;  my  years  have 
been  wasted  —  no  matter  how  nor  wherefore  !  But  Jmi 
—  how  have  they  been  spent  ?  in  such  devotion  to  the 
public,  that  those  who  know  him  not  as  I  do,  have  said 
that  he  had  not  one  feeling  left  to  spare  to  the  obscurer 
duties  and  more  limited  affections,  by  which  men  of  ordi- 
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nary  talents  and  humble  minds  rivet  the  links  of  that 
social  order  which  it  is  the  august  destiny  of  statesmen — 
like  him  who  now  sits  beside  me — to  cherish  and  defend. 
But,  for  my  part,  I  think  that  there  is  no  being  so  dan- 
gerous as  the  solemn  hypocrite,  who,  because  he  drills  his 
cold  nature  into  serving  mechanically  some  conventional 
abstraction  —  whether  he  calls  it  Hhe  Constitution*  or 
'the  Public' — holds  himself  dispensed  from  whatever,  in 
the  warm  blood  of  private  life,  wins  attachment  to  good- 
ness and  confidence  to  truth.  Let  others,  then,  praise 
my  Right  Honorable  friend  as  the  incorruptible  politician. 
Pardon  rae  if  I  draw  his  likeness  as  the  local,  sincere 
man,  who  might  say  with  the  honest  priest,  '  that  he  could 
not  tell  a  lie  to  gain  Heaven  by  it  I ' — and  with  so  fine  a 
sense  of  honor,  that  he  would  hold  it  a  lie  merely  to  con- 
ceal the  truth."  Harley  then  drew  a  brilliant  picture  of 
the  type  of  chivalrous  honesty  —  of  the  ideal  which  the 
English  attach  to  the  phrase  of  "a  perfect  gentleman," 
applying  each  sentence  to  his  Right  Honorable  friend 
with  an  emphasis  that  seemed  to  burst  from  his  heart. 
To  all  of  the  audience,  save  two,  it  was  an  eulogium 
which  the  fervent  sincerity  of  the  eulogist  alone  saved 
from  hyperbole.  But  Levy  rubbed  his  hands,  and  chuck- 
led inly ;  and  Egerton  hung  his  head,  and  moved  rest- 
lessly on  his  seat.  Every  word  that  Harley  uttered  lodged 
an  arrow  in  Audley^s  breast.  Amidst  the  cheers  that 
followed  this  admirable  sketch  of  the  "loyal  man,"  Har- 
ley recognised  Leonard's  enthusiastic  voice.  He  turned 
sharply  towards  the  young  man  ;  '*  Mr.  Fairfield  cheera 
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this  description  of  integrity,  and  its  application ;  let  him 
imitate  the  model  set  before  him,  and  he  may  live  to  hear 
praise  as  genuine  as  mine  from  some  friend  who  has  tested 
his  worth  as  I  have  tested  Mr.  Egerton's.  Mr.  Fairfield 
is  a  poet :  his  claim  to  that  title  was  disputed  by  one  of 
the  speakers  who  preceded  me  1 — unjustly  disputed  I  Mr 
Fairfield  is  every  inch  a  poet.  But,  it  has  been  asked, 
'  Are  poets  fit  for  the  business  of  senates  ?  Will  they  not 
be  writing  sonnets  to  Peggy  and  Moggy,  when  you  want 
them  to  concentrate  their  divine  imagination  on  the  de- 
tails of  a  beer  bill  ? '  Do  not  let  Mr.  Fairfield's  friends 
be  alarmed.  At  the  risk  of  injury  to  the  two  candidates 
whose  cause  I  espouse,  truth  compels  me  to  say,  that 
poets,  when  they  stoop  to  action,  are  not  less  prosaic 
than  the  dullest  amongst  us :  they  are  swayed  by  the. 
same  selfish  interests — they  are  moved  by  the  same  petty 
passions.  It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  any  detail  m 
common  life,  whether  in  public  or  private,  can  be  too 
mean  to  seduce  the  exquisite  pliances  of  their  fancy. 
Nay,  in  public  life,  we  may  trust  them  better  than  other 
men  ;  for  vanity  is  a  kind  of  second  conscience,  and,  as 
a  poet  has  himself  said  — 

•  Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  fears  the  name, 
And,  free  from  conscience,  is  a  slave  to  shame.' 

In  private  life  alone  we  do  well  to  be  on  our  guard  against 
these  children  of  fancy,  for  they  so  devote  to  the  Muse 
all  their  treasury  of  sentiment,  that  we  can  no  more  ex- 
pect them  to  waste  a  thought  on  the  plain  duties  of  men, 
than  we  can  expect  the  spendthrift,  who  dazzles  the  town, 
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*to  fritter  away  his  money  in  paying  his  debts.'  But  all 
the  world  are  agreed  to  be  indulgent  to  the  infirmities  of 
those  who  are  their  own  deceivers  and  their  own  chas- 
tisers.  Poets  have  more  enthusiasm,  more  affection,  more 
heart  than  others  ;  but  only  for  fictions  of  their  own  creat- 
ing. It  is  in  vain  for  us  to  attach  them  to  ourselves  by 
vulgar  merit,  by  commonplace  obligations  —  strive  and 
sacrifice  as  we  may.  They  are  ungrateful  to  us,  only  be- 
cause gratitude  is  so  very  unpoetical  a  subject  We  lose 
them  the  moment,  we  attempt  to  bind.     Their  love, 

*  Light  as  air,  at  eight  of  human  ties, 
Spreads  its  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies.' 

They  follow  their  own  caprices  —  adore  their  own  delu- 
sions—  and,  deeming  the  forms  of  humanity  too  material 
for  their  fantastic  affections,  conjure  up  a  ghost,  and  are 
chilled  to  death  by  its  embrace  I " 

Then,  suddenly  aware  that  he  was  passing  beyond  the 
comprehension  of  his  audience,  and  touching  upon  the 
bounds  of  his  bitter  secret  (for  here  he  was  thinking,  not 
of  Leonard,  but  of  Nora),  Harley  gave  a  new  and  more 
homely  direction  to  his  terrible  irony  —  turned  into  telling 
ridicule  the  most  elevated  sentiments  Leonard's  speech 
had  conveyed  —  hastened  on  to  a  rapid  view  of  political 
questions  in  general  —  defended  Leslie  with  the  same 
apparent  earnestness  and  latent  satire  with  which  he  had 
eulogised  Audley  —  and  concludecj  a  speech,  which,  for 
popular  effect,  had  never  been  equalled  in  that  hall,  amidst 
a  diapason  of  cheers  that  threatened  to  bring  down  the 
rafters. 
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In  a  few  minutes  more,  the  proceedings  were  closed  — 
a  show  of  hands  taken.  The  show  was  declared  by  the 
Mayor,  who  was  a  thorough  Blue,  in  favor  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Audley  Egerton  and  Randal  Leslie,  Esquire. 

Cries  of  '*  No,"  "  Shame,''  "  Partial,"  &c.  —a  poll  de- 
manded on  behalf  of  the  other  two  candidates  —  and  the 
crowd  began  to  pour  out  of  the  hall. 

Harley  was  the  first  who  vanished,  retreating  by  the 
private  entrance.  Egerton  followed ;  Randal,  lingering, 
Avenel  came  up  and  shook  hands  with  him  openly,  but 
whispered,  privately,  "Meet  me  to-night  in  Lansmere 
Park,  in  the  oak  copse,  about  three  hundred  yards  from 
the  turnstile,  at  the  town  end  of  the  park.  We  must  see 
how  to  make  all  right.  What  a  confounded  humbug  this 
has  been  I " 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

If  the  vigor  of  Harley's  address  had  taken  by  surprise 
both  friend  and  foe,  not  one  in  that  assembly  —  not  even 
the  conscience-stricken  Egerton  —  felt  its  effect  so  deeply 
as  the  assailed  and  startled  Leonard.  He  was  at  first 
perfectly  stunned  by  sarcasms  which  he  so  ill  deserved  ; 
nor  was  it  till  after  the  assembly  had  broken  up  that  Leo- 
nard could  even  conjecture  the  cause  which  had  provoked 
the  taunt  and  barbed  its  dart.  Evidently  Harley  had 
learned  (but  learned  only  in  order  to  misconceive  ami  to 
wrong)  Leonard's  confession  of  love  to  Helen  T>jtf^. 
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And  now  those  implied  accusations  of  disregard  to  the 
duties  of  common  life  not  only  galled  the  young  man's 
heart,  but  outraged  his  honor.  He  felt  the  generous  in- 
dignation of  manhood.  He  must  see  Lord  L'Estrange 
at  once,  and  yindicate  himself — vindicate  Helen  ;  for  thus 
to  accuse  one,  was  tacitly  to  asperse  the  other. 

Extricating  himself  from  his  own  enthusiastic  partisans, 
Leonard  went  straight  on  foot  towards  Lansmere  House. 
The  park  palings  touched  close  upon  the  town,  with  a 
small  turnstile  for  foot-passengers.  And  as  Leonard, 
availing  himself  of  this  entrance,  had  advanced  some 
hundred  yards  or  so  through  the  park,  suddenly,  in  the 
midst  of  that  very  copse  in  which  Avenel  had  appointed 
to  meet  Leslie,  he  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Helen 
Digby  herself. 

Helen  started,  with  a  faint  cry.  But  Leonard,  absorbed 
in  his  own  desire  to  justify  both,  hailed  the  sight,  and  did 
not  pause  to  account  for  his  appearance,  nor  to  soothe 
her  agitation. 

"Miss  Digby  I^'  he  exclaimed,  throwing  into  bis  voice 
and  manner  that  respect  which  often  so  cruelly  divides 
the  past  familiarity  from  the  present  alienation  —  "Miss 
Pigby,  I  rejoice  to  see  you  —  rejoice  to  ask  your  permis- 
sion to  relieve  myself  fi'om  a  charge,  that  in  truth  wounds 
even  you,  while  levelled  but  at  me.  Lord  L'Estrange  has 
just  implied,  in  public,  that  I — I — who  owe  hira  so  much 
— who  have  honored  him  so  truly,  that  even  the  just  re- 
sentment I  now  feel,  half  seems  to  me  the  ingratitude 
with  which  he  charges  me — has  implied  that  —  ah  I  Miss 
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Digby,  I  can  scarcely  command  words  to  say  what  it  so 
humiliates  me  to  have  heard.  But  you  know  how  false 
Is  all  accusation  that  either  of  us  could  deceive  our  coo.- 
mon  benefactor.  Suffer  me  to  repeat  to  your  guardian, 
what  I  presumed  to  say  to  you  when  we  last  met  —  what 
you  answered  —  and  state  how  I  left  your  presence." 

"  Oh,  Leonard  I  yes  :  clear  yourself  in  his  eyes.  Go  I 
Unjust  that  he  is  —  ungenerous  Lord  L'Estrange  !  " 

"Helen  Digby  I"  cried  a  voice,  close  at  hand,  "of 
whom  do  you  speak  thus  ?  " 

At  the  sound  of  that  voice,  Helen  and  Leonai-d  both 
turned,  and  beheld  Violante  standing  before  them,  her 
young  beauty  rendered  almost  sublime  by  the  noble  anger 
that  lit  her  eyes,  glowed  in  her  cheeks,  and  animated  her 
stately  form. 

"  Is  it  you  who  thus  speak  of  Lord  L'Estrange  ?  You 
—  Helen  Digby  —  youP^ 

From  behind  Violante  now  emerged  Mr.  Dale.  "  Softly, 
children,"  he  said;  and  placing  one  hand  on  Violante 's 
shoulder,  he  extended  the  other  to  Leonard.  "  What  is 
this  ?     Come  hither  to  me,  Leonard,  and  explain." 

Leonard  walked  aside  with  the  Parson,  and  in  a  few 
sentences  gave  vent  to  his  swelling  heart. 

The  Parson  shared  in  Leonardos  resentment;  and 
having  soon  drawn  from  him  all  that  had  passed  in  his 
memorable  interview  with  Helen,  exclaimed  — 

"  Enough  1  Do  not  yet  seek  Lord  L'Estrange  your- 
self ;  I  am  going  to  see  him  —  I  am  here  at  his  request 
His  summons,  indeed,  was  for  to-morrow ;  but  the  Squire 
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having  written  me  a  hurried  line,  requesting  me  to  meet 
him  at  Lansmere  to-morrow,  and  proceed  with  him  after- 
wards in  search  of  poor  Frank,  I  thought  I  might  have 
little  time  for  communications  with  Lord  L'Estrange,  un- 
less I  forestalled  his  invitation  and  came  to-day.  Well 
that  I  did  so.  I  only  arrived  an  hour  since  —  found  he 
was  gone  to  the  Town  Hall — and  joined  the  young  ladies 
in  the  Park.  Miss  Digby,  thinking  it  natural  that  I  might 
wish  to  say  something  in  private  to  my  old  young  friend 
Violante,  walked  a  few  paces  in  advance.  Thus,  fortu- 
nately, I  chanced  to  be  here,  to  receive  your  account,  and 
I  trust  to  remove  misunderstanding.  Lord  L'Estrange 
must  now  be  returned.  I  will  go  back  to  the  house.  You, 
meanwhile,  return  to  the  town,  I  beseech  you.  I  will  come 
to  you  afterwards  at  your  inn.  Your  very  appearance  in 
these  grounds  —  even  the  brief  words  that  have  passed 
between  Helen  and  you  —  might  only  widen  the  breach 
between  yourself  and  your  benefactor.  I  cannot  bear  to 
anticipate  this.  Go  back,  I  entreat  you.  I  will  explain 
all,  and  Lord  L^Estrange  shall  right  you.  That  is — that 
must  be  his  intention ! " 

"/s  —  must  be  his  intention  —  when  he  has  just  so 
wronged  me  1  " 

"  Yes^  yes,"  faltered  the  poor  Parson,  mindful  of  his 
promise  to  L'Efitrange  not  to  reveal  his  own  interview 
with  that  nobleman,  and  yet  not  knowing  otherwise  how 
to  explain  or  to  sootbe.  But,  still  believing  Leonard  to 
be  Harley's  son,  and  remembering  all  that  Harley  had  so 
pointedly  said   of  atonement,  in   apparent  remorse  for 
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crime,  Mr.  Dale  was  wholly  at  a  loss  himself  to  under- 
stand why  Harley  should  have  thus  prefaced  atonement  by 
an  insult.  Anxious,  however,  to  prevent  a  meeting  be- 
tween Harley  and  Leonard,  while  both  were  under  the 
influence  of  such  feelings  towards  each  other,  he  made  an 
eflfort  over  himself,  and  so  well  argued  in  favor  of  his  own 
diplomacy,  that  Leonard  reluctantly  consented  to  wait 
for  Mr.  Dale's  report. 

"As  to  reparation  or  excuse,"  said  he,  proudly,  "it 
must  rest  with  Lord  L'Estrange.  I  ask  it  not.  Tell  him 
only  this  —  that  if,  the  instant  I  heard  that  she  whom  I 
loved  aild  held  sacred  for  so  many  years  was  affianced  to 
him,  I  resigned  even  the  very  wish  to  call  her  mine  —  if 
that  were  desertion  of  man's  duties,  I  am  guilty.  If  to 
have  prayed  night  and  day  that  she  who  would  have 
blessed  my  lonely  and  toilsome  life,  may  give  some  charm 
to  his,  not  bestowed  by  his  wealth  and  his  greatness  —  if 
that  were  ingratitude,  I  am  ungrateful ;  let  him  still  con- 
demn me.  I  pass  out  of  his  sphere  —  a  thing  that  has 
crossed  it  a  moment,'  and  is  gone.  But  Helen  he  must 
not  blame  —  suspect — even  by  a  thought.  One  word 
more.  In  this  election — this  strife  for  objects  wholly 
foreign  to  all  my  habits,  unsuited  to  my  poverty,  at  war 
with  aspirations  so  long  devoted  to  fairer  goals,  though 
by  obscurer  paths  —  I  obeyed,  but  his  will  or  whim  ;  at 
a  moment,  too,  when  my  whole  soul  sickened  for  repose 
and  solitude.  I  had  forced  myself  at  last  to  take  interest 
in  what  I  had  before  loathed.  But  in  every  hope  for  the 
future — every  stimulant  to  ambition — Lord  L'Estrange's 
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esteem  still  stood  before  me.  Now,  what  do  I  here 
longer  ?  All  of  his  conduct,  save  his  contempt  for  my- 
self, is  an  enigma.  And  unless  he  repeat  a  wish,  which  I 
would  fain  still  regard  as  a  law,  I  retire  from  the  contest 
he  has  embittered  —  I  renounce  the  ambition  he  has 
poisoned ;  and,  mindful  of  those  humble  duties  which  he 
implies  that  I  disdain,  I  return  to  my  own  home." 

The  Parson  nodded  assent  to  each  of  these  sentences, 
and  Leonard,  passing  by  Violante  ard  Helen,  with  a, 
salutation  equally  distant  to  both,  retraced  his  steps  to- 
wards the  town. 

Meanwhile  Violante  and  Helen  had  also  been  in  close 
conference,  and  that  conference  had  suddenly  endeared 
each  to  the  other ;  for  Helen,  taken  by  surprise,  agitated, 
overpowered,  had  revealed  to  Violante  that  confession  of 
another  attachment,  which  she  had  made  to  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  —  the  rupture  of  her  engagement  with  the  latter. 
Yiolante  saw  that  Harley  was  free.  Harley,  too,  had 
promised  to  free  herself.  By  a  sudden  flash  of  convic- 
tion, recalling  his  words,  looks,  she  felt  that  she  was  be- 
loved—  deemed  that  honor  alone  (while  either  was  yet 
shackled)  had  forbidden  him  to  own  that  love.  Violante 
stood  a  being  transformed,  "  blushing  celestial  rosy  red  ** 
—  Heaven  at  her  heart,  joy  in  her  eyes ;  —  she  loved  so 
well,  and  she  trusted  so  implicitly  I  Then  from  out  the 
overflow  of  her  own  hope  and  bliss  she  poured  forth  such 
sweet  comfort  to  Helen,  that  Helen's  arm  stole  around 
her  —  cheek  touched  cheek  —  they  were  as  sisters. 

At  another  moment,  Mr.  Dale  might  have  felt  some 
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amazement  at  the  sudden  affection  which  had  sprung  up 
between  these  young  persons ;  for  in  his  previous  conver- 
sation with  Violante,  he  had,  as  he  thought,  very  artfully, 
and  in  a  pleasant  vein,  sounded  the  young  Italian  as  to 
her  opinion  of  her  fair  friend's  various  good  qualities — and 
Violante  had  rather  shrunk  from  the  title  of  '*  Mend  ; "  and 
though  she  had  the  magnanimity  to  speak  with  great 
praise  of  Helen,  the  praise  did  not  sound  cordial.  But 
the  good  man  was  at  this  moment  occupied  in  preparing 
his  thoughts  for  his  interview  with  Harley,  —  he  joined 
the  two  girls  in  silence,  and  linking  an  arm  of  each  within 
his  own,  walked  slowly  towards  the  house.  As  he  ap- 
proached the  terrace,  he  observed  Riccabocca  and  Randal 
pacing  the  gravel  walk  side  by  side. 

Yiolante,  pressing  his  arm,  whispered,  "Let  us  go 
round  the  other  way;  I  would  speak  with  you  a  few 
minutes  undisturbed. " 

Mr.  Dale,  supposing  that  Yiolante  wished  to  dispense 
with  the  presence  of  Helen,  said  to  the  latter,  "  My  dear 
young  lady,  perhaps  you  will  excuse  me  to  Dr.  Riccaboccf 
—  who  is  beckoning  to  me,  and  no  doubt  very  much  sur- 
prised to  see  me  here  —  while  I  finish  what  I  was  saying 
to  Yiolante  when  we  were  interrupted. " 

Helen  left  them,  and  Yiolante  led  the  Parson  round 
through  the  shrubbery,  towards  a  side-door  in  another 
wing  of  the  house. 

"  What  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Dale,  smv 
prised  that  she  remained  silent. 

"  You  will  see  Lord  L'Estrange.     Be  sure  that  yoo 
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eonvince  him  of  Leonardos  honor.  A  doubt  of  trea(;liery 
so  grieves  his  noble  heart,  that  perhaps  it  may  disturb 
his  judgment." 

"  You  seem  to  think  very  highly  of  the  heart  of  this 
Lord  L 'Estrange,  child  1 "  said  the  Parson,  in  some  sur- 
prise. 

Violante  blushed,  but  went  on  firmly,  and  with  seiious 
earnestness.  "  Some  words  which  he  —  that  is,  Lord 
L'Estrauge — said  to  me  very  lately,  make  me  so  glad 
that  you  are  here  —  that  you  will  see  him  ;  for  I  know 
how  good  you  are,  and  how  wise  —  dear,  dear  Mr.  Dale. 
He  spoke  as  one  who  had  received  some  grievous  wrong, 
which  had  abruptly  soured  all  his  views  of  life.  He 
spoke  of  retirement  —  solitude  ;  he  on  whom  his  country 
has  so  many  claims.  I  know  not  what  he  can  meau  — 
unless  it  be  that  his  —  his  man-iage  with  Helen  Digby  is 
broken  off." 

''  Broken  off !     Is  that  so  ?  " 

"  I  have  it  from  herself.  You  may  well  be  astonished 
that  she  could  even  think  of  another  after  having  known 
him  I " 

The  Parson  fixed  his  eyes  very  gravely  on  the  young 
enthusiast.  But  though  her  cheek  glowed,  there  was  in 
her  expression  of  face  so  much  artless,  open  innocence, 
that  Mr.  Dale  contented  himself  with  a  slight  shake  of 
the  head,  and  a  dry  remark:  — 

*'I  think  it  quite  natural  that  Helen  Digby  should 
prefer  Leonard  Fairfield.  A  good  girl,  not  misled  by 
vanity  and  ambition  ;  temptations  of  which  it  behoves  us 
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all  to  beware — nor  least,  perhaps,  young  ladies  suddenly 
brought  in  contact  with  wealth  and  rank.  As  to  this 
nobleman's  merits,  I  know  not  yet  whether  to  allow  or  to 
deny  them  ;  I  reserve  my  judgment  till  after  our  interview. 
This  is  all  you  have  to  say  to  me?" 

Violaute  paused  a  moment.  "I  cannot  think,"  she 
said,  half-smiling — **  I  cannot  think  that  the  change  that 
has  occurred  in  him — for  changed  he  is — that  his  obscure 
hints  as  to  injury  received,  and  justice  to  be  done,  are 
caused  merely  by  his  disappointment  with  regard  to 
Helen.  But  you  can  learn  that ;  learn  if  he  be  so  very 
much  disappointed.     Nay,  I  think  not ! " 

She  slipped  her  slight  hand  from  the  Parson's  arm, 
and  darted  away  through  the  evergreens.  Half-concealed 
amidst  the  laurels,  she  turned  back,  and  Mr.  Dale  caught 
her  eye — half  arch — half  melancholy  ;  its  light  came  soft 
through  a  tear. 

"  I  don't  half  like  this,"  muttered  the  Parson ;  "  I 
shall  give  Dr.  Riccabocca  a  caution."  So  muttering,  he 
pushed  open  the  side-door,  and  finding  a  servant,  begged 
admittance  to  Lord  L'Estrange. 

Harley  at  that  moment  was  closeted  with  Levy,  and 
his  countenance  was  composed  and  fearfully  stem.  "  So, 
so,  by  this  time  to-morrow,"  said  he,  "  Mr.  Egerton  will 
be  tricked  out  of  his  election  by  Mr.  Randal  Leslie  — 
good  1  By  this  time  to-morrow  his  ambition  will  be 
blasted  by  the  treachery  of  his  friends — good  I  By  this 
time  to-morrow  the  bailiffs  will  seize  his  person — ruined, 
beggared,  pauper,  and  captive— all  because  he  has  trusted 
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and  been  deceived  —  good  I  And  if  he  blame  yon,  pru- 
dent Baron  Levy — if  he  accuse  smooth  Mr.  Randal  Leslie 
— forget  not  to  say,  *  We  were  both  but  the  blind  agents 
of  your  friend  Harley  L^Estrange.  Ask  Mm  why  you 
are  so  miserable  a  dupe.'" 

"And  might  I  now  ask  your  lordship  for  one  word  of 
explanation  ?  " 

"  No,  sir  I — it  is  enough  that  I  have  spared  you.  But 
you  were  never  my  friend  ;  I  have  no  revenge  against  a 
man  whose  hand  I  never. even  touched." 

The  Baron  scowled,  but  there  was  a  power  about  his 
tyrant  that  cowed  him  into  actual  terror.  He  resumed, 
after  a  pause  — 

*'And  though  Mr.  Leslie  is  to  be  member  for  Lansmere 
—  thanks  to  you  —  you  still  desire  that  I  should " 

"Do  exactly  as  I  have  said.  My  plans  now  never  vary 
a  hair's  breadth." 

The  groom  of  the  chambers  entered. 

"  My  lord,  the  Reverend  Mr.  Dale  wishes  to  know  if 
you  can  receive  him." 

**  Mr.  Dale  1  —  he  should  have  come  to-morrow.  Say 
that  I  did  not  expect  him  to-day  :  that  I  am  unfortunately 
engaged  till  dinner,  which  will  be  earlier  than  usual. 
Show  him  into  his  room  ;  he  will  have  but  little  time  to 
change  his  dresa.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Egerton  dines  in  his 
own  apartment" 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

The  leading  members  of  the  Blue  Committee  were  in- 
cited to  dine  at  the  Park,  and  the  hour  for  the  entertain- 
ment was  indeed  early,  as  there  might  be  much  need  yet 
of  active  exertion  on  the  eve  of  a  poll  in  a  contest  ex- 
pected to  be  so  close,  and  in  which  the  inflexible  Hundred 
and  Fifty  **  Waiters  upon  Providence''  still  reserved  their 
very  valuable  votes. 

The  party  was  gay  and  animated,  despite  the  absence 
of  Audley  Egerton,  who,  on  the  plea  of  increased  indis- 
position, had  shut  himself  up  in  his  rooms  the  instant  that 
he  had  returned  from  the  Town  Hall,  and  sent  word  to 
Harley  that  he  was  too  unwell  to  join  the  party  at  dinner. 

Randal  was  really  in  high  spirits,  despite  the  very 
equivocal  success  of  his  speech.  What  did  it  signify  if 
a  speech  failed,  provided  the  election  was  secure  ?  He 
was  longing  for  the  appointment  with  Dick  Avenel,  which 
was  to  make  *'  all  right  1 "  The  Squire  was  to  bring  the 
money  for  the  purchase  of  the  coveted  lands  the  next 
morning.  Riccabocca  had  assured  him,  again  and  again, 
of  Yiolante's  hand:  If  ever  Randal  Leslie  could  be 
called  a  happy  man,  it  was  as  he  sat  at  that  dinner  taking 
wine  with  Mr.  Mayor  and  Mr.  Alderman,  and  looking, 
across  the  gleaming  silver  plateau,  down  the  long  vista 
into  wealth  and  power. 
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The  dinner  was  scarcely  over,  when  Lord  L'Estrange, 
in  a  brief  speech,  reminded  his  guests  of  the  work  stilJ 
before  them  ;  and  after  a  toast  to  the  health  of  the  future 
members  for  Lansmere,  dismissed  the  Committee  to  their 
labors. 

Levy  made  a  sign  to  Randal,  who  followed  the  Baron 
to  his  own  room. 

"  Leslie,  your  election  is  in  some  jeopardy.  I  find, 
from  the  conversation  of  those  near  me  at  dinner,  that 
Egerton  has  made  such  way  amongst  the  Blues  by  his 
speech,  and  they  are  so  afraid  of  losing  a  man  who  does 
them  so  much  credit,  that  the  Committee-men  not  only 
talk  of  withholding  from  you  their  second  votes  and  of 
plumping  Egerton,  but  of  subscribing  privately  amongst 
themselves  to  win  over  that  coy  body  of  a  Hundred  and 
Fifty,  upon  whom  I  know  that  Avenel  counts  in  whatever 
votes  he  may  be  able  to  transfer  to  you." 

"  It  would  be  very  unhandsome  in  the  Committee,  which 
pretends  to  act  for  both  of  us,  to  plump  Egerton,"  said 
Randal,  with  consistent  anger.  "  But  I  don't  think  they 
can  get  those  Hundred  and  Fifty  without  the  most  open 
and  exorbitant  bribery  —  an  expense  which  Egerton  will 
not  pay,  and  which  it  would  be  very  discreditable  to  Lord 
L'Estrange  or  his  father  to  countenance." 

"  I  told  them  flatly,"  returned  Levy,  "  that,  as 'Mr.  Eger- 
ton's  agent,  I  would  allow  no  proceedings  that  might 
vitiate  the  election ;  but  that  I  would  undertake  the 
management  of  these  men  myself;  and  I  am  going  into 
the  town  in  order  to  do  so.     I  have  also  persuaded  the 
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leading  Committee-men  to  reconsider  their  determination 
to  plump  Egerton  :  they  have  decided  to  do  as  L 'Estrange 
directs  ;  and  I  know  what  he  will  say.  You  may  rely  on 
me,"  continued  the  Baron,  who  spoke  with  a  dogged 
seriousness,  unusual  to  his  cynical  temper,  "  to  obtain  for 
70U  the  preference  over  Audley,  if  it  be  in  my  power  to 
do  so.  Meanwhile,  you  should  really  see  Avenel  this  very 
night." 

"  I  have  an  appointment  with  him  at  ten  o'clock ;  and, 
judging  by  his  speech  against  Egerton,  I  cannot  doubt 
of  his  aid  to  me,  if  convinced  by  his  poll-books  that  he  is 
not  able  to  return  both  himself  and  his  impertinent  nephew. 
My  speech,  however  sarcastically  treated  by  Mr.  Fairfield, 
must  at  least  have  disposed  the  Yellow  party  to  vote 
rather  for  me  than  for  a  determined  opponent  like  Eger- 
ton." 

"  I  hope  so ;  for  your  speech  and  Fairfield's  answer 
have  damaged  you  terribly  with  the  Blues.  However, 
your  main  hope  rests  on  my  power  to  keep  those  Hundred 
and  Fifty  rascals  from  splitting  their  votes  on  Egerton, 
and  to  induce  them,  by  all  means,  short  of  bringing  my- 
self before  a  Committee  of  the  House  of  Commons  for 
positive  bribery  —  which  would  hurt  most  seriously  my 
present  social  position,  —  to  give  one  vote  to  you.  I  shall 
tell  them,  as  I  have  told  the  Committee,  that  Egerton  ia 
safe,  and  will  pay  nothing ;  but  that  you  want  the  votes, 
and  that  I  —  in  short,  if  they  can  be  bought  upon  tick,  I 
will  buy  them.  Avenel,  however,  can  serve  you  best  here  : 
for,  as  they  are  all  Yellows  at  heart,  they  make  no  scruple 
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of  hinting  that  they  want  twice  as  much  for  voting  Blue 
as  they  will  take  for  voting  Yellow.  And  Avenel  being 
a  townsman,  and  knowing  their  ways,  could  contrive  to 
gain  them,  and  yet  not  bribe." 

Randal  (shaking  his  head  incredulously). — Not  bribe  1 

Levy.  —  Pooh  1     Not  bribe  so  as  to  be  found  out. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  A  servant  entered  and 
presented  Mr.  Egerton^s  compliments  to  Baron  Levy,  with 
a  request  that  the  Baron  would  immediately  come  to  his 
rooms  for  a  few  minutes. 

"  Well,"  said  Levy,  when  the  servant  had  withdrawn, 
"  I  must  go  to  Egerton,  and  the  instant  I  leave  him  I 
shall  repair  to  the  town.  Perhaps  I  may  pass  the  night 
there."  So  saying,  he  left  Randal,  and  took  his  way  to 
Audley^s  apartment. 

"  Levy,"  said  the  statesman,  abniptly,  upon  the  entrance 
of  the  Baron,  "have  you  betrayed  my  secret  —  my  first 
marriage  —  to  Lord  L 'Estrange  ?  " 

'*  No,  Egerton  ;  on  my  honor,  I  have  not  betrayed  it." 

"  You  heard  his  speech  1  Did  you  not  detect  a  fearful 
irony  under  his  praises?  —  or  is  it  but  —  but  —  my  con- 
science ?  "  added  the  proud  man,  through  his  set  teeth. 

"  Really,"  said  Levy,  *'  Lord  L'Estrange  seemed  to  me 
to  select  for  his  praise  precisely  those  points  in  your  char- 
acter which  any  other  of  your  friends  would  select  for 
panegyric." 

"  Ay,  any  other  of  my  friends  !  —  What  friends  ? "  mut- 
tered Egerton,  gloomily.  Then,  rousing  himself,  he  added, 
in  a  voice  that  had  none  of  its  arcustomed  clear  firmnesfi 
of  tone,  '•  Your  presence  lure  in  this  ta^^,Q<9©Ql(?ur- 
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prised  me,  as  I  told  you  at  the  first ;  I  could  not  conceive 
its  necessity.  Harley  urged  you  to  come  ?  —  he  with  whom 
you  are  no  favorite  1  You  and  he  both  said  that  your 
acquaintance  with  Richard  Avenel  would  enable  you  to 
conciliate  his  opposition.  I  cannot  congratulate  yon  on 
your  success.'' 

"  My  success  remains  to  be  proved-  The  vehemence 
of  his  attack  to-day  may  be  but  a  feint  to  cover  his  alliance 
to-morrow." 

Audley  went  on  without  notice  of  the  interruption. 
**  There  is  a  change  in  Harley  —  to  me  and  to  dl ;  a 
change,  perhaps,  not  perceptible  to  others  —  but  I  have 
known  him  from  a  boy." 

"  He  is  occupied  for  the  first  time  with  the  practical 
business  of  life.  —  That  would  account  for  a  much  greater 
change  than  you  remark." 

"  Do  you  see  him  familiarly  ? — converse  with  him  often  ?  " 

"No,  and  only  on  matters  connected  with  the  election. 
Occasionally,  indeed,  he  consults  me  as  to  Randal  Leslie, 
in  whom,  as  your  special  prot^ge^  he  takes  considerable 
interest." 

"  That,  too,  sui'prises  me.  Well,  I  am  weary  of  per- 
plexing myself.  — This  place  is  hateful ;  after  to-morrow 
I  shall  leave  it,  and  breathe  in  peace.  You  have  seen  the 
reports  of  the  canvass ;  I  have  had  no  heart  to  inspect 
them.     Is  the  election  as  safe  as  they  say?" 

"If  Avenel  withdraws  his  nephew,  and  the  votes  thus 
released  split  off  ^p  you,  you  are  secure." 

"  And  you  think  his  nephew  will  be  withdrawn  ?   Poor 
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yoang  man  I  —  defeat  at  his  age,  and  with  such  talents, 
is  hard  to  bear."    Audley  sighed. 

*'  I  must  leave  you  now,  if  you  have  nothing  important 
to  say,"  said  the  Baron,  rising.  '*I  have  much  to  do,  as 
the  election  is  yet  to  be  won,  and  —  to  you  the  loss  of  it 
would  be " 

"  Ruin,  I  know.  Well,  Levy,  it  is,  on  the  whole,  to 
your  advantage  that  I  should  not  lose.  There  may  bo 
more  to  get  from  me  yet.  And,  judging  by  the  letters  I 
received  this  morning,  my  position  is  rendered  so  safe  by 
the  absolute  necessity  of  my  party  to  keep  me  up,  that 
the  news  of  my  pecuniary  difficulties  will  not  affect  me  so 
much  as  I  once  feared.  Never  was  my  career  so  free  from 
obstacle  —  so  clear  towards  the  highest  summit  of  ambition 
—  never,  in  my  day  of  ostentatious  magnificence,  as  it  is 
now,  when  I  am  prepared  to  shrink  Into  a  lodging,  with 
a  dngle  servant." 

"I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  and  I  am  the  more  anxious  to 
secure  your  election,  upon  which  this  career  must  depend, 
because  —  nay,  I  hardly  like  to  tell  you " 

"Speak  on." 

/*  I  have  been  obliged,  by  a  sudden  rush  on  all  my  re- 
sources, to  consign  some  of  your  bills  and  promissory 
notes  to  another,  who,  if  your  person  should  not  be  pro- 
tected from  arrest  by  parliamentary  privilege,  might  be 
harsh,  and " 

"  Traitor  1 "  interrupted  Egerton,  fiercely,  all  the  com- 
posed contempt  with  which  he  usually  treated  the  usurer, 
giving  way,  "  say  no  more.  —  How  could  I  ever  expect 

IV.  — 29  w  r-        1 
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otherwise  I  You  have  foreseen  my  defeat,  ani  have  planned 
my  destruction.  Presume  no  reply.  Sir,  begone  from  my 
presence ! " 

"  You  win  find  that  you  have  worse  friends  than  my- 
self," said  the  Baron,  moving  to  the  door ;  "  and  if  you 
are  defeated —  if  your  prospects  for  life  are  destroyed  — 
I  am  the  last  man  you  will  think  of  blaming.  But  I  for- 
give your  anger,  and  trust  that  to-morrow  you  will  receive 
those  explanations  of  my  conduct  which  you  are  now  in 
no  temper  to  bear.     I  go  to  take  care  of  the  election." 

Left  alone,  Audley's  sudden  passion  seemed  to  forsake 
him.  He  gathered  together,  in  that  prompt  and  logical 
precision  which  the  habit  of  transacting  public  business 
bestows,  all  his  thoughts,  and  sounded  all  his  fears ;  and 
most  vivid  of  every  thought,  and  most  intolerable  of  every 
fear,  was  the  belief  that  the  Baron  had  betrayed  him  to 
L'Estrange. 

''I  cannot  bear  this  suspense,"  he  cried  aloud  and  ab- 
ruptly. "  I  will  see  Harley  myself.  Open  as  he  is,  the 
very  sound  of  his  voice  will  tell  me  at  once  if  I  am  a 
bankrupt  even  of  human  friendship.  If  thai  friendship 
be  secure — if  Harley  yet  clasp  my  hand  with  the  saipe 
cordial  warmth  —  all  other  loss  shall  not  wring  from  my 
fortitude  one  complaint." 

He  rang  the  bell :  his  valet,  who  was  waiting  in  the 
ante-room,  appeared. 

"  Go  and  see  if  Lord-  L 'Estrange  is  engaged ;  I  would 
speak  with  him." 

The  servant  came  back  in  less  than  two  minutes. 
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"  I  find  that  my  lord  is  now  particularly  engaged,  iince 
he  has  given  strict  orders  that  he  is  not  to  be  disturbed." 

"  Engaged  I  —  on  what  ?  —  whom  with  ?  " 

"  He  is  in  his  own  room,  sir,  with  a  clergyman,  who 
arrived,  and  dined  here  to-day.  I  am  told  that  he  was 
formerly  curate  of  Lausmere." 

"  Lansmere  —  curate  I  His  name  —  his  name  I  Not 
Dale?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  that  is  the  name — the  Reverend  Mr.  Dale." 

"  Leave  me,"  said  Audley,  in  a  faint  voice.  "  Dale !  the 
man  who  suspected  Harley,  who  called  on  me  in  London, 
spoke  of  a  child  —  my  child  —  and  sent  me  to  find  but 
another  gravel     He  closeted  with  Harley — he  I" 

Audley  sank  back  on  his  chair,  and  literally  gasped  for 
breath.  Few  men  in  the  world  had  a  more  established 
reputation  for  the  courage  that  dignifies  mankind,  whether 
the  physical  courage  or  the  moral.  But  at  that  moment 
it  was  not  grief,  not  remorse,  that  paralysed  Audley  —  it 
was  fear.  The  brave  man  saw  before  him,  as  a  thing 
visible  and  menacing,  the  aspect  of  his  own  treachery  — 
that  crime  of  a  coward  ;  and  into  cowardice  he  was 
stricken.  What  had  he  to  dread  ?  Nothing  save  the 
accusing  face  of  an  injured  friend  —  nothing  but  that. 
And  what  more  terrible  ?  The  only  being,  amidst  all  his 
pomp  of  partisans,  who  survived  to  love  him  —  the  only 
being  for  whom  the  cold  statesman  felt  the  happy,  living, 
human  tenderness  of  private  affection,  lost  to  him  for  ever. 
He  covered  his  face  with  both  hands,  and  sat  in  suspense 
of  something  awful,  as  a  child  sits  in  the  dark — the  drops 
on  his  brow,  and  his  frame  trembling^.^^.^^^^  Q^^gj^ 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Meanwhile,  Harley  had  listened  to  Mr.  Dale's  vindi- 
cation of  Leonard  with  cold  attention. 

"Enough,"  said  he,  at  the  close.  "Mr.  Fairfield  (for 
so  we  will  yet  call  him)  shall  see  me  to-night;  and  if 
apology  be  due  to  him,  I  will  make  it.  At  the  same  time, 
it  shall  be  decided  whether  he  continue  this  contest  or 
retire.  And  now,  Mr.  Dale,  it  was  not  to  hear  how  this 
young  man  wooed,  or  shrunk  from  wooing,  my  affianced 
bride,  that  I  availed  myself  of  your  promise  to  visit  me 
at  this  house.  We  agreed  that  the  seducer  of  Nora 
Avenel  deserved  chastisement,  and  I  promised  that  Nora 
AvenePs  son  should  find  a  father.  Both  these  assurances 
shall  be  fulfilled  to-morrow.  And  you,  sir,"  continued 
Harley,  rising,  his  whole  form  gradually  enlarged  by  the 
dignity  of  passion,  "  who  wear  the  garb  appropriated  to 
the  holiest  office  of  Christian  charity — ^you  have  presumed 
to  think  that,  before  the  beard  had  darkened  my  cheek,  I 
could  first  betray  the  girl  who  had  been  reared  under  this 
roof,  then  abandon  her  —  sneak  like  a  dastard  from  the 
place  in  which  my  victim  came  to  die — leave  my  own  son, 
by  the  woman  thus  wronged,  without  thought  or  care, 
through  the  perilous  years  of  tempted  youth,  till  I  found 
him,  by  chance,  an  outcast  in  a  desert  more  dread  than 
Hager's  —  you,  sir,  who  have  for  long  years  thus  judged 
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of  me,  shall  have  the  occasion  to  direct  your  holy  anger 
towards  the  rightful  head  ;  and  in  me,  yon  who  have  con- 
demned the  culprit,  shall  respect  the  judge  ! " 

Mr.  Dale  was  at  first  startled,  and  almost  awed,  by  this 
unexpected  burst.  But,  accustomed  to  deal  with  the 
sternest  and  the  darkest  passions,  his  calm  sense,  and  his 
habit  of  authority  over  those  whose  souls  were  bared  to 
him,  nobly  recovered  from  his  surprise.  "My  lord,"  said 
he,  "first,  with  humility,  I  bow  to  your  rebuke,  and  en- 
treat your  pardon  for  my  erring,  and,  as  you  say,  my 
uncharitable  opinions.  We,  dwellers  in  a  village,  and 
obscure  pastors  of  a  humble  flock — we,  mercifully  removed 
from  temptation,  are  too  apt,  perhaps,  to  exaggerate  its 
power  over  those  whose  lots  are  cast  in  that  great  world 
which  has  so  many  gates  ever  open  to  evil.  This  is  my 
sole  excuse,  if  I  was  misled  by  what  appeared  to  me  strong 
circumstantial  evidence.  But  forgive  me  again  if  I  warn 
you  not  to  fall  into  an  error  perhaps  little  lighter  than 
my  own.  Your  passion,  when  you  cleared  yourself  from 
reproach,  became  you.  But  ah  !  my  lord,  when  with  that 
stem  brow  and  those  flashing  eyes,  you  launched  your 
menace  upon  another  over  whom  you  would  constitute 
yourself  the  judge,  forgetful  of  the  divi.  e  precept,  '  Judge 
not,'  I  felt  that  I  was  listening  no  longer  to  honest  self- 
vindication — I  felt  that  I  was  listening  to  fierce  revenge." 

"  Call  it  revenge,  or  what  you  will,"  said  Ilarley,  wiili 
sullen  firmness.  "But  I  have  been  stung  too  deeply  not 
to  sting.  Frank  with  all,  till  the  last  few  days,  I  have 
ever  been.     Frank  to  you,  at  least,  even  now,  this  much 
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I  tell  you ;  I  pretend  to  no  virtue  in  what  I  still  hold  to 
be  justice  ;  but  no  declamations  nor  homilies  tending  to 
prove  that  justice  is  sinful,  will  move  my  resolves.  As 
man  I  have  been  outraged,  and  as  man  I  will  retaliate. 
The  way  and  the  mode  —  the  true  criminal  and  his  fitting 
sentence  —  you  will  soon  learn,  sir.  I  have  much  to  do 
to-night :  forgive  me  if  I  adjourn  for  the  present  all 
further  conference." 

"  No,  no  ;  do  not  dismiss  me.  There  is  something,  in 
spite  of  your  present  language,  which  so  commands  my 
interest,  I  see  that  there  has  been  so  much  suffering  where 
there  is  now  so  much  wrath,  that  I  would  save  you  from 
the  suffering  worse  than  all  —  remorse.  O  pause,  my  dear 
lord,  pause  and  answer  me  but  two  questions ;  then  I  will 
leave  your  after  course  to  yourself." 

"  Say  on,  sir,"  said  Lord  L'Estrange,  touched,  and  with 
respect. 

"  First,  then,  analyse  your  own  feelings.  Is  this  anger 
merely  to  punish  an  offender  and  to  right  the  living  ?  — 
for  who  can  pretend  to  right  the  dead  ?  Or  is  there  not 
some  private  hate  that  stirs,  and  animates,  and  confuses 
all  ?  " 

llarley  remainc  d  silent.     Mr.  Dale  renewed. 

"  You  loved  this  poor  girl.  Your  language  even  now 
reveals  it.  You  speak  of  treachery  ;  perhaps  you  had  a 
rival  who  deceived  you ;  I  know  not  —  guess  not,  who. 
But  if  you  would  strike  the  rival,  must  you  not  wound 
the  innocent  son  ?  And,  in  presenting  Nora's  child  to 
his  father,  as  you  pledge  yourself  to  do,  can  yon  meau 
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some  cruel  mockery  that,  under  seeming  kindness,  implies 
some  unnatural  vengeance  ?  " 

"  You  read  well  the  heart  of  man,"  said  Harley  ;  "  and 
I  have  owned  to  you  that  I  am  but  man.  Pass  on  ;  you 
have  another  question." 

"And  one  more  solemn  and  important.  In  my  world 
of  a  village,  revenge  is  a  common  passion ;  3*t  is  the  sin 
of  the  uninstructed.  The  savage  deems  it  noble ;  but 
Christ^s  religion,  which  is  the  sublime  Civiliser,  emphati- 
cally condemns  it.  Why  ?  Because  religion  ever  seeks  to 
ennoble  man  ;  and  nothing  so  debases  him  as  revenge. 
Look  into  your  own  heart,  and  tell  me  whether,  since  you 
have  cherished  this  passion,  you  have  not  felt  all  sense  of 
right  and  wrong  confused  —  have  not  felt  that  whatever 
would  before  have  seemed  to  you  mean  and  base,  appears 
now  but  just  means  to  your  heated  end.  Revenge  is  ever 
a  hypocrite  —  rage,  at  least,  strikes  with  the  naked  sword  ; 
but  revenge,  stealthy  and  patient,  conceals  the  weapon  of 
the  assassin.  My  lord,  your  color  changes.  What  is  your 
answer  to^my  question?" 

"  Oh,"  exclaimed  Harley,  with  a  voice  thrilling  in  its 
mournful  anguish,  "  it  is  not  since  I  have  cherished  the 
revenge  that  I  am  changed  —  that  right  and  wrong  grow 
dark  to  me  —  that  hypocrisy  seems  the  atmosphere  fit  for 
earth.  No  ;  it  is  since  the  discovery  that  demands  the 
vengeance.  It  is  useless,  sir,"  he  continued,  impetuously 
— "useless  to  argue  with  me.  Were  I  to  sit  down  patient 
and  impotent,  under  the  sense  of  the  wrong  which  I  have 
received,  I  should  feel,  indeed,  that  debasement  which  you 
IT.    3o 
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ascribe  to  the  gratification  of  what  you  term  revenge.  1 
should  never  regain  the  self-esteem  which  the  sentiment 
of  power  now  restores  to  me  —  I  should  feel  as  if  the 
whole  world  oould  perceive  and  jeer  at  my  meek  humilia- 
tion. I  know  not  why  I  have  said  so  much  —  why  I  have 
betrayed  to  you  so  much  of  my  secret  mind,  and  stooped 
to  vindicate  my  purpose.  I  never  meant  it.  Again  I  say, 
we  must  close  this  conference."  Harley  here  walked  to 
the  door,  and  opened  it  significantly. 

"  One  word  more,  Lord  L 'Estrange— but  one.  You  will 
not  hear  me.  I  am  a  comparative  stranger,  but  you  have 
a  friend,  a  friend  dear  and  intimate,  now  under  the  same 
roof.  Will  you  consent,  at  least,  to  take  counsel  of  Mr. 
Audley  Egerton  ?  None  can  doubt  his  friendship  for 
you ;  none  can  doubt,  that  whatever  he  advises  will  be 
that  which  best  becomes  your  honor.  What,  my  lord,  you 
hesitate  ?  —  you  feel  ashamed  to  confide  to  your  dearest 
friend  a  purpose  which  his  mind  would  condemn  ?  Then 
I  will  seek  him  —  I  will  implore  him  to  save  you  from 
what  can  but  entail  repentance." 

**  Mr.  Dale,.!  must  forbid  you  to  see  Mr.  Egerton.  What 
has  passed  between  us  ought  to  be  as  sacred  to  you  as  a 
priest  of  Rome  holds  confession.  This  much,  however,  1 
will  say  to  content  you :  I  promise  that  I  will  do  nothing 
that  shall  render  me  unworthy  of  Mr.  Audley  Egerton's 
friendship,  or  which  his  fine  sense  of  honor  shall  justify 
him  in  blaming.     Let  that  satisfy  you." 

"Ah,  my  lord,"  cried  Mr.  Dale,  pausing  irresolute  at 
the  doorway,  and  seizing  Harley 's  bind,  "I  should,  in 
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deed,  be  satisfied  if  you  would  submit  yourself  to  highe* 
counsel  than  mine  —  than  Mr.  Egerton's — than  mans. 
Have  you  never  felt  the  efficacy  of  prayer  ?  '* 

"  My  life  has  been  wasted,"  replied  Harley,  *'  and  I  dare 
not,  tiierefore,  boast  that  I  have  found  prayer  efficacious. 
But,  so  far  back  as  I  can  remember,  it  has  at  least  been 
my  habit  to  pray  to  Heayen,  night  and  morning,  until,  at 

least  —  until "   The  natural  and  obstinate  candor  of 

the  man  forced  out  the  last  words,  which  implied  reserva- 
tion.    He  stopped  short. 

''Until  you  have  cherished  revenge?  You  have  not 
dared  to  pray  since  ?  Oh  I  reflect  what  evil  there  is  within 
HS,  when  we  dare  not  come  before  Heaven — dare  not  pray 
for  what  we  wish.  You  are  moved  —  I  leave  you  to  your 
own  thoughts." 

Harley  inclined  his  head,  and  the  Parson  passed  him 
by,  and  left  him  alone  —  startled  indeed;  but  was  he 
softened  ? 

As  Mr.  Dale  hurried  along  the  corridor,  much  agitated, 
Violante  stole  from  a  recess  formed  by  a  large  bay-window, 
and,  linking  her  arm  in  his,  said  anxiously,  but  timidly  : 
"  I  have  been  waiting  for  you,  dear  Mr.  Dale  ;  and  so 
long  1    You  have  been  with  Lord  L'Estrange  ?  " 

"Well." 

'*  Why  do  you  not  speak?  You  have  left  him  com- 
forted —  happier  ?  " 

''Happier!     No." 

"  What  I "  said  Yiolante,  with  a  look  of  surprise,  and 
a  sadness  not  unmixed  with  petulance  in  her  quick  tone. 
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•*What !  does  he  then  so  grieve  that  Helen  prefers  an- 
other ?  " 

Despite  the  grave  emotions  that  disturbed  his  mind, 
Mr.  Dale  was  struck  by  Yiolante's  question,  and  the  voice 
in  which  it  was  said.  He  loved  her  tenderly.  "Child, 
child,"  said  he,  "  I  am  glad  that  Helen  has  escaped  Lord 
L'Estrange.  Beware,  oh  beware  I  how  he  excite  any 
gentler  interest  in  yourself.  He  is  a  dangerous  man  — 
more  dangerous  for  glimpses  of  a  fine  original  nature. 
He  may  well  move  the  heart  of  the  innocent  and  inex- 
perienced, for  he  has  strangely  crept  into  mine.  But  his 
heart  is  swollen  with  pride,  and  ire,  and  malice." 

"  You  mistake :  it  is  false  ! "  cried  Yiolante,  impetu- 
ously. "  I  cannot  believe  one  word  that  would  asperse 
him  who  has  saved  my  father  from  a  prison,  or  from 
death.  You  have  not  treated  him  gently.  He  fancies 
he  has  been  wronged  by  Leonard  —  received  ingratitude 
from  Helen.  He  has  felt  the  sting  in  proportion  to  his 
own  susceptible  and  generous  heart,  and  you  have  chided 
where  you  should  have  soothed.  Poor  Lord  L'Estrange  ! 
And  you  have  left  him  still  indignant  and  unhappy  1 " 

"  Foolish  girl !  I  have  left  him  meditating  sin  ;  I  have 
left  him  afraid  to  pray ;  I  have  left  him  on  the  brink  of 
some  design — I  know  not  what — but  which  involves  more 
than  Leonard  in  projects  of  revenge ;  I  have  left  him  so, 
that  if  his  heart  be  really  susceptible  and  generous,  he 
will  wake  from  wrath  to  be  the  victim  of  long  and  un- 
availing remorse.  If  your  father  has  influence  over  him, 
tell  Dr.  Riccabocca  what  I  say,  and  bid  him  seek,  and  in 
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his  turn  save,  the  man  who  saved  himself.  He  has  not 
listened  to  religion — he  may  be  more  docile  to  philosophy. 
I  cannot  stay  here  longer  —  I  must  go  to  Leonard." 

Mr.  Dale  broke  from  Yiolante,  and  hurried  down  the 
corridor :  Yiolante  stood  on  the  same  spot,  stunned  and 
breathless.  Harley  on  the  brink  of  some  strange  sin  — 
Harley  to  wake  the  victim  of  remorse  —  Harley  to  be 
saved,  as  he  had  saved  her  father  I  Her  breast  heaved — 
her  color  went  and  came — her  eyes  were  raised — her  lips 
murmured.  She  advanced  with  soft  footsteps  up  the  cor- 
ridor—  she  saw  the  lights  gleaming  from  Harley 's  room,, 
and  suddenly  they  were  darkened,  as  the  inmate  of  the 
room  shut  to  the  door,  with  angry  and  impatient  hand. 

An  outward  act  often  betrays  the  inward  mind.  As^ 
Harley  had  thus  closed  the  door,  so  had  he  sought  to 
shut  his  heart  from  the  intrusion  of  softer  and  holier 
thoughts.  He  had  turned  to  his  hearthstone,  and  stood 
on  it,  resolved  and  hardened.  The  man  who  had  loved 
with  such  pertinacious  fidelity  for  so  many  years,  could 
not  at  once  part  with  hate.  A  passion  once  admitted  to 
his  breast,  clung  to  it  with  such  rooted  force  I  But  woe, 
woe  to  thee,  Harley  L'Estrange,  if  to-morrow  at  this 
hour  thou  stand  at  the  hearthstone,  thy  designs  accom- 
plished, knowing  that,  in  the  fulfilment  of  thy  blind  will, 
thou  hast  met  falsehood,  with  falsehood,  and  deception 
with  deceit !  What  though  those  designs  now  seem  so 
consummate,  so  just,  so  appropriate,  so  exquisite  a  re- 
venge—  seem  to  thee  the  sole  revenge  wit  can  plan,  and 
civilised  life  allow — wilt  thou  ever  wash  from  thy  memory 
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the  stain  that  will  sully  thine  honor  ?  Thou,  too,  pro* 
fessing  friendship  still,  and  masking  perfidy  under  smiles  I 
Grant  that  the  wrong  be  great  as  thou  deem  it —  be  ten 
times  greater  —  the  sense  of  thy  meanness,  O  gentleman 
and  soldier,  will  bring  the  blush  to  thy  cheek  in  the  depth 
of  thy  solitude.  Thou,  who  now  thinkest  others  unworthy 
a  trustful  lore,  wilt  feel  thyself  for  ever  unworthy  theirs. 
Thy  seclusion  will  know  not  repose.  The  dignity  of  man 
will  forsake  thee.  Thy  proud  eye  will  quail  from  the  gaze. 
Thy  step  will  no  longer  spurn  the  earth  that  it  treads  on. 
He  who  has  once  done  a  base  thing  is  never  again  wholly 
reconciled  to  honor.  And  woe — ^thrice  woe,  if  thou  learn 
too  late  that  thou  hast  exaggerated  thy  fancied  wrong : 
that  there  is  excuse,  where  thou  seest  none  ;  that  thy 
friend  may  have  erred,  but  that  his  error  is  venial  com^ 
pared  to  thy  fancied  retribution  1 

Thus,  however,  in  the  superb  elation  of  conscious  power, 
though  lavished  on  a  miserable  object — a  terrible  example 
of  what  changes  one  evil  and  hateful  thought,  cherished 
to  the  exclusion  of  all  others,  can  make  in  the  noblest 
nature  —  stood,  on  the  hearth  of  his  fathers,  and  on  the 
abyss  of  a  sorrow  and  a  shame  from  which  there  could 
be  no  recall,  the  determined  and  scornful  man. 

A  hand  is  on  the  door  —  he  does  not  hear  it ;  a  form 
passes  the  threshold  —  he  does  not  see  it;  alight  step 
pauses  —  a  soft  eye  gazes.     Deaf  and  blind  still  to  both. 

Yiolante  came  on,  gathering  courage,  and  stood  at  the 
hearth,  by  his  side. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

"  Lord  L^Estrange  —  noble  friend  I " 

"  Yoa  I — and  here— Tiolante  ?  Is  it  I  whom  yon  seek  ? 
For  what  ?  Good  heavens  I  what  has  happened  ?  Why 
are  you  so  pale?  —  why  tremble?" 

"  Have  you  forgiven  Helen  ?  "  asked  Violante,  begin- 
ning with  evasive  question,  and  her  cheek  was  pale  no 
more. 

"  Helen — the  poor  child  !  I  have  nothing  in  her  to  for- 
give, much  to  thank  her  for.  She  has  been  frank  and 
honest. " 

*'And  Leonard — whom  I  remember  in  my  childhood — 
you  have  forgiven  him  ?  " 

''  Fair  mediator,"  said  Harley,  smiling,  though  coldly, 
"  happy  is  the  man  who  deceives  another ;  all  plead  for 
him.  And  if  the  man  deceived  cannot  forgive,  no  one 
will  sympathise  or  excuse." 

"But  Leonard  did  not  deceive  you  ?  " 

"Yes,  from  the  first.  It  is  a  long  tstle,  and  not  to  be 
told  to  you.     But  I  cannot  forgive  him." 

"  Adieu  ! .  my  lord.  Helen  must,  then,^till  be  very 
dear  to  you  I "  Violante  turned  away.  Her  emotion 
was  so  artless,  her  very  anger  so  charming,  that  the  love, 
against  which,  in  the  prevalence  of  his  later  and  darker 

IV.  — 30 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S50  MY    NOV  EXi;    OR, 

passions,  he  had  so  sternly  struggled,  rushed  back  upon 
Harley's  breast ;  but  it  came  only  in  storm. 

"  Stay,  but  talk  not  of  Helen  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  Ah  I 
if  Leonardos  sole  offence  had  been  what  you  appear  to 
deem  it,  do  you  think  I  could  feel  resentment  ?  No  ;  I 
should  have  gratefully  hailed  the  hand  that  severed  a 
rash  and  ungenial  tie.  I  would  have  given  my  ward  to 
her  lover  with  such  a  dower  as  it  suits  my  wealth  to  be- 
stow. But  his  offence  dates  from  his  very  birth.  To 
bless  and  to  enrich  the  son  of  a  man  who  —  Yiolante, 
listen  to  me.  We  may  soon  part,  and  for  ever.  Others 
may  misconstrue  my  actions ;  you,  at  least,  shall  know 
from  what  just  principle  they  spring.  There  was  a  man 
whom  I  singled  out  of  the  world  as  more  than  a  brother. 
In  the  romance  of  my  boyhood  I  saw  one  who  dazzled 
my  fancy,  captivated  my  heart.  It  was  a  dream  of 
Beauty  breathed  into  waking  life.  I  loved  —  I  believed 
myself  beloved.  I  confided  all  my  heart  to  this  friend  — 
this  more  than  brother ;  he  undertook  to  befriend  and  to 
aid  my  suit.  On  that  very  pretext  he  first  saw  this  ill- 
fated  girl ;  —  saw  —  betrayed  —  destroyed  her ;  —  left  me 
ignorant  that  her  love,  which  I  had  thought  mine,  had 
been  lavished  so  wildly  on  another  ;  —  left  me  to  believe 
that  my  own  suit  she  had  fled,  but  in  generous  self-sacri- 
fice—  for  she  was  poor  and  humbly  born  ;  — that  —  oh, 
vain  idiot  that  I  was  !  —  the  self-sacrifice  had  been  too 
strong  for  a  young  human  heart,  which  had -broken  in 
the  struggle ;  —  left  me  to  corrode  my  spring  of  life  in 
remorse;  —  clasped   my  hand   in   mocking   comfort:  — 
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Bmiled  at  my  tears  of  agony  —  not  one  tear  himself  for 
his  own  poor  victim  I  And  suddenly,  not  long  since,  I 
learned  all  this.  And,  in  the  father  of  Leonard  Fairfield, 
you  behold  the  man  who  has  poisoned  all  the  well-spring 
of  joy  to  me,  You  weep  1  O,  Yiolante  !  — the  Past  he 
has  blighted  and  embittered  —  that  I  could  forgive  ;  but 
the  Future  is  blasted  too.  For,  just  ere  this  treason  was 
revealed  to  me,  T  had  begun  to  awake  from  the  torpor  of 
my  dreary  penance,  to  look  with  fortitude  towards  the 
duties  I  had  slighted  —  to  own  that  the  pilgrimage  before 
me  was  not  barren.  And  then,  oh  then,  I  felt  that  all 
love  was  not  buried  in  a  grave.  I  felt  that  you,  had  fate 
so  granted,  might  have  been  all  to  my  manhood  which 
youth  only  saw  through  the  delusion  of  its  golden  mists. 
True,  I  was  then  bound  to  Helen;  true,  that  honor  to 
her  might  forbid  me  all  hope.  But  still,  even  to  know 
that  my  heart  was  not  all  ashes  —  that  I  could  love  again 
— that  that  glorious  power  and  privilege  of  our  being  was 
still  mine,  seemed  to  me  so  heavenly  sweet.  But  then 
this  revelation  of  falsehood  burst  on  me,  and  all  truth 
seemed  blotted  from  the  universe.  I  am  freed  from 
Helen  ;  ah,  freed,  forsooth  —  because  not  even  rank  and 
wealth,  and  benefits  and  confiding  tenderness,  could  bind 
to  me  one  human  heart !  Free  from  her ;  but  between 
me  and  your  fresh  nature  stands  Suspicion  as  an  Upas 
tree.  Not  a  hope  that  would  pass  through  the  tainted 
air,  and  fly  to  you,  but  falls  dead  under  the  dismal  boughs, 
riove!  Ha,  ha!  I — /,  whom  the  Past  has  taught  the 
impossibility  to  be  loved  again.     No  :  if  those  soft  lips 
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murmured  *  Yes '  to  the  burning  prayer  that,  had  I  been 
free  but  two  short  weeks  ago,  would  have  rushed  from 
the  frank  deeps  jof  my  heart,  I  should  but  imagine  that 
you  deceived  yourself — a  girPs  first  fleeting  delusiva 
fancy  —  nothing  more  !  Were  you  my  bride,  Yiolante,  I 
should  but  debase  your  bright  nature  by  my  own  curse  of 
distrust  At  each  word  of  tenderness,  my  heart  would 
.'lay  *  How  long  will  this  last  ?  —  when  will  the  deception 
come  ? '  Your  beauty,  your  gifts,  would  bring  me  but 
jealous  terror  j  eternally  I  should  fly  from  the  Present  to 
the  Future,  and  say,  'These  hairs  will  be  gray,  while 
flattering  youth  will  surround  her  in  the  zenith  of  her 
charms.'  Why  then  do  I  hate  and  curse  my  foe  ?  Why 
do  I  resolve  upon  revenge  ?  I  comprehend  it  now.  I 
knew  that  there  was  something  more  imperious  than  the 
ghost  of  the  Past  that  urged  me  on.  Gazing  on  you,  I 
felt  that  it  was  the  dim  sense  of  a  mighty  and  priceless 
loss ;  it  is  not  the  dead  Nora  —  it  is  the  living  Yiolante. 
Look  not  at  me  with  those  reproachful  eyes  ;  they  cannot 
reverse  ray  purpose  ;  they  cannot  banish  my  suspicion  from 
my  sickened  soul ;  they  cannot  create  a  sunshine  in  the 
midst  of  this  ghastly  twilight.  Go,  go  ;  leave  me  to  the 
sole  joy  that  bequeathes  no  disappointmetit  —  the  sole 
feeling  that  unites  me  to  social  man ;  leave  me  to  my  re- 
venge." 

"Revenge!  Oh,  cruel!''  exclaimed  Yiolante,  laying 
her  hand  on  his  arm.  "  And  in  revenge,  it  is  your  own 
life  .that  you  would  risk  I " 

"  My  life,  simple  child  I     This  is  no  contest  of  life 
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against  life.  Could  I  bare  to  all  the  world  my  wrongs 
for  their  ribald  laughter,  I  should  only  give  to  my  foe 
the  triumph  to  pity  my  frenzy — to  shun  the  contest;  or 
grant  it,  ii  I  could  find  a  second — and  then  fire  in  the 
air.     And  all  the  worid  would  say,  '  Generous  Egerton  ! 

—  soul  of  honor  I '  " 

"  Egerton,  Mr.  Egerton  I  He  cannot  be  this  foe  !  It 
is  not  on  him  you  can  design  revenge  ?  —  you  who  spend 
all  your  hours  in  serving  his  cause  —  you  to  whom  he 
trusts  so  fondly  —  y-ou  who  leant  yesterday  on  his  shoul- 
der, and  smiled  so  cheeringly  in  his  face  ? " 

"  Did  I  ?  Hypocrisy  against  hypocrisy — snare  against 
snare  ;  (hat  is  my  revenge  I " 

"  Harley,  Harley  !     Cease,  cease  ! " 

The  storm  of  passion  rushed  on  unheeding. 

*'  I  seem  to  promote  his  ambition,  but  to  crush  it  into 
the  mire."  I  have  delivered  him  from  the  gentler  gripe 
of  an  usurer,  so  that  he  shall  hold  at  my  option  alms  or  a 
prison " 

"Friend,  friend  I     Hush,  hush  I  " 

*'I  have  made  the  youth  he  has  reared  and  fostered 
into  treachery  like  his  own  (your  father's  precious  choice 

—  Randal  Leslie),  mine  instument  in  the  galling  lesson 
how  ingratitude  can  sting  His  very  son  shall  avenge 
the  mother,  and  be  led  to  his  father's  breast  as  victor, 
vith  Randal  Leslie,  in  the  contest  that  deprives  sire  and 
benefactor  of  all  that  makes  life  dear  to  ambitious  egotism. 
And  if,  in  the  breast  of  Audley  Egerton,  there  can  yet 
lurk  one  memory  of  what  I  was  to  him  and  to  truth,  not 
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his  least  punishment  will  be  the  sense  that  his  own  perfidy 
had  so  changed  the  man  whose  verj  scorn  of  falsehood 
has  taught  him  to  find  in  fraud  itself  the  power  of  retri- 
bution." 

.  **  If  this  be  not  a  terrible  dream  ! "  murmured  Violante; 
recoiling,  "it  is  not  your  foe  alone  that  you  will  deprive 
of  all  that  makes  life  dear.  Act  thus  —  and  what,  in  the 
future,  is  left  to  me." 

"  To  you  ?  Oh,  never  fear.  I  may  give  Randal  Leslie 
a  triumph  over  his  patron,  but  in  the  same  hour  I  wiD 
unmask  his  villany,  and  sweep  him  for  ever  from  your 
path.  What  in  the  future  is  left  to  you  ?  —  your  birth- 
right and  your  native  land ;  hope,  joy,  love,  felicity- 
Could  it  be  possible  that  in  the  soft  but  sunny  fancy  which 
plays  round  the  heart  of  maiden  youth,  but  still  sends  no 
warmth  into  its  deeps — could  it  be  possible  that  you  had 
honored  me  with  a  gentler  thought,  it  will  pass  away,  and 
you  will  be  the  pride  and  delight  of  one  of  your  own 
years,  to  whom  the  vista  of  Time  is  haunted  by  no  chilling 
spectres  —  one  who  can  look  upon  that  lovely  face,  and 
not  turn  away  to  mutter — *  Too  fair,  too  fair  for  me  I  *  " 

"  Oh  agony  I  "  exclaimed  Violante,  with  sudden  passion. 
"  In  ray  turn,  hear  me.  If,  as  you  promise,  I  am  released 
from  the  dreadful  thought  that  he,  at  whose  touch  I  shud- 
der, can  claim  this  hand,  my  choice  is  irrevocably  made. 
The  altars  which  await  me  will  not  be  those  of  a  human 
love.  But  oh,  I  implore  you — by  all  the  memories  of  your 
own  life,  hitherto,  if  sorrowful,  unsullied — by  the  generous 
interest  you  yet  profess  for  me,  whom  you  will  have  twice 
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saved  from  a  danger  to  which  death  were  mercy  —  leave, 
oh  leave  to  me  the  right  to  regard  your  image  as  I  have 
done  from  the  first  dawn  of  childhood.  Leave  me  the 
right  to  honor  and  revere  it.  Let  not  an  act  accompanied 
with  a  meanness  —  oh  that  I  should  say  the  word  I  —  a 
meanness  and  a  cruelty  that  give  the  lie  to  your  whole 
life  —  make  even  a  grateful  remembrance  of  you  an  un- 
worthy sin.  When  I  kneel  within  the  walls  that  divide 
me  from  the  world,  oh  let  me  think  that  I  can  pray  for 
you  as  the  noblest  being  that  the  world  contains  I  Hear 
me  I  hear  me  !  " 

"  Violante  ! "  murmured  Harley,  his  whole  frame  heav- 
ing with  emotion,  "  bear  with  me.  Do  not  ask  of  me  the 
sacrifice  of  what  seems  to  me  the  cause  of  manhood  itself 

—  to  sit  down,  meek  and  patient,  under  a  wrong  that  de- 
bases me,  with  the  consciousness  that  all  my  life  I  have 
been  the  miserable  dupe  to  affections  I  deemed  so  honest 

—  to  regrets  that  I  believed  so  holy.  Ah  I  I  should  feel 
more  mean  in  my  pardon  than  you  can  think  me  in  re- 
venge !  Were  it  an  acknowledged  enemy,  I  could  open 
my  arms  to  him  at  your  bidding ;  but  the  perfidious  friend ! 

—  ask  it  not.  My  cheek  burns  at  the  thought,  as  at  the 
stain  of  a  blow.  Give  me  but  to-morrow  —  one  day  —  I 
demand  no  more  —  wholly  to  myself  and  to  the  past,  and 
mould  me  for  the  future  as  you  will.  Pardon,  pardon  the 
ungenerous  thoughts  that  extended  distrust  to  you.  I 
retract  them;  they  are  gone  —  dispelled  before  those 
touching  words,  those  ingenuous  eyes.  At  your  feet, 
Violante,  I  repent  and  I  implore  I     Your  father  himself 
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shall  banish  your  sordid  suitor.  Before  this  hour  to-mof- 
row  you  will  be  free.  Oh  then,  then  I  will  you  not  give 
tne  this  hand  to  guide  me  again  into  the  paradise  of  my 
youth  ?  Violante,  it  is  in  vain  to  wrestle  with  myself — 
to  doubt — to  reason — to  be  wisely  fearful  —  I  love,  I 
love  you.  I  trust  again  in  virtue  and  faith.  I  place  my 
fate  in  your  keeping." 

If  at  times  Violante  may  appear  to  have  ventured  be- 
yond the  limit  of  strict  maiden  bashfulness,  much  may  be 
€i8cribed  to  her  habitual  candor,  her  solitary  rearing,  and 
remoteness  from  the  world  —  the  very  innocence  of  her 
soul,  and  the  warmth  of  heart  which  Italy  gives  its  daugh- 
ters. But  now  that  sublimity  of  thought  and  purpose 
which  pervaded  her  nature,  and  required  only  circum- 
stances to  develop,  made  her  superior  to  all  the  prompt- 
ings of  love  itself.  Dreams  realised  which  she  had  scarcely 
dared  to  own  —  Harley  free  —  Harley  at  her  feet ;  —  all 
the  woman  struggling  at  her  heart,  mantling  in  her  blushes, 
— still  stronger  than  love — stronger  than  the  joy  of  being 
loved  again — was  the  heroic  will — will  to  save  him — who 
in  all  else  ruled  her  existence — from  the  eternal  degrada- 
tion to  which  passion  had  blinded  his  own  confused  and 
warring  spirit. 

Leaving  one  hand  in  his  impassioned  clasp,  as  he  still 
knelt  before  her,  she  raised  on  high  the  other  :  "  Ah  ! " 
nhe  said,  scarce  audibly  —  "ah  I  if  Heaven  vouchsafe  nie 
the  proud  and  blissful  privilege  to  be  allied  to  your  fate, 
to  minister  to  your  happiness,  never  should  I  know  one 
fear  of  your  distrust.     No  time,  no  change,  no  sorrow — 
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not  even  the  loss  of  your  affection  —  could  raake  me  for- 
feit the  right  to  remember  that  you  had  once  confided  to 
me  a  heart  so  noble.  But "  —  here  her  voice  rose  in  its 
tone,  and  the  glow  fled  from  her  cheek — "But,  O  Thou 
the  Ever  Present,  hear  and  receive  the  solemn  vow.  If 
to  me  he  refuse  to  sacrifice  the  sin  that  would  debase  him, 
that  sin  be  the  barrier  between  us  evermore.  And  may 
my  life,  devoted  to  Thy  service,  atone  for  the  hour  in  which 
he  belied  the  nature  he  received  from  Thee.  Harley,  re- 
lease me  !  I  have  spoken  :  firm  as  yourself,  I  leave  the 
choice  to  you." 

"You  judge  me  harshly,"  said  Harley,  rising,  with 
sullen  anger.  "  But  at  least  I  have  not  the  meanness  to 
sell  what  I  hold  as  justice,  though  the  bribe  may  include 
my  last  hope  of  happiness." 

"  Meanness  !  Oh  unhappy,  beloved  Harley !  "  exclaimed 
Tiolante,  with  such  a  gush  of  exquisite  reproachful  ten- 
derness, that  it  thrilled  him  as  the  voice  of  the  parting 
guardian  angel.  "  Meanness  I  But  it  is  that  from  which 
I  implore  you  to  save  yourself.  You  cannot  judge,  you 
cannot  see.  You  are  dark,  dark.  Lost  Christian  that 
you  are,  what  worse  than  heathen  darkness  to  feign  the 
friendship  the  better  to  betray  —  to  punish  falsehood  by 
becoming  yourself  so  false — to  accept  the  confidence  even 
of  your  bitterest  foe,  and  then  to  sink  below  his  own  level 
in  deceit?  And  oh  —  worse,  worse  than  all  —  to  threaten 
that  a  son  —  son  of  the  woman  you  professed  to  love  — 
should  swell  your  vengeance  against  a  father.  No  !  it 
was  not  yoD  that  said  this  —  it  was  the  Fiend  ! " 
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"  Enough  ! "  exclaimed  Harley,  startled,  conscience- 
stricken,  and  rushing  into  resentment,  in  order  to  escape 
the  sense  of  shame.  ^*  Enough  !  you  insult  the  man  you 
professed  to  honor." 

*'  I  honored  the  prototype  of  gentleness  and  valor.  I 
honored  one  who  seemed  to  me  to  clothe  with  life  every 
grand  and  generous  image  that  is  born  from  the  souls  of 
poets.  Destroy  that  ideal,  and  you  destroy  the  Harley 
whom  I  honored.  He  is  dead  to  me  for  ever.  I  will 
mourn  for  him  as  his  widow  —  faithful  to  his  memory  — 
weeping  over  the  thought  of  what  he  was. "  Sobs  choked 
her  voice ;  but  as  Harley,  once  more  melted,  sprang  for- 
ward to  regain  her  side,  she  escaped  with  a  yet  quicker 
movement,  gained  the  door,  and  darting  down  the  corri- 
dor, vanished  from  his  sight. 

Harley  stood  still  one  moment,  thoroughly  irresolute  — 
nay,  almost  subdued.  Then  sternness,  though  less  rigid 
than  before,  gradually  came  to  his  brow.  The  demon  had 
still  its  hold  in  the  stubborn  and  marvellous  pertinacity 
with  which  the  man  clung  to  all  that  once  struck  root  at 
his  heart.  With  a  sudden  impulse,  that  still  withheld 
decision,  yet  spoke  of  sore-shaken  purpose,  he  strode  to 
his  desk,  drew  from  it  Nora's  manuscript,  and  passed  from 
his  room. 

Harley  had  meant  never  to  have  revealed  to  Audley 
the  secret  he  had  gained,  until  the  moment  when  revenge 
was  consummated.  He  had  contemplated  no  vain  re- 
proach. His  wrath  would  have  spoken  forth  in  deeds, 
and  then  a  word  would  have  sufficed  as  the  key  to  all 
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Willing,  perhaps,  to  hail  some  extenuation  of  perfidy, 
thouofh  the  possibility  of  such  extenuation  he  had  never 
before  admitted,  he  determined  on  the  interview  which 
be  had  hitherto  so  obstinately  shunned,  and  went  straight 
to  the  room  in  which  Audley  Egerton  still  sat  solitary 
and  fearful. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

Egerton  heard  the  well-known  step  advancing  near  and 
nearer  up  the  corridor  —  heard  the  door  open  and  reclose 
—  and  he  felt,  by  one  of  those  strange  and  unaccountable 
instincts  which  we  call  forebodings,  that  the  hour  he  had 
dreaded  for  so  many  secret  years  had  come  at  last.  He 
nerved  his  courage,  withdrew  his  hands  from  his  face,  and 
rose  in  silence.  No  less  silent,  Harley  stood  before  him. 
The  two  men  gazed  on  each  other ;  you  might  have  heard 
their  breathing. 

"  You  have  seen  Mr.  Dale  ?"  said  Egerton,  at  length. 
"You  know " 

"All  I "  said  Harley,  completing  the  arrested  sentence. 

Audley  drew  a  long  sigh.  "  Be  it  so  ;  but  no,  Harley ; 
you  deceive  yourself;  you  cannot  know  all,  fronj  any  one 
living,  save  myself." 

"  My  knowledge  comes  from  the  dead,"  answered  Har- 
ley, and  the  fatal  memoir  dropped  from  his  hand  upon  the 
table.  The  leaves  fell  with  a  dull,  low  sound,  mournful 
and  faint  as  might  be  the  tread  of  a  ghost,  if  the  tread 
II.  3d 
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gave  sound.  They  fell,  those  still  confessions  of  an  ob- 
scure, uncomprehended  life,  amidst  letters  and  documents 
eloquent  of  the  strife  that  was  then  agitating  millions, 
the  fleeting,  turbulent  fears  and  hopes  that  torture  parties 
and  perplex  a  nation ;  the  stormy  business  of  practical 
public  life,  so  remote  from  individual  love  and  individual 
sorrow. 

Egerton's  eye  saw  them  fall.  The  room  was  but  par- 
tially lighted.  At  the  distance  where  he  stood,  he  did  not 
recognise  the  characters,  but  involuntarily  he  shivered, 
and  involuntarily  drew  near. 

"  Hold  yet  awhile,"  said  Harley.  "  I  produce  my  charge, 
and  then  I  leave  you  to  dispute  the  only  witness  that  I 
bring.  Audley  Egerton,  you  took  from  me  the  gravest 
trust  one  man  can  confide  to  another.  You  knew  how  1 
loved  Leonara  Avenel.  I  was  forbidden  to  see  and  urge 
my  suit ;  you  had  the  access  to  her  presence  which  was 
denied  to  myself.  I  prayed  you  to  remove  scruples  that 
I  deemed  too  generous,  and  to  woo  her,  not  to  dishonor, 
but  to  be  my  wife.   Was  it  so  ?   Answer. " 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Audley,  his  hand  clenched  et  his  heart. 

•*  Yon  saw  her  whom  I  thus  loved  —  her  thus  confided 
to  your  honor.    You  wooed  her  for  yourself.    Is  it  so  ?  " 

"HarLey,  I  deny  it  not.  Cease  here.  I  accept  the 
penalty  ;  —  I  resign  your  friendship ;  —  I  quit  your  roof ; 
—  I  submit  to  your  contempt ;  —  I  dare  not  implore  your 
pardon;  Cease;  let  me  go  hence,  and  soon  P' — The 
strong  man  gasped  for  breath. 

Harley  looked  at  him  steadfastly,  then  turned  away  hif 
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eyes,  and  went  on.  "  Nay,"  said  he,  '* is. that  all?  You 
wooed  her  for  yourself — you  won  her.  Account  to  me 
for  that  life  which  you  wrenched  from  mine.  You  are 
silent.  I  will  take  on  myself  your  task ;  you  took  that 
life  and  destroyed  it." 

"  Spare  me,  spare  me  I  " 

"  What  was  the  fate  of  her  who  seemed  so  fresh  from 
heaven  when  these  eyes  beheld  her  last  ?  A  broken  heart 
— a  dishonored  name — an  early  doom — a  forgotten  grave- 
stone. " 

*'  No,  no  —  forgotten  —  no  I " 

"  Not  forgotten  !  Scarce  a  year  passed,  and  you  were 
married  to  another.  I  aided  you  to  form  those  nuptials 
which  secured  your  fortunes.  You  have  had  rank,  and 
power,  and  fame.  Peers  call  you  the  type  of  English 
gentlemen.  Priests  hold  you  as  a  model  of  Christian 
honor.  Strip  the  mask,  Audley  Egerton  ;  let  the  world 
know  you  for  what  you  are  I " 

Egerton  raised  his  head,  and  folded  his  arms  calmly ; 
but  he  said,  with  a.  melancholy  humility  —  "I  bear  all 
from  you;  it  is  just.     Say  on." 

"  You  took  from  me  the  heart  of  Nora  Avenel.  You 
abandoned  her  —  you  destroyed.  And  her  memory  cast 
no  shadow  over  your  daily  sunshine ;  while  over  my 
thoughts  —  over  my  life  —  oh,  Egerton  —  Audley,  Audley 
—  how  could  you  have  deceived  me  thus  I "  Here  the  in- 
herent tenderness  under  all  this  hate — the  fount  imbedded 
under  the  hardening  stone  —  broke  out.  Harley  was 
»ishamed  of  his  weakness,  and  hurried  on. 
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"  Deceived — not  for  an  hour,  a  day,  but  through  blighted 
youth,  through  listless  manhood  —  you  suffered  me  to 
nurse  the  remorse  that  should  have  been  your  own ;  — 
ner  life  slain,  mine  wasted  ;  and  shall  neither  of  us  have 
revenge  ?  " 

"  Revenge  1    Ah,  Harley,  you  have  had  it !  " 

"  No,  but  I  await  it !  Not  in  vain  from  the  charnel 
have  come  to  me  the  records  I  produce.  And  whom  did 
fate  select  to  discover  the  wrongs  of  the  mother  ?  —  whom 
appoint  as  her  avenger  ?  Your  son — your  own  son  ;  your 
abandoned,  nameless  son  I " 

"Son  — son!" 

"  Whom  I  delivered  from  famine,  or  from  worse ;  and 
who,  in  return,  has  given  into  my  hands  the  evidence  which 
proclaims  in  you  the  perjured  friend  of  Harley  L^Estrange, 
and  the  fraudulent  seducer,  under  mock  marriage  forms  — 
worse  than  all  franker  sin  —  of  Leonora  Avenel." 

"  It  is  false  —  false  I  "  exclaimed  Egerton,  all  his  state- 
liness  and  all  his  energy  restored  to  him.  '*  I  forbid  you 
to  speak  thus  to  me.  I  forbid  you  by  one  word  to  sully 
the  memory  of  my  lawful  wife." 

"  Ah  ! ''  said  Harley,  startled,  '*  Ah  I  false  I  prove  thai, 
and  revenge  is  over  I     Thank  Heaven  I " 

Prove  it  I  What  so  easy  ?  And  wherefore  have  I 
delayed  the  proof —  wherefore  concealed,  but  from  ten- 
derness to  you  —  dread,  too  —  a  selfish  but  human  dread 
—  to  lose  in  you  the  sole  esteem  that  I  covet ;  —  the  only 
mourner  who  would  have  shed  one  tear  over  the  stone  in- 
scribed with  some  lying  epitaph,  in  wiiich  it  will  suit  a 
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party  purpose  to  proclaim  the  gratitude  of  a  nation.  Yain 
hope  I  I  resign  it !  But  you  spoke  of  a  son.  Alas,  alas  I 
you  are  again  deceived.  I  heard  that  I  had  a  son  —  years, 
long  years  ago.  I  sought  him,  and  found  a  grave.  But 
bless  you,  Harley^  if  you  succored  one  whom  you  even 
erringly  suspect  to  be  Leonora's  child!"  He  stretched 
forth  his  hands  as  he  spoke. 

"  Of  your  son  we  will  speak  later,"  said  Harley,  strangely 
softened.  "  But  before  I  say  more  of  him,  let  me  ask  you 
to  explain — let  me  hope  that  you  can  extenuate  what " 

"  You  are  right," interrupted  Egerton  with  eager  quick- 
ness. "  You  would  know  from  my  own  lips  at  last  the 
plain  tale  of  my  own  offence  against  you.  It  is  due  to  both. 
Patiently  hear  me  out." 

Then  Egerton  told  all ;  his  own  love  for  Nora  —  his 
struggles  against  what  he  felt  as  treason  to  his  friend  — 
his  sudden  discovery  of  Nora's  love  for  him  ;  —  on  that 
discovery,  the  overthrow  of  all  his  resolutions  ;  their  secret 
marriage  —  their  separation  ;  Nora's  flight,  to  which  Aud- 
ley  still  assigned  but  her  groundless  vague  suspicion  that 
their  nuptials  had  not  been  legal,  and  her  impatience  of 
his  own  delskj  in  acknowledging  the  rite. 

His  listener  interrupted  him  here  with  a  few  questions  ; 
the  clear  and  prompt  replies  to  which  enabled  Harley  to 
detect  Levy's  plausible  perversion  of  the  facts ;  and  he 
vaguely  guessed  the  cause  of  the  usurer's  falsehoood,  in 
the  criminal  passion  which  the  ill-fated  bride  had  inspired. 

"  Egerton,"  said  Harley,  stifling  with  an  effort  his  own 
wrath  against  the  vile  deceiver  both  of  wife  and  husband, 
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"  if,  on  reading  those  papers,  you  find  that  Leonora  had 
more  excuse  for  her  suspicions  and  flight  than  you  now 
deem,  and  discover  perfidy  in  one  to  whom  you  trusted 
your  secret,  leave  his  punishment  to  Heaven.  All  that 
you  say  convinces  me  more  and  more  that  we  cannot  even 
see  through  the  cloud,  much  less  guide  the  thunderbolt. 
But  proceed." 

Audley  looked  surprised  and  startled,  and  his  eye  turned 
wistfully  towards  the  papers ;  but  after  a  short  pause  he 
continued  his  recital.  He  came  to  Nora's  unexpected 
return  to  her  father's  house  —  her  death  —  his  conquest 
of  his  own  grief,  that  he  might  spare  Harley  the  abrupt 
shock  of  learning  her  decease.  He  had  torn  himself  from 
the  dead,  in  remorseful  sympathy  with  the  living.  He 
spoke  of  Harley 's  illness,  so  nearly  fatal  —  repeated  Bar- 
ley's jealous  words,  *'  that  he  would  rather  mourn  Nora's 
death,  than  take  comfort  from  the  thought  that  she  had 
loved  another. '^  He  spoke  of  his  journey  to  the  village 
where  Mr.  Dale  had  told  him  Nora's  child  was  placed  — 
"and,  hearing  that  child  and  mother  were  alike  gone, 
whom  now  could  I  right  by  acknowledging  a  bond  that  I 
feared  would  so  wring  your  heart  ?  "  Audley  again  paused 
a  moment,  and  resumed  in  short,  nervous,  impressive  sen- 
tences. This  cold,  austere  man  of  the  world  for  the  first 
time  bared  his  heart  —  unconscious,  perhaps,  that  he  did 
so  —  unconscious  that  he  revealed  how  deeply,  amidst 
state  cares  and  public  dist'nctions,  he  had  felt  the  absence 
of  aiFections — how  mechan^'cal  was  that  outer  circle  11 
the  foMs  of  Jifi)  wliic^'  is  callv'd  "a  career"  —  how  value- 
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less  wealth  had  grown — none  to  inherit  it.  Of  his  gnaw- 
ing and  progressive  disease  alone  he  did  not  speak  ;  he 
was  too  proud  and  too  masculine  to  appeal  to  pity  for 
physical  ills.  He  reminded  Harley  how  often,  how  eagerly, 
year  after  year,  month  after  month,  he  had  urged  his  friend 
to  rouse  himself  from  mournful  dreams,  devote  his  native 
powers  to  his  country,  or  seek  the  surer  felicity  of  do- 
mestic ties.  "  Selfish  in  these  attempts  I  might  be,"  said 
Egerton  ;  "  it  was  only  if  I  saw  you  restored  to  happiness 
that  I  could  believe  you  could  calmly  hear  my  explanation 
of  the  past,  and  on  the  floor  of  some  happy  home  grant 
me  your  forgiveness.  I  longed  to  confess,  and  I  dared  not. 
Often  have  the  words  rushed  to  my  Mps  —  as  often  some 
chance  sentence  from  you  repelled  me.  In  a  word,  with 
you  were  so  ^^twined  all  the  thoughts  and  aflPections  of 
my  youth  —  even  those  that  haunted  the  grave  of  Nora  — 
that  I  could  not  bear  to  resign  your  friendship,  and,  sur- 
rounded by  the  esteem  and  honor  of  a  world  I  cared  not 
for,  to  meet  the  contempt  of  your  reproachful  eye." 

Amidst  all  that  Audley  said  —  amidst  all  that  admitted 
of  no  excuse  —  two  predominant  sentiments  stood  clear, 
in  unmistakable  and  touching  pathos.  Remorseful  regret 
for  the  lost  Nora  —  and  self-accusing,  earnest,  almost 
feminine  tenderness  for  the  friend  he  had  deceived.  Thus, 
as  he  comtinued  to  speak,  Harley  more  and  more  forgot 
even  the  remembrance  of  bis  own  guilty  and  terrible  in- 
terval of  hate ;  the  gulf  that  had  so  darkly  yawned  be- 
tween the  two  closed  up,  leaving  them  still  standing,  side 
by  gide,  as  in  their  school-boy  days.     But  he  remained 
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silent,  listening  —  shading  his  face  from  Audley,  and  aa 
if  under  some  soft  but  enthraUing  spell,  till  Egerton  thus 
closed  — 

'*  And  now,  Harley,  all  is  told.  You  spoke  of  revenge  ?  " 

"  Revenge  I "  muttered  Harley,  starting. 

"  And  believe  me,"  continued  Egerton,  "  were  revenge 
in  your  power,  I  should  rejoice  at  it  as  an  atonement. 
To  receive  an  injury  in  return  for  that  which,  first  from 
youthful  passion,  and  afterwards  from  the  infirmity  of 
purpose  that  concealed  the  wrong,  I  have  inflicted  upon 
you  —  why,  that  would  soothe  my  conscience,  and  raise 
ray  lost  self-esteem.  The  sole  revenge  you  can  bestow 
takes  the  form  which  most  humiliates  me,  —  to  revenge, 
is  to  pardon." 

Harley  groaned;  and  still  hiding  his  face  with  one 
hand,  stretched  forth  the  other,  but  rather  with  the  air 
of  one  who  entreats  than  who  accords  forgiveness.  And- 
ley  took  and  pressed  the  hand  thus  extended. 

"  And  now,  Harley,  farewell.  With  the  dawn  I  leave 
this  house.  I  cannot  now  accept  your  aid  in  this  elec- 
tion. Levy  shall  announce  my  resignation.  Randal 
Leslie,  if  you  please  it,  may  be  returned  in  my  stead.  He 
has  abilities  which,  under  safe  guidance,  may  serve  his 
country  ;  and  I  have  no  right  to  reject,  from  vain  pride, 
whatever  will  promote  the  career  of  one  whom  I  under- 
took, and  have  failed,  to  serve." 

'*Ay,  ay,"  muttered  Harley;  "think  not  of  Randal 
Leslie;  think  but  of  your  son." 

"  My  son  I     But  are  you  sure  that  he  still  lives  ?    Yoo 
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smile;  you — you  —  oh,  Harley  —  I  took  from  you  the 
mother,  —  give  to  me  the  son;  break  my  heart  with 
gratitude.     Your  revenge  is  found  I " 

Lord  L'Estrange  rose  with  a  sudden  start  —  gazed  on 
Audley  for  a  moment  —  irresolute,  not  from  resentment, 
but  from  shame.  At  that  moment  he  was  the  man  hum- 
bled; he  was  the  man  who  feared  reproach,  and  who 
needed  pardon.  Audley,  not  divining  what  was  thus 
passing  in  Harley's  breast,  turned  away. 

"  You  think  that  I  ask  too  much ;  and  yet  all  that  I 
can  give  to  the  child  of  my  love,  and  the  heir  of  my  name, 
is  the  worthless  blessing  of  a  ruined  man.  Harley,  I  say 
no  more.  I  dare  not  add,  *  You  too  loved  his  mother  I 
and  with  a  deeper  and  a  nobler  love  than  mine.*  "  He 
stopped  short,  and  Harley  flung  himself  on  his  breast. 

"  Me  —  me  —  pardon  me,  Audley  I  Your  offence  has 
been  slight  to  mine.  You  have  told  me  your  offence ; 
never  can  I  name  to  you  my  own.  Rejoice  that  we  have 
both  to  exchange  forgiveness,  and  in  that  exchange  we 
are  equal  still,  Audley —  brothers  still.  Look  up  —  look 
up ;  think  that  we  are  boys  now  as  we  were  once,  —  boys 
who  have  had  their  wild  quarrel  —  and  who,  the  moment 
it  is  over,  feel  dearer  to  each  other  than  before." 

"  Oh,  Harley,  this  is  revenge  I  It  strikes  home," 
murmured  Egerton,  —  and  tears  gushed  fast  from  eyes 
that  could  have  gazed  unwinking  on  the  rack.  The  clock 
struck ;  Harley  sprang  forward. 

"  I  have  time  yet,"  he  cried  ;  "  much  to  do  and  to  undo. 
You  are  saved  from  the  grasp  of  Levy,  —  your  election 
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will  be  won,  —  your  fortunes  in  much  may  be  restored,-— 
jou  have  before  you  honors  not  yet  achieved, — your 
career,  as  yet,  is  scarce  begun, — your  son  will  embrace 
you  to-morrow.  Let  me  go  —  your  hand  again  I  Ah, 
Audley,  we  shall  be  so  happy  yet!" 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

"  There  is  a  hitch,"  said  Dick,  pithily,  when  Randal 
joined  him  in  the  oak  copse  at  ten  o'clock.  *'^Life  is  full 
of  hitches." 

Randal.  —  The  art  of  life  is  to  smoothe  them  away. 
What  hitch  is  this,  my  dear  Avenel  ? 

Dick.  — Leonard  has  taken  huff  at  certain  expressions 
of  Lord  L'Estrange's  at  the  nomination  to-day,  and  talks 
of  retiring  from  the  contest. 

Randal  (with  secret  glee). — But  his  resignation  would 
smoothe  a  hitch  —  not  create  one.  The  votes  promised 
to  him  would  thus  be  freed,  and  go  to 

Dick.  —  The  Right  Honorable  Red-Tapist. 

Randal.  —  Are  you  serious  ? 

Dick.  —  As  an  undertaker  I  The  fact  is,  there  are  two 
parties  among  the  Yellows,  as  there  are  in  the  Church  — 
High  Yellow  and  Low  YeUow.  Leonard  has  made  great 
way  with  the  High  Yellows,  and  has  more  influence  with 
them  than  I ;  and  the  High  Yellows  infinitely  preferred 
Egerton  to  yourself.     They  say,  '  Politics  ai)a.rt,  he  would 

Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  369 

be  an  honor  to  the  borough.^  Leonard  is  of  the  same 
opinion ;  and  if  he  retires,  I  don't  think  I  could  coax 
either  him  or  the  Highflyers  to  make  you  any  the  better 
by  his  resignation. 

Randal.  —  But  surely  your  nephew's  sense  of  gratitude 
to  you  would  induce  him  not  to  go  against  your  wishes  ? 

Dick.  —  Unluckily,  the  gratitude  is  all  the  other  way. 
It  is  I  who  am  under  obligations  to  him  —  not  he  to  me. 
As  for  Lord  L'Estrange,  I  can't  make  head  or  tail  of  his 
real  intentions ',  and  why  he  should  have  attacked  Leon- 
ard in  that  way,  puzzles  me  more  than  all,  for  he  wished 
Leonard  to  stand.  And  Levy  has  privately  informed  me 
that,  in  spite  of  my  lord's  friendship  for  the  Bight  Honor- 
able, you  are  the  man  he  desires  to  secure. 

Randal. — He  has  certainly  shown  that  desire  through- 
out the  whole  canvass. 

Dick.  —  I  suspect  that  Ihe  borough-mongers  have  got 
a  seat  for  Egerton  elsewhere ;  or,  perhaps,  should  his 
party  come  in  again,  he  is  tg  be  pitchforked  into  the 
Upper  House. 

Randal  (smiling).  — Ah,  Avenel,  you  are  so  shrewd  ; 
you  see  through  everything.  I  will  also  add,  that  Eger- 
ton wants  some  short  respite  from  public  life  in  order  to 
nurse  his  health  and  attend  to  his  affairs,  otherwise  I 
could  not  even  contemplate  the  chance  of  the  electors 
preferring  me  to  him,  without  a  pang. 

Dick.  —  Pang  I  —  stuff —  considerable.  The  oak  trees 
dop't  heai  us  I  You  want  to  come  into  Parliament,  and 
no  mistake.     If  I  am  the  man  to  retire  —  as  I  always 

Y 
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proposed,  and  had  got  Leonard  to  agree  to,  before  this 
confounded  speech  of  L'Estrange's  —  come  into  Parlia- 
ment you  will,  for  the  Low  Yellows  I  can  twist  round  my 
finger,  provided  the  High  Yellows  will  not  interfere ;  in 
short,  I  could  transfer  to  you  votes  promised  lo  me,  but 
I  can't  answer  for  those  promised  to  Leonard.  Levy 
tells  me  you  are  to  marry  a  rich  girl,  and  will  have  lots 
of  money ;  so,  of  course,  you  will  pay  my  expenses  if  you 
come  in  through  my  votes. 

Randal.  —  My  dear  Avenel,  certainly  I  will. 

Dick. — And  I  have  two  prirate  bills  I  want  to  smug- 
gle through  Parliament. 

Randal.  —  They  shall  be  smuggled,  rely  on  it.  Mr. 
Fairfield  being  on  one  side  of  the  House,  and  I  on  the 
other,  we  two  could  prevent  all  unpleasant  opposition. 
Private  bills  are  easily  managed — with  that  taot  which  I 
flatter  myself  I  possess. 

Dick.  —  And  when  the  bills  are  through  the  House, 
and  you  have  had  time  to  look  about  you,  I  dare  say  you 
will  see  that  no  man  can  go  against  Public  Opinion,  un- 
less he  wants  to  knock  his  own  head  against  a  stone  wall ; 
and  that  Public  Opinion  is  decidedly  Yellow 

Randal  (with  candor).  —  I  cannot  deny  that  Public 
Opinion  is  Yellow ;  and,  at  my  age,  it  is  natural  that  I 
should  not  commit  myself  to  the  policy  of  a  former  gene- 
ration. Blue  is  fast  wearing  out.  But,  to  return  to  Mr. 
Fairfield  —  you  do  not  speak  as  if  you  had  no  hope  of 
keeping  him  straight  to  what  I  understand  to  be  his  agree- 
ment with  yourself.     Surely  his  honor  is  engaged  to  it  f 
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Dick. — I  don't  know  as  to  honor;  biit  he  has  now 
taken  a  fancy  to  public  life  ;  at  least  so  he  said  no  later 
than  this  morning  before  we  went  into  the  hall ;  and  I 
trust  that  matters  will  come  right.  Indeed,  I  left  him 
with  Parson  Dale,  who  promised  me  that  he  would  use 
all  his  best  exertions  to  reconcile  Leonard  and  my  lord, 
and  that  Leonard  should  do  nothing  hastily. 

Randal. — But  why  should  Mr.  Fairfield  retire  because 
Lord  L'Estrange  wounds  his  feelings  ?  I  am  sure  Mr. 
Fairfield  has  wounded  mine,  but  that  does  not  make  me 
think  of  retiring. 

Dick. — Oh,  Leonard  is  a  poet,  and  poets  are  quite  as 
crotchety  as  L'Estrange  said  they  were.  And  Leonard 
is  under  obligations  to  Lord  L'Estrange,  and  thought 
that  Lord  L'Estrange  was  pleased  by  his  standing  : 
whereas,  now — ^in  short,  it  is  all  Greek  to  me,  except  that 
Leonard  has  mounted  his  high  horse,  and  if  that  throws 
him,  I  am  afraid  it  will  throw  you.  But  still  I  have  great 
confidence  in  Parson  Dale— a  good  fellow,  who  has  much 
influence  with  Leonard.  And  though  I  thought  it  right 
to  be  above-board,  and  let  you  know  where  the  danger 
lies,  yet  one  thing  I  can  promise  —  if  I  resign,  you  shall 
come  in  ;  so  shake  hands  on  it. 

Randal.  —  My  dear  Avenel  I  And  your  wish  is  to 
resign  ? 

Dick.  —  Certainly.  I  should  do  so  a  little  time  after 
noon,  contriving  to  be  below  Leonard  on  the  poll.  You 
know  Emanuel  Trout,  the  captain  of  the  Hundred  and 
Fifty  "Waiters  on  Providence,"  as  they  are  called?.^ 

Randal.  —  To  be  sure  I  do.  ^     ..  Pooalp 
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Dick.  —  When  Emanuel  Trout  comes  into  the  booth, 
you  will  know  how  the  election  turns.  As  he  votes,  all 
the  Hundred  and  Fifty  will  vote.  Now  I  must  go  back. 
Good  night.  You'll  not  forget  that  my  expenses  are  to 
be  paid.  Point  of  honor.  Still,  if  they  are  not  paid, 
the  election  can  be  upset  —  petition  for  bribery  and  cor- 
ruption ;  and  if  they  are  paid,  why  Lansmere  may  be 
your  seat  for  life. 

Randal.  — Your  expenses  shall  be  paid  the  moment 
my  marriage  gives  me  the  means  to  pay  them — and  that 
must  be  very  soon. 

Dick.  —  So  Levy  says.  And  my  little  jobs  —  the  pri- 
vate bills? 

Randal. — Consider  the  bills  passed  and  the  jobs  done. 

Dick. — And  one  must  not  forget  one's  country.  One 
must  do  the  best  one  can  for  one's  principles.  Egerton 
is  infernally  Blue.     You  allow  Public  Opinion — is 

Randal.  —  Yellow.     Not  a  doubt  of  it. 

Dick.  —  Good  night.     Ha  —  ha  —  humbug,  eh  ? 

Randal.  —  Humbug  I  Between  men  like  us  —  oh  no. 
Good  night,  my  dear  friend  —  I  rely  on  you. 

Dick. — Yes  ;  but  mind,  I  promise  nothing  if  Leonard 
Fairfield  does  not  stand. 

Randal.  —  He  must  stand ;  keep  him  to  it.  Your 
affairs  —  your  business  —  your  mill 

Dick. — Very  true.  He  must  stand.  I  have  great 
faith  in  Parson  Dale. 

Randal  glided  back  through  the  park.  When  he  came 
on  the  terrace,  he  suddenly  encountered  Lord  L'Estrange. 
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"I  have  just  been  privately  into  the  town,  my  dear  lord, 
and  heard  a  strange  rumor,  that  Mr.  Fairfield  was  so  an- 
noyed by  some  remarks  in  your  lordship's  admirable 
speech,  that  he  talks  of  retiring  from  the  contest.  That 
would  give  a  new  feature  to  the  election,  and  perplex  all 
our  calculations  And  I  fear,  in  that  case,  there  might 
be  some  secret  coalition  between  AvenePs  friends  and 
our  Committee,  whom,  I  am  told,  I  displeased  by  the 
moderate  speech  which  your  lordship  so  eloquently  de- 
fended— a  coalition  by  which  Avenel  would  come  in  with 
Mr.  Egerton  ;  whereas,  if  we  all  four  stand,  Mr.  Egerton, 
I  presume,  will  be  quite  safe ;  and  I  certainly  think  1 
have  an  excellent  chance." 

Lord  L'Estrange.  —  So  Mr.  Fairfield  will  retire  in 
consequence  of  my  remarks  I  I  am  going  into  the  town, 
and  I  intend  to  apologise  for  those  remarks,  and  retract 
them. 

Randal  (joyously).  — Noble  I 

Lord  L'Estrange  looked  at  Leslie's  face,  upon  which 
the  stars  gleamed  palely.  "  Mr.  Egerton  has  thought 
more  of  your  success  than  of  his  own,"  said  he,  gravely, 
and  hurried  on. 

Randal  continued  on  the  terrace.  Perhaps  Harley's 
last  words  gave  him  a  twinge  of  compunction.  His  head 
sunk  musingly  on  his  breast,  and  he  paced  to  and  fro  the 
long  gravel  walk,  summoning  up  all  his  intellect  to  resist 
every  temptation  to  what  could  injure  his  self-interest. 

"  Skulking  knave  I "  muttered  Harley.  "At  least  there 
will  be  nothing  to  repent,  if  I  can  do  justice  on  him, 
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That  is  not  revenge.  Come,  that  must  be  fair  retributioa 
Besides,  how  else  can  I  deliver  Yiolante  ?  " — He  laughed 
gaily,  his  heart  was  so  light ;  and  his  foot  bounded  on 
as  fleet  as  the  deer  that  he  startled  amongst  the  fern. 

A  few  yards  from  the  turnstile  he  overtook  Richard 
Avenel,  disguised  in  a  rough  great-coat  and  spectacles. 
Nevertheless,  Harley's  eye  detected  the  Yellow  candidate 
at  the  first  glance.  He  caught  Dick  familiarly  by  the 
arm.  '*  Well  met  —  I  was  going  to  you.  We  have  the 
election  to  settle." 

"  On  the  terms  I  mentioned  to  your  lordship  ?  "  said 
Dick,  startled.  "  I  will  agree  to  return  one  of  your  can- 
didates ;  but  it  must  not  be  Audley  Egerton."  Harley 
whispered  close  in  Avenel's  ear. 

Avenel  uttered  an  exclamation  of  amazement.  The 
two  gentlemen  walked  on  rapidly,  and  conversing  with 
great  eagerness. 

"  Certainly,"  said  Avenel.  at  length  stopping  short, 
"  one  would  do  a  great  deal  to  serve  a  family  connection 
—  and  a  connection  that  does  a  man  so  much  credit ;  and 
how  can  one  go  against  one's  own  brother-in-law?  —  a 
gentleman  of  such  high  standing  —  pull  up  the  whole 
family  I  How  pleased  Mrs.  Richard  Avenel  will  be  !  Why 
the  devil  did  not  I  know  it  before  ?  And  poor  —  dear  — 
dear  Nora.  Ah,  that  she  were  living  I "  Dick's  voice 
trembled. 

*'  Her  name  will  be  righted ;  and  I  will  explain  why  it 
was  my  fault  that  Egerton  did  not  before  acknowledge 
his  marriage,  and  claim  you  as  a  brother.  Come,  then, 
it  is  all  fixed  and  settled." 
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"  No,  my  lord  ;  I  am  pledged  the  other  way.  I  don't 
see  how  I  can  get  oflf  my  word  —  to  Randal  Leslie.  I'm 
not  over-nice,  nor  what  is  called  Quixotic,  but  still  my 
word  is  given,  that  if  I  retire  from  the  election,  I  will  do 
my  best  to  return  Leslie  Instead  of  Egerton." 

"  I  know  that  through  Baron  Levy.  But  if  your  nephew 
retires  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that  would  solve  all  diflSculties.  But  the  poor  boy 
has  now  a  wish  to  come  into  Parliament ;  and  he  has  done 
me  a  service  in  the  hour  of  need." 

"  Leave  it  to  me.  And  as  to  Randal  Leslie,  he  shall 
have  an  occasion  himself  to  acquit  you  and  redeem  him- 
self ;  and  happy,  indeed,  will  it  be  for  him  if  he  has  yet 
one  spark  of  gratitude,  or  one  particle  of  honor." 

The  two  continued  to  converse  for  a  few  moments  — 
Dick  seeming  to  forget  the  election  itself,  and  ask  ques- 
tions of  more  interest  to  his  heart,  which  Harley  answered 
so,  that  Dick  wrung  L'Estrange's  hand  with  great  emo- 
tion—  and  muttered,  "My  poor  mother  I  I  understand 
now  why  she  would  never  talk  to  me  of  Nora.  When  may 
I  tell  her  the  truth?" 

"  To-morrow  evening,  after  the  election,  Egerton  shall 
embrace  you  all." 

Dick  started,  and  saying  —  "See  Leonard  as  soon  as 
you  can  —  there  is  no  time  to  lose,"  plunged  into  a  lane 
that  led  towards  the  obscurer  recesses  of  the  town,  liar- 
ley  continued  his  way  with  the  same  light  elastic  tread 
which  (lost  during  his  abnegation  of  his  own  nature)  was 
now  restored  to  the  foot,  that  seemed  loath  to  leave  a 
print  npon  the  mire  „.  3e        ,^„^^,,,  Google 
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At  the  comraencemeBt  of  tlia  High  Street  he  encoun- 
tered Mr.  Dale  and  Fairfield,  walking  slowly,  arm  in  aroL 

Harley.  —  Leonard,  I  was  coming  to  you.  Give  me 
your  hand.  Forget  for  the  present  the  words  that  justly 
stung  and  offended  you.  I  will  do  more  than  apologise 
—  I  will  repair  the  wrong.  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Dale  —  I 
have  one  word  to  say  in  private  to  Leonard.  —  He  drew 
Fairfield  aside. 

"Avenel  tells  me  that  if  you  were  to  retire  from  this 
contest,  it  would  be  a  sacrifice  of  inclination.    Is  it  so  ?  " 

"  My  lord,  I  have  sorrows  that  I  would  fain  forget ;  and, 
though  I  at  first  shrunk  from  the  strife  in  which  I  have 
been  since  engaged,  yet  now  a  literary  career  seems  to  me 
to  have  lost  its  old  charm  ;  and  I  find  that,  in  public  life, 
there  is  a  distraction  to  the  thoughts  which  embitter  soli- 
tude, that  books  fail  to  bestow.  Therefore,  if  you  still 
wish  me  to  continue  this  contest,  though  I  know  not  your 
motive,  it  will  not  be  as  it  was  to  begin  it  —  a  reluctant 
and  a  painful  obedience  to  your  request." 

"  I  understand.  It  was  a  sacrifice  of  inclination  to  be- 
gin the  contest  —  it  would  be  now  a  sacrifice  of  inclina- 
tion to  withdraw  1 " 

"Honestly — ^es,  my  lord." 

"  I  rejoice  to  hear  it,  for  I  ask  that  sacrifice ;  a  sacri- 
fice which  you  will  recall  hereafter  with  delight  and  pride ; 
a  sacrifice  sweeter,  if  I  read  your  nature  aright  — oh, 
sweeter  far,  than  all  which  common-place  ambition  could 
bestow  I  And  when  you  learn  why  I  make  this  demand, 
you  will  say,  '  This,  indeed,  is  reparation  for  the  words 
that  wounded  my  affections,  and  wronged  ray  heart.'" 
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"  My  lord,  my  lord  ! "  exclaimed  Leonard,  "  the  injury 
is  repaired  already.  You  give  me  ba«k  your  esteem,  wnen 
you  so  well  anticipate  my  answer.  Your  esteem  !  —  life 
smiles  again.  I  can  return  to  my  more  legitimate  career 
without  a  sigh.  I  have  no  need  of  distraction  from  thought 
now.  You  will  believe  that,  whatever  my  past  presump- 
tion, I  can  pray  sincerely  for  your  happiness." 

"  Poet  I  you  adorn  your  career ;  you  fulfil  your  mission, 
even  at  this  moment ;  you  beautify  the  world  ;  you  give 
to  the  harsh  form  of  Duty  the  cestus  of  the  Graces,"  said 
Harley,  trying  to  force  a  smile  to  his  quivering  lips.  "  But 
we  must  hasten  back  to  the  prose  of  existence.  I  accept 
your  sacrifice.  As  for  the  time  and  mode  I  must  select, 
in  order  to  insure  its  result,  I  will  ask  you  to  abide  by 
such  instructions  as  I  shall  have  occasion  to  convey 
through  your  uncle.  Till  then,  lo  word  of  your  intentions 
—  not  even  to  Mr.  Dale.  Forgive  me  if  I  would  rather 
secure  Mr.  Egerton^s  election  than  yours.  Let  that  ex- 
planation suffice  for  the  present.  What  think  you,  by  the 
way,  of  Audley  Egerton?" 

"  I  thought  when  I  heard  him  speak,  and  when  he 
closed  with  those  touching  words  —  implying  that  he  left 
all  of  his  life  not  devoted  to  his  country,  '  to  the  charity 
of  his  friends'  —  how  proudly,  even  as  his  opponent,  I 
could  have  clasped  his  hand  ;  and  if  he  had  wronged  ine 
in  private  life,  I  should  have  thought  it  ingratitude  to  the 
country  he  had  so  served,  to  remember  the  offence." 

Harley  turned  away  abruptly,  and  joined  Mr.  Dale. 
32* 
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*'  Leave  Leonard  to  go  home  by  himself;  you  see  that 
1  have  healed  whatever  wounds  I  inflicted  on  him." 

Parson.  —  And,  your  better  nature  thus  awakened,  I 
trust,  my  dear  lord,  that  you  have  altogether  abandoned 
the  idea  of 

Harley. — Revenge  ? — No.  And  if  you  do  not  approve 
that  revenge  to-morrow,  I  will  never  rest  till  I  have  seen 
you  —  a  bishop  I 

Mb.  Dale  (much  shocked). —  My  lord,  for  shame  1 

Harley  (seriously).  —  My  levity  is  but  lip-deep,  my 
dear  Mr.  Dale.  But  sometimes  the  froth  on  the  wave 
shows  the  change  in  the  tide. 

The  Parson  looked  at  him  earnestly,  and  then  seized 
him  by  both  hands  with  holy  gladness  and  affection. 

"  Return  to  the  park  now,"  said  Harley,  smiling,  "  and 
tell  Violante,  if  it  be  not  voo  late  to  see  her,  that  she  was 
even  more  eloquent  than  you." 

Lord  L'Estrange  bounded  forward. 

Mr.  Dale  walked  back  through  the  park  to  Lansmere 
House.  On  the  terrace  he  found  Randal,  who  was  still 
pacing  to  and  fro,  sometimes  in  the  starlight,  sometimes 
in  the  shadow. 

Leslie  looked  up,  and  seeing  Mr.  Dale,  the  close  astute- 
ness of  his  aspect  returned  ;  and  stepping  out  of  the  star- 
light deep  into  the  shadow,  he  said  — 

"  I  was  sorry  to  learn  that  Mr.  Fairfield  had  been  so 
hurt  by  Lord  L'Estrange's  severe  allusions.  Pity  that 
political  differences  should  interfere  with  private  friend 
ships  ;  but  I  hear  that  you  have  been  to  Mr.  Fairfield  — 
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and,  doubtless,  as  the  peacemaker.  Perhaps  you  met  Lord 
L'Estrange  by  the  way  ?  He  promised  me  that  he  would 
apologise  and  retract." 

**  Good  young  man,"  said  the  unsuspecting  Parson, 
**he  has  done  so." 

"And  Mr.  Leonard  Fairfield  will,  therefore,  I  presume, 
continue  the  contest  ? " 

"  Contest  —  ah,  this  election  I  I  suppose  so,  of  course. 
But  I  grieve  that  he  should  stand  against  you,  who  seem 
to  be  disposed  towards  him  so  kindly." 

*'  Oh,"  said  Randal,  with  a  benevolent  smile,  "  we  have 
fought  before,  you  know,  and  I  beat  him  then.  I  may  do 
BO  again  I " 

And  he  walked  into  the  house,  arm-in-arm  with  the 
Parson.  Mr.  Dale  sought  Violante  —  Leslie  retired  to  his 
own  room,  and  felt  his  election  was  secured. 

Lord  L'Estrange  had  gained  the  thick  of  the  streets — 
passing  groups  of  roaring  enthusiasts — Blue  and  Yellow 
— now  met  with  a  cheer — ^now  followed  by  a  groan.  Just 
by  a  public-house  that  formed  the  angle  of  a  lane  with  the 
High  Street,  and  which  was  all  a-blaze  with  light,  and  all 
alive  with  clamor,  he  beheld  the  graceful  Baron  leaning 
against  the  threshold,  smoking  his  cigar,  too  refined  to 
associate  its  divine  vapor  with  the  wreaths  of  shag  within, 
and  chatting  agreeably  with  a  knot  of  females,  who  were 
either  attracted  by  the  general  excitement,  or  waiting  to 
see  husband,  brother,  father,  or  son,  who  were  now  joining 
in  the  chorus  of  "  Blue  for  ever ! "  that  rang  from  tap-room 
to  attic  of  the  illumined  hostelry.     Levy,  seeing  Lord 
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L'Estrange,  withdrew  his  cigar  from  his  lips,  and  hastened 
to  join  him.  "All  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  are  in  there," 
said  the  Baron,  with  a  backward  significant  jerk  of  his 
thumb  towards  the  inn.  "  I  have  seen  them  all  privately, 
in  tens  at  a  time  ;  and  I  have  been  telling  the  ladies  with- 
out, that  it  will  be  best  for  the  interest  of  their  families  to 
go  home,  and  let  us  lock  up  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  safe 
from  the  Yellows,  till  we  bring  them  to  the  poll.  But  I 
am  afraid,"  continued  Levy,  "  that  the  rascals  are  not  to 
be  relied  upon  unless  I  actually  pay  them  beforehand ; 
and  that  would  be  disreputable,  immoral  —  and,  what  is 
more,  it  would  upset  the  election.  Besides,  if  they  are 
paid  beforehand,  query,  is  it  quite  sure  how  they  will  vote 
afterwards  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Avenel,  I  dare  say,  can  manage  them,"  said  Har- 
ley.  "  Pray  do  nothing  immoral,  and  nothing  that  will 
upset  the  election.     I  think  you  might  as  well  go  home. " 

"  Home  I  No,  pardon  me,  my  lord  ;  there  must  be  some 
head  to  direct  the  Committee,  and  keep  our  captains  at 
their  posts  upon  the  doubtful  electors.  A  great  deal  of 
mischief  may  be  done  between  this  and  the  morrow ;  and 
I  would  sit  up  all  night  —  ay,  six  nights  a  week  for  the 
next  three  mpnths  —  to  prevent  any  awkward  mistake  by 
which  Audley  Egerton  can  be  returned." 

*'  His  return  would  really  grieve  you  so  much  ?  "  said 
Harley. 

*'  You  may  judge  of  that  by  the  zeal  with  which  I  enter 
mto  all  your  designs." 

Here  there  was  a  sudden  and  wondrously  loud  shout 
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from  another  inn  —  a  Yellow  inn,  far  down  the  lane,  not 
BO  luminous  as  the  Blue  hostelry ;  on  the  contrary,  look- 
ing rather  dark  and  sinister,  more  like  a  place  for  conspi- 
rators or  felons  than  honest  independent  electors. — "Are- 
nel  for  ever  I  —  Avenel  and  the  Yellows!" 

"Excuse  me,  my  lord,  I  must  go  back  and  watch  over 
my  black  sheep,  if  I  would  hare  them  blue  I ''  said  Levy ; 
and  he  retreated  towards  the  threshold.  But  at  that  shout 
of  "  Avenel  for  ever  ! "  as  if  at  a  signal,  various  electors 
of  the  redoubted  Hundred  and  Fifty  rushed  from  the  Blue 
hostelry,  sweeping  past  Levy,  and  hurrying  down  the  lane 
to  the  dark  little  Yellow  inn,  followed  by  the  female  strag- 
glers, as  small  birds  follow  an  owl.  It  was  not,  however, 
very  easy  to  get  into  that  Yellow  inn.  Yellow  Reformers, 
eminent  for  their  zeal  on  behalf  of  purity  of  election,  were 
stationed  outside  the  door,  and  only  strained  in  one  can- 
didate for  admittance  at  a  time.  "After  all,"  thought  the 
Baron,  as  he  passed  into  the  principal  room  of  the  Blue 
tavern,  and  proposed  the  national  song  of  "  Rule  Britan- 
nia "  —  "  after  all,  Avenel  hates  Egerton  as  much  as  I  do, 
and  both  sides  work  to  the  same  end."  And  thrumming 
on  the  table,  he  joined,  with  a  fine  bass,  in  the  famous 

line. 

"For  Britons  never  will  be  slaves!" 

In  the  interim,  Harley  had  disappeared  within  the  "Lans- 
mere  Arms,"  which  was  the  head-quarters  of  the  Blue 
Committee.  Not,  however,  mounting  to  the  room  in  which 
a  few  of  the  more  indefatigable  were  continuing  their 
labors,  receiving  reports  from  scouts,  giving  orders,  laying 
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wagers,  and  very  muzzy  with  British  principles  and  spirits, 
Harley  called  aside  the  landlord,  and  inquired  if  the  stran- 
ger^  for  whom  rooms  had  been  prepared,  was  yet  arrived. 
An  affirmative  answer  was  given,  and  Hariey  followed  the 
host  up  a  private  stair,  to  a  part  of  the  house  remote  from 
the  rooms  devoted  to  the  purposes  of  the  election.  He 
remained  with  this  stranger  about  half  an  hour,  and  then 
walked  into  the  Committee-room,  got  rid  of  the  more  ex- 
cited, conferred  with  the  more  sober,  issued  a  few  brief 
directions  to  such  of  the  leaders  as  he  felt  he  could  most 
rely  upon,  and  returned  home  as  rapidly  as  he  had 
quitted  it* 

Dawn  was  grey  in  the  skies  when  Harley  sought  his 
own  chamber.  To  gain  it,  he  passed  by  the  door  of 
Violante's.  His  heart  suffused  with  grateful  ineffable 
tenderness,  he  paused  and  kissed  the  threshold.  When 
he  stood  within  his  room  (the  same  that  he  had  occupied 
in  his  early  youth,)  he  felt  as  if  the  load  of  years  were 
lifted  from  his  bosom.  The  joyous,  divine  elasticity  of 
spirit,  that  in  the  morning  of  life  springs  towards  the 
Future  as  a  bird  soars  into  heaven,  pervaded  his  whole 
sense  of  being.  A  Greek  poet  implies,  that  the  height  of 
bliss  is  the  sudden  relief  of  pain  :  there  is  a  nobler  bliss 
still  — the  rapture  of  the  conscience  at  the  sudden  release 
from  a  guilty  thought.  By  the  bedside  at  which  he  had 
knelt  in  boyhood,  Harley  paused  to  kneel  once  more. 
The  luxury  of  prayer,  interrupted  since  he  had  nourished 
schemes  of  which  his  passions  had  blinded  him  to  the  sin, 
but  which,  nevertheless,  he  dared  not  confess  to  the  Afl* 
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Merciful,  was  restored  to  him.  And  yet,  as  he  bowed 
his  knee,  the  elation  of  spirits  he  had  before  felt  forsook 
him.  The  sense  of  the  danger  his  soul  had  escaped  — 
the  full  knowledge  of  the  guilt  to  which  the  fiend  had 
tempted  —  came  dread  before  his  clearing  vision ;  he 
shuddered  in  horror  of  himself  And  he  who  but  a  few 
hours  before  had  deemed  it  so  impossible  to  pardon  his 
fellow-man,  now  felt  as  if  years  of  useful  and  beneficent 
deeds  could  alone  purify  his  own  repentant  soul  from  the 
memory  of  one  hateful  passion. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

But  while  Harley  had  thus  occupied  the  hours  of  night 
with  cares  for  the  living,  Audley  Egerton  had  been  in 
commune  with  the  dead.  He  had  taken  from  the  pile  of 
papers  amidst  which  it  had  fallen,  the  record  of  Nora^s 
silenced  heart.  With  a  sad  wonder  he  saw  how  he  had 
once  been  loved.  What  had  all  which  successful  ambi- 
tion had  bestowed  on  the  lonely  statesman  to  compensate 
for  the  glorious  empire  he  had  lost  —  such  realms  of  lovely 
fancy;  such  worlds  of  exquisite  emotion;  that -infinite 
which  lies  within  the  divine  sphere  that  unites  spiritual 
genius  with  human  love  ?  His  own  positive  and  earthly 
nature  attained,  for  the  first  time,  and  as  if  for  its  own 
punishment,  the  comprehension  of  that  loftier  and  more 
ethereal  visitant  from  the  heavens,  who  had  once  looked 
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mth  a  seraph's  smile  through  the  prison-bars  of  his  iron 
life  ;  — that  celestial  refinement  of  affection,  that  exuber- 
ance of  feeling  which  warms  into  such  varieties  of  beau- 
tiful idea,  under  the  breath  of  the  earth-beautifier,  Imagi- 
nation ;  —  all  from  which,  when  it  was  all  his  own,  he 
had  turned  half- weary  and  impatient,  and  termed  the  ex- 
aggerations of  a  visionary  romance  —  now  that  the  world 
had  lost  them  evermore,  he  interpreted  aright  as  truths. 
Truths  they  were,  although  illusions.  Even  as  the  phi- 
losopher tells  us  that  the  splendor  of  colors  which  deck 
the  univei'se  is  not  on  the  surface  whereon  we  think  to 
behold  it,  but  in  our  own  vision  ;  yet,  take  the  colors  from 
the  universe,  and  what  philosophy  can  assure  us  that  the 
universe  has  sustained  no  loss  ? 

But  when  Audley  came  to  that  passage  in  the  frag- 
ment which,  though  but  imperfectly,  explained  the  txue 
cause  of  Nora's  flight; — when  he  saw  how  Levy,  for 
what  purpose  he  was  unable  to  conjecture,  had  suggested 
to  his  bride  the  doubts  that  had  offended  him  —  asserted 
the  marriage  to  be  a  fraud  —  drawn  from  Audley 's  own 
brief  resentful  letters  to  Nora,  proof  of  the  assertion  — 
misled  so  naturally  the  young  wife's  scanty  experience  of 
actual  life,  and  maddened  one  so  seasitively  pure  into  the 
conviction  of  dishonor  —  his  brow  darkened,  and  his  hand 
clenched.  He  rose  and  went  at  once  to  Levy's  room. 
He  found  it  deserted  —  inquired  —  learned  that  Levy 
was  gone  forth,  and  had  left  word  he  might  not  be  at 
home  for  the  night.  Fortunate,  perhapg,  for  Audl^«— 
fortunate  for  the  Baron  —  that  they  did  not  then  msH. 
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Revenge,  in  spite  of  his  friend's  admonition,  might  at 
that  hour  have  been  as  potent  an  influence  on  Egerton 
as  it  had  been  on  Harley,  and  not,  as  with  the  latter,  to 
be  turned  aside. 

Audley  came  back  to  his  room  and  finished  the  tragic 
record.  He  traced  the  tremor  of  that  beloved  hand 
through  the  last  tortures  of  doubt  and  despair ;  —  he  saw 
where  the  hot  tears  had  fallen  ;  —  he  saw  where  the  hand 
had  paused,  the  very  sentence  not  concluded ;  —  mentally 
he  accompanied  his  fated  bride  in  the  dismal  journey  to 
her  maiden  home,  and  beheld  her  before  him  as  he  had 
last  seen,  more  beautiful  even  in  death  than  the  face  of 
living  women  had  ever  since  appeared  to  him  ;  — and  as 
he  bent  over  the  last  words,  the  blank  that  they  left  on 
the  leaf,  stretching  pale  beyond  the  quiver  of  the  cha- 
racters and  the  blister  of  the  tears  —  pale  and  blank  as 
the  void  which  departed  love  leaves  behind  it  —  he  felt 
his  heart  suddenly  stand  still,  its  course  arrested  as  the 
record  closed.  It  beat  again,  but  feebly  —  so  feebly  I 
His  breath  became  labor  and  pain,  his  sight  grew  dizzy. 
But  the  constitutional  firmness  and  fortitude  of  the  man 
clung  to  him  in  the  stubborn  mechanism  of  habit  —  his 
will  yet  fought  against  his  disease  —  life  rallied  as  the 
light  flickers  up  in  the  waning  taper. 

The  next  morning,  when  Harley  came  into  his  friend's 
room,  Egerton  was  asleep.  But  the  sleep  seemed  much 
disturbed  ;  the  breathing  was  hard  and  difficult ;  the  bed- 
clothes were  partially  thrown  off,  as  if  in  the  tossing  of 
disturbed  dreams ;   the  sinewy  strong   arm,  the   broad 
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athletic  breast,  were  partly  bare.  Strange  that  so  deadlj 
a  disease  within  should  leave  the  frame  such  apparent 
power  that,  to  the  ordinary  eye,  the  sleeping  sufferer 
seemed  a  model  of  healthful  vigor.  One  hand  was  thrust 
with  uneasy  straining  over  the  pillows  —  it  had  its  hold 
on  the  fatal  papers  ;  a  portion  of  the  leaves  was  visible ; 
and  where  the  characters  had  been  blurred  by  Nora's 
tears,  were  the  traces,  yet  moist,  of  tears  perhaps  more 
bitter. 

Harley  felt  deeply  affected  ;  and  while  lie  still  stood  by 
the  bed,  Egertop  sighed  heavily  and  woke.  He  stared 
round  him,  as  if  perplexed  and  confused-. —  till  his  eyes 
resting  on  Harley,  he  smiled  and  said  — 

"  So  early  I  Ah  —  I  remember,  it  is  the  day  for  our 
great  boat-race.  We  shall  have  the  current  against  us  ; 
but  you  and  I  together  —  when  did  we  ever  lose  ?  " 

Audley's  mind  was  wandering ;  it  had  gone  back  to 
the  old  Eton  days.  But  Harley  thought  that  he  spoke 
in  metaphorical  allusion  to  the  present  more  important 
contest. 

*'  True,  my  Audley  —  you  and  I  together  —  when  did 
we  ever  lose  ?  But  will  you  rise  ?  I  wish  you  would  be 
at  the  polling-place  to  shake  hands  with  your  voters  as 
they  come  up.  By  four  o'clock,  you  will  be  released,  and 
the  election  won.'' 

"  The  election  !  How  !  —  what  I "  —  said  Egerton,  re- 
covering himself.  "I  recollect  now.  Yes  —  I  accept 
this  last  kindness  from  you.  I  always  said  I  would  die 
in  harness.  PuBlic  life — I  have  no  other.  Ah,  I  dream 
again  1     Oh,  Harley  !  —  my  son  —  my  son  I " 
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"  You  shall  see  him  after  four  o'clock.  You  will  be 
•proud  of  each  other.  But  make  haste  and  dress.  Shall 
I  ring  the  bell  for  your  servant  ?  " 

"  Do,"  said  Egerton,  briefly,  and  sinking  back.  Harley 
quitted  the  room,  and  joined  Randal  and  some  of  the 
more  important  members  of  the  Blue  Committee,  who 
were  already  hurrying  over  their  breakfast. 

All  were  anxious*  and  nervous  except  Harley,  who  dip- 
ped his  dry  toast  into  his  coffee,  according  to  his  ordinary 
abstemious  Italian  habit,  with  serene  composure.  Randal 
in  vain  tried  for  an  equal  tranquillity.  But  though  sure 
of  his  election,  there  would  necessarily  follow  a  scene 
trying  to  the  nerve  of  his  hypocrisy.  He  would  have  to 
affect  profound  chagrin  in  the  midst  of  vile  joy  ;  have  to 
act  the  part  of  decorous  high-minded  soitow,  that  by 
some  untoward  chance  —  some  unaccountable  cross-split- 
ting, Randal  Leslie's  gain  should  be  Audley  Egerton's 
loss.  Besides,  he  was  flurried  in  the  expectation  of  see- 
ing the  Squire,  and  of  appropriating  the  money  which 
was  to  secure  the  dearest  object  of  his  ambition.  Break- 
fast was  soon  despatched.  The  Committee-men,  bustling 
for  their  hats,  and  looking  at  their  watches,  gave  the 
signal  for  departure  ;  yet  no  Squire  Hazeldean  had  made 
his  appearance.  Harley,  stepping  from  the  window  upon 
the  terrace,  beckoned  to  Randal,  who  took  his  hat  and 
followed. 

"  Mr.  Leslie,"  said  Harley,  leaning  against  the  balus- 
trade, and  carelessly  patting  Nero's  rough  honest  head, 
"  you  remember  that  you  were  good  enough  to  volunteer 
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to  rae  the  explanation  of  certain  circamstanees  in  con- 
nection with  the  Count  di  Peschiera,  which  you  gave  to 
the  Duke  di  Serrano ;  and  I  replied  that  my  thoughts 
were  at  present  engaged  on  the  election,  but  as  soon  as 
that  was  over,  I  should  be  very  willing  to  listen  to  any 
communications  affecting  yourself  and  my  old  friend  the 
Duke,  with  which  you  might  be  pleased  to  favor  me. " 

This  address  took  Randal  by  surprise,  and  did  not 
tend  to  calm  his  nerves.     However,  he  replied  readily : 

"  Upon  that,  as  upon  any  other  matter  that  may  in 
fluence  the  judgment  you  form  of  rae,  I  shall  be  but  too 
eager  to  remove  a  single  doubt  that,  in  your  eyes,  can 
rest  upon  ray  honor." 

'*  You  speak  exceedingly  well,  Mr.  Leslie  ;  no  man  can 
express  himself  more  handsomely ;  and  I  will  claim  your 
promise  with  the  less  scruple,  because  the  Duke  is  power- 
fully affected  by  the  reluctance  of  his  daughter  to  rati^ 
the  engagement  that  binds  his  honor,  in  case  your  own 
is  indisputably  cleared.  I  may  boast  of  some  influence 
over  the  young  lady,  since  I  assisted  to  save  her  from  the 
infamous  plot  of  Peschiera ;  and  the  Duke  urges  me  to 
receive  your  explanation,  in  the  belief  that,  if  it  satisfy 
me,  as  it  has  satisfied  him,  I  may  conciliate  his  child  in 
favor  of  the  addresses  of  a  suitor  who  would  have  hazarded 
his  very  life  against  so  redoubted  a  duellist  as  Peschiera." 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  replied  Randal,  bowing,  "  I  shall 
indeed  owe  you  much  if  you  ca  i  remove  that  reluctance 
on  the  part  of  my  betrothed  bride,  which  alone  clouds 
my  happiness,  and  which  would  at  once  put  an  end  to  mj 
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Buit,  did  I  not  ascribe  it  to  an  imperfect  knowledge  of 
myself,  which  I  shall  devote  my  life  to  improve  into  con 
fidence  and  affection." 

"  No  man  can  speak  more  handsomely,"  reiterated 
Harley,  as  if  with  profound  admiration ;  and  indeed  he 
did  eye  Randal  as  we  eye  some  rare  curiosity.  "  I  am 
happy  to  inform  you  too,"  continued  L'Estrange,  "  that 
if  your  marriage  with  the  Duke  of  Serrano's  daughter 
take  place " 

"///"  echoed  Randal. 

"  I  beg  pardon  for  making  an  hypothesis  of  what  you 
ijlaim  the  right  to  esteem  a  certainty  —  I  correct  my  ex- 
pression ;  when  your  marriage  with  that  young  lady  takes 
place,  you  will  at  least  escape  the  rock  on  which  many 
young  men  of  ardent  affections  have  split  at  the  onset  of 
the  grand  voyage.  You  will  form  no  imprudent  connec- 
tion. In  a  word,  I  received  yesterday  a  despatch  from 
Vienna,  which  contains  the  full  pardon  and  formal  resto- 
ration 'of  Alphonso  Duke  di  Serrano.  And  I  may  add, 
that  the  Austrian  government  (sometimes  misunderstood 
in  this  country)  is  bound  by  the  laws  it  administers,  and 
can  in  no  way  dictate  to  tne  Duke,  once  restored,  as  to 
the  choice  of  his  son-in-law,  or  as  to  the  heritage  that 
may  devolve  on  his  child." 

*'And  does  the  Duke  yet  know  of  his  recall  ?  "  exclaimed 
Randal,  his  cheek  flushed  and  his  eye  sparkling. 

'*  No.  I  reserve  that  good  news,  with  other  matters, 
till  after  the  election  is  over.  But  Egerton  keeps  us  wait- 
ing sadly.     Ah,  here  comes  his  valet." 
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Audley's  servant  approached.  "  Mr.  Egerton  feels  him- 
self rather  more  poorly  than  usual,  my  lord  ;  he  begs  you 
will  excuse  iiis  going  with  you  into  the  town  at  present. 
He  will  come  later  if  his  presence  is  absolutely  necessary." 

"  No.  Pray  tell  him  to  rest  and  nurse  himself.  I  should 
have  liked  him  to  witness  his  own  triumph  —  that  is  all. 
Say  I  will  represent  him  at  the  polling-place.  Gentle- 
men, are  you  ready?     We  will  go  on." 

The  polling-booth  was  erected  in  the  centre  of  the 
market-place.  The  voting  had  already  commenced  ;  and 
Mr.  Avenel  and  Leonard  were  already  at  their  posts,  in 
order  to  salute  and  thank  the  voters  in  their  cause  who 
passed  before  them.  Randal  and  L'Estrange  ^entered 
the  booth  amidst  loud  hurrahs,  and  to  the  national  air  of 
"See  the  Conquering  Hero  comes."  The  voters  defiled 
in  quick  succession.  Those  who  voted  entirely  according 
to  principle  or  color  —  which  came  to  much  the  same 
thing — and  were  therefore  above  what  is  termed  "  manage- 
ment," flocked  in  first,  voting  straight-forwardly  for  both 
Blues  or  both  Yellows.  At  the  end  of  the  first  half- 
hour,  the  Yellows  were  about  ten  ahead  of  the  Blues. 
Then  sundry  split  votes  began  to  perplex  conjecture  as 
to  the  result ;  and  Randal,  at  the  end  of  the  first  hour, 
had  fifteen  majority  over  Audley  Egerton,  two  over  Dick 
Avenel  —  Leonard  Fairfield  heading  the  poll  by  five. 
Randal  owed  his  place  in  the  lists  to  the  voters  that 
Harley's  personal  efforts  had  procured  for  him  ;  and  he 
was  well  pleased  to  see  that  Lord  L'Estrange  had  not 
withdrawn  from  him  a  single  promise  so  obtained      Thi« 
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augured  well  for  Harley's  ready  belief  in  his  appointed 
"explanations."  In  short,  the  whole  election  seemed 
going  just  as  he  had  calculated.  But  by  twelve  o'clock, 
there  were  some  changes  in  the  relative  position  of  the 
candidates.  —  Dick  Avenel  had  gradually  gained  ground 

—  passing  Randal,  passing  even  Leonard.  He  stood  at 
the  head  of  the  poll  by  a  majority  of  ten.  Randal  came 
next.  Audley  was  twenty  behind  Randal,  and  Leonard 
four  behind  Audley. 

More  than  half  the  constituency  had  polled,  but  none 
of  the  Committee  on  either  side,  nor  one  of  the  redoubted 
corps  of  a  Hundred  and  Fifty. 

The  poll  now  slackened  sensibly.  Randal,  looking 
round,  and  longing  for  an  opportunity  to  ask  Dick  whether 
he  really  meant  to  return  himself  instead  of  his  nephew, 
saw  that  Harley  had  disappeared ;  and  presently  a  note 
was  brought  to  him  requesting  his  presence  in  the  Com- 
mittee-room.    Thither  he  hastened. 

As  he  forced  his  way  through  the  bystanders  in  the 
lobby,  towards  the  threshold  of  the  room,  Levy  caught 
hold  of  him  and  whispered  —  "They  begin  to  fear  for 
Egerton.  They  want  a  compromise  in  order  to  secure 
him.  They  will  propose  to  you  to  resign,  if  Avenel  will 
withdraw  Leonard.  Don't  be  entrapped.  L'Estrange 
may  put  the  question  to  you  ;  but — a  word  in  your  ear 

—  he  would  be  glad  enough  to  throw  over  Egerton. 
Rely  upon  this,  and  stand  firm." 

Randal  made  no  answer,  but,  the  crowd  giving  way  for 
him,  entered  the  room.     Levy  followed.    The  doors  were 
II.  3f 
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instantly  closed.  All  the  Blue  Committee  were  assem- 
bled. They  looked  heated,  anxious,  eager.  Lord  L'Es- 
trange,  alone  calm  and  cool,  stood  at  the  head  of  the  long 
table.  Despite  his  composure,  Harley's  brow  was  thought- 
ful. "Yes,"  said  he  to  himself,  "I  will  give  this  young 
man  the  fair  occasion  to  prove  gratitude  to  his  benefac- 
tor ;  and  if  he  here  acquit  himself,  I  will  spare  him  at 
least  public  exposure  of  his  deceit  to  others.  So  young, 
he  must  have  some  good  in  him  —  at  least  towards  the 
man  to  whom  he  owes  all." 

"Mr.  Leslie,"  said  L'Estrange,  aloud,  "you  see  the 
state  of  the  poll.  Our  Committee  believe  that,  if  you 
continue  to  stand,  Egerton  must  be  beaten.  They  fear 
that,  Leonard  Fairfield  having  little  chance,  the  Yellows 
will  not  waste  their  second  votes  on  him,  but  will  transfer 
them  to  you,  in  order  to  keep  out  Egerton.  If  you  retire, 
Egerton  will  be  safe.  There  is  reason  to  suppose  that 
Leonard  would,  in  that  case,  also  be  withdrawn." 

"  You  can  hope  and  fear  nothing  more  from  Egerton," 
whispered  Levy.  "  He  is  utterly  ruined ;  and,  if  he  lose, 
will  sleep  in  a  prison.     The  bailifiPs  are  waiting  for  him." 

Randal  was  still  silent,  and  at  that  silence  an  indignant 
murmur  ran  through  the  more  influential  members  of  the 
Committee.  For,  thjough  Audley  was  not  personally 
very  popular,  still  a  candidate  so  eminent  was  necessarily 
their  first  object,  and  they  would  seem  very  small  to  the 
Yellows  if  their  great  man  was  defeated  by  the  very 
candidate  introduced  to  aid  him  —  a  youth  unknown. 
Vanity  and  patriotism  both  swelled  that  murmur.     "  Yon 
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dwe,  young  sir,"  cried  a  rich  blunt  master-butcher,  "thai- 
it  was  an  honorable  understanding  that  Mr.  Egerton  was 
to  be  safe.  You  had  no  claim  on  us,  except  as  fighting 
second  to  him.  And  we  are  all  astonished  that  you  don't 
say  at  once,  '  Save  Egerton,  of  course.'  Excuse  ray  free 
dom,  sir.     No  time  for  palaver. '^ 

"  Lord  L'Estrange,"  said  Randal,  turning  mildly  from 
the  butcher^  "do  you,  as  the  first  here  in  rank  and  in- 
fluence, and  as  Mr.  Egerton's  especial  friend,  call  upon 
me  to  sacrifice  my  election,  and  what  appear  to  be  the  in- 
clinations of  the  majority  of  the  constituents,  in  order  to 
obtain  what  is,  after  all,  a  doubtful  chance  of  returning 
Mr.  Egerton  in  my  room  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  call  upon  you,  Mr.  Leslie.  It  is  a  matter 
of  feeling  or  of  honor,  which  a  gentleman  can  very  well 
decide  for  himself 

"  Was  any  such  compact  made  between  your  lordship 
and  myself,  when  you  first  gave  me  your  interest  and 
canvassed  for  me  in  person  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not.  Gentlemen,  be  silent.  No  such  com- 
pact was  mentioned  by  me." 

"  Neither  was  it  by  Mr.  Egerton.  Whatever  might  be 
the  understanding  spoken  of  by  the  respected  elector  who 
addressed  me,  T  was  no  party  to  it.  I  am  persuaded 
that  Mr.  Egerton  is  the  last  person  who  would  wish  to 
owe  his  election  to  a  trick  upon  the  electors  in  the  midst 
of  the  polling,  and  to  what  the  world  would  consider  a 
very  unhandsome  treatment  of  myself,  upon  whom  all  the 
toil  of  the  canvass  has  devolved. 
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Again  the  murmur  rose ;  but  Randal  had  an  air  so  de- 
termined, that  it  quelled  resentment,  and  obtained  a  con- 
tinued, though  most  chilling  and  half-contemptuous  hir- 
ing. 

''Nevertheless,"  resumed  Randal,  "I  would  at  once 
retire,  were  I  not  under  the  firm  persuasion  that  I  shall 
convince  all  present,  who  now  seem  to  condemn  me,  that 
I  act  precisely  according  to  Mr.  Egerton^€  own  private 
inclinations.  That  gentleman,  in  fact,  has  never  been 
amongst  you  —  has  not  canvassed  in  person  —  has  taken 
no  trouble,  beyond  a  speech,  that  was  evidently  meant  to 
be  but  a  general  defence  of  his  past  political  career. 
What  does  this  mean  ?  Simply  that  his  standing  has 
been  merely  a  form,  to  comply  with  the  wish  of  his  party, 
against  his  own  desire." 

The  Committee-men  looked  at  each  other  amazed  and 
doubtful.  Randal  saw  he  had  gained  an  advantage  ;  he 
pursued  it  with  a  tact  and  att  ability  which  showed  that,  in 
spite  of  his  mere  oratorical  deficiencies,  he  had  in  him  the 
elements  of  a  dexterous  debater.  "  I  will  be  plain  with 
you,  gentlemen.  My  character,  my  desire  to  stand  well 
with  you  all,  oblige  me  to  be  so.  Mr.  Egerton  does  not 
wish  to  come  into  Parliament  at  present.  His  health  is 
much  broken ;  his  private  affairs  need  all  his  time  and 
attention.  I  am,  I  may  say,  as  a  son  to  him.  He  is 
most  anxious  for  my  success;  Lord  L'Estrange  told  me 
but  last  night,  very  truly,  *  more  anxious  for  my  success 
than  his  own.*  Nothing  could  please  him  more  than  to 
think  I  were  serving  in  Parliament,  however  humbly, 
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those  great  interests  which  neither  health  nor  leisure  will, 
in  this  momentous  crisis,  allow  himself  to  defend  with  his** 
wonted  energy.  Later,  indeed,  no  doubt,  he  will  seek  re- 
turn to  an  arena  in  which  he  is  so  distinguished ;  and 
when  the  popular  exciiement,  which  produces  the  popular 
injustice  of  the  day,  is  over,  what  constituency  will  not 
be  proud  to  return  such  a  man  ?  In  support  and  proof 
of  what  I  have  thus  said,  I  now  appeal  to  Mr.  Egerton's 
own  agent  —  a  gentleman  who,  in  spite  of  his  vast  fortune 
and  the  rank  he  holds  in  society,  has  consented  to  act 
gratuitously  on  behalf  of  that  great  statesman.  I  ask- 
you,  then,  respectfully.  Baron  Levy  —  is  not  Mr.  Eger- 
ton's  health  much  broken,  and  in  need  of  rest  ?  " 

"It  is,"  said  Levy. 

"  And  do  not  his  affairs  necessitate  his  serious  and  un- 
divided attention  ?  " 

"  They  do,  indeed,"  quoth  the  Baron.  "  Gentlemen,  I 
have  nothing  to  urge  in  behalf  of  my  distinguished  friend 
as  against  the  statement  of  his  adopted  son,  Mr.  Leslie." 

"  Then  all  I  can  say,"  cried  the  butcher,  striking  his 
huge  fist  on  the  table,  "  is,  that  Mr.  Egerton  has  behaved 
d d  unhandsome  to  us,  and  we  shall  be  the  laughing- 
stock of  the  borough." 

"Softly,  softly,"  said  Harley.  "There  is  a  knock  at 
the  door  behind.     Excuse  me." 

Harley  quitted  the  room,  but  only  for  a  minute  er  two. 
On  his  return  he  addressed  himself  to  Randal. 

"  Are  we  then  to  understand,  Mr.  Leslie,  that  your  in- 
tention is  not  to  resign  ? " 
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**  Unless  your  lordship  actually  urge  me  to  the  contrary, 
I  should  say,  '  Let  the  election  go  on,  and  all  take  oar 
chance.'  This  seems  to  me  the  fair,  manly,  English 
fgreat  emphasis  on  the  last  adjective),  honorable  course." 

"  Be  it  so,"  replied  Harley ;  "  *  let  all  take  their  chance.* 
Mr.  Leslie,  we  will  no  longer  detain  you.  Go  back  to  the 
polling-place  —  one  of  the  candidates  should  be  present : 
and  you,  Baron  Levy,  be  good  enough  to  go  also,  and 
return  thanks  to  those  who  may  yet  vote  for  Mr.  Egerton." 

Levy  bowed,  and  went  out  arm-in-arm  with  Randal. 

"  Capital,  capital,"  said  the  Baron.  *'  You  have  a  won- 
derful head." 

*'  I  did  not  like  L'Estrange's  look,  nevertheless.  But 
he  can't  hurt  me  now ;  the  votes  he  got  for  me  instead 
of  for  Egerton  have  already  polled.  The  Committee,  in- 
deed, may  refuse  to  vote  for  me  ;  but  then  there  is  AvenePs 
body  of  reserve.  Yes,  the  election  is  virtually  over.  When 
we  get  back,  Hazeldean  will  have  arrived  with  the  money 
for  the  purchase  of  my  ancestral  property  ;  — Dr.  Ricca- 
bocca  is  already  restored  to  the  estates  and  titles  of  Ser- 
rano ;  —  what  do  I  care  farther  for  Lord  L'Estrange  ? 
Still,  I  do  not  like  his  look." 

"  Pooh,  you  have  done  just  what  he  wished.  I  am  for- 
bidden to  say  more.  Here  we  are  at  the  booth.  A  new 
placard  since  we  left.  How  are  the  numbers  ?  Avenel 
forty  ahead  of  you  ;  you  thirty  above  Egerton  ;  and  Leo- 
nard Fairfield  still  last  on  the  poll.  But  where  are  Avenel 
and  Fairfield?" 

Both  these  candidates  had  disaj)i>eiired,  perhaps  gone 
to  theiv  own  Committee-room.  r-         i 
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Meanwhile,  as  soon  as  the  doors  had  closed  on  Randal 
and  the  Baron,  in  the  midst  of  the  angry  hubbub  succeed- 
ing to  their  departure,  Lord  L'Estrange  sprang  upon  the 
table.     The  action  and  his  look  stilled  every  sound. 

"  Gentlemen,  it  is  in  our  hands  to  return  one  of  oui 
candidates,  and  to  make  our  own  choice  between  the  two. 
You  have  heard  Mr.  Leslie  and  Baron  Levy.  To  their 
statement  I  make  but  this  reply  —  Mr.  Egerton  is  needed 
by  the  country ;  and  whatever  his  health  or  his  affairs,  he 
is  ready  to  respond  to  that  call.  If  he  has  not  canvassed 
—  if  he  does  not  appear  before  you  at  this  moment,  the 
services  of  more  than  twenty  years  plead  for  him  in  hia 
stead.  Which,  then,  of  the  two  candidates  do  you  choose 
as  your  member  —  a  renowned  statesman,  or  a  beardless 
boy?  Both  have  ambition  and  ability; — the  one  has 
identified  those  qualities  with  the  history  of  a  country, 
and  (as  it  is  now  alleged  to  his  prejudice)  with  a  devotion 
that  has  broken  a  vigorous  frame  and  injured  a  princely 
fortune.  The  other  evinces  his  ambition  by  invitiug  you 
to  prefer  him  to  his  benefactor ;  and  proves  his  ability  by 
the  excuses  he  makes  for  ingratitude.  Choose  between 
the  two  —  an  Egerton  or  a  Leslie." 

"  Egerton  for  ever  I "  cried  all  the  assembly,  as  with  a 
single  voice,  followed  by  a  hiss  for  Leslie. 

"But,"  said  a  grave  and  prudent  Committee-man, 
*'have  we  really  the  choice  ?  —  Does  not  that  rest  with 
the  Yellows  ?     Is  not  your  lordship  too  sanguine  ?  " 

"  Open  that  door  behind ;  a  deputation  from  our  oppo- 

IV.  — 34 
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nents  waits  in  the  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage. 
Admit  them." 

The.  Committee  were  hushed  in  breathless  silence  while 
Harley's  order  was  obeyed.  And  soon,  to  their  great  sur- 
prise, Leonard  Fairfield  himself,  attended  by  six  of  the 
principal  members  of  the  Yellow  party,  entered  the  room. 
Lord  L'Estrange.  — You  have  a  proposition  to  make 
to  us,  Mr.  Fairfield,  on  behalf  of  yourself  and  Mr.  Avenel, 
and  with  the  approval  of  your  committee  ? 

Leonard  (advancing  to  the  table). — I  have.  We  are 
convinced  that  neither  party  can  carry  both  its  candidates. 
Mr.  Avenel  is  safe.  The  only  question  is,  which  of  the 
two  candidates  on  your  side  it  best  becomes  the  honor  of 
this  constituency  to  select.  My  resignation,  which  I  am 
about  to  tender,  will  free  sufficient  votes  to  give  the 
triumph  either  to  Mr.  Egerton  or  Mr.  Leslie. 

"  Egerton  for  ever  I "  cried  once  more  the  excited  Blues. 
"  Yes  —  Egerton  for  ever  !  "  said  Leonard,  with  a  glow 
upon  his  cheek.  "  We  may  differ  from  his  politics,  but 
who  can  tell  us  those  of  Mr.  Leslie  ?  We  may  differ  from 
the  politician,  but  who  would  not  feel  proud  of  the 
senator  ?  A  great  and  incalculable  advantage  is  be- 
stowed on  that  constituency  which  returns  to  Parliament 
a  distinguished  man.  His  distinction  ennobles  the  place 
he  represents  —  it  sustains  public  spirit  —  it  augments  the 
manly  interest  in  all  that  affects  the  nation.  Every  time 
his  voice  hushes  the  assembled  Parliament,  it  reminds  us 
of  our  common  country  ;  and  even  the  discussion  amongst 
his  constituents  which  his  voice  provokes  —  clears  their 
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perceptions  of  the  public  interest,  and  enlightens  them- 
selves, from  the  intellect  which  commands  their  interest, 
and  compels  their  attention.  Egerton,  then,  for  ever  * 
If  our  party  must  subscribe  to  the  return  of  one  oppo- 
nent, let  all  unite  to  select  the  worthiest.  My  Lord  L'Es- 
trange,  when  I  quit  this  room,  it  will  be  to  announce  my 
resignation,  and  to  solicit  those  who  have  promised  me 
their  votes  to  transfer  them  to  Mr.  Audley  Egerton." 

Amidst  the  uproarious  huzzas  which  followed  this 
speech,  Leonard  drew  n«ar  to  Harley !  "  My  Lord,  I 
have  obeyed  your  wishes,  as  conveyed  to  me  by  my  uncle, 
who  is  engaged  at  this  moment  elsewhere  in  carrying  them 
into  effect." 

'*  Leonard,"  said  Harley,  in  the  same  under-tone,  "  you 
have  insured  to  Audley  Egerton  what  you  alone  could  do 
—  the  triumph  over  a  perfidious  dependant  —  the  con- 
tinuance of  the  sole  career  in  which  he  has  hitherto  found 
the  solace  or  the  zest  of  life.  He  must  thank  you  with 
his  own  lips.  Come  to  the  tark  after  the  close  of  the 
poll.  There  and  then  shall  the  explanations  yet  needful 
to  both  be  given  and  received." 

Here  Harley  bowed  to  the  assembly  and  raised  his 
voice  :  "  Gentlemen,  yesterday,  at  the  nomination  of  the 
candidates,  I  uttered  remarks  that  have  justly  pained  Mr. 
Fairfield.  In  your  presence  I  wholly  retract  and  frankly 
apologise  for  them.  In  your  presence  I  entreat  his  for- 
giveness, and  say,  that  if  he  will  accord  me  his  friendship, 
I  will  place  him  in  my  esteem  and  affection  side  by  side 
with  the  statesman  whom  he  has  given  to  his  country." 
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Leonard  grasped  the  hand  extended  to  him  with  both 
his  own,  and  then,  overcome  by  his  emotions,  hurried  from 
the  room  ;  while  Blues  and  Yellows  exchanged  greetings, 
rejoiced  in  the  compromise  that  would  dispel  all  party 
irritation,  secure  the  peace  of  the  borough,  and  allow 
quiet  men,  who  had  detested  each  other  the  day  before, 
and  vowed  reciprocal  injuries  to  trade  and  custom,  the 
indulgence  of  all  amiable  and  fraternal  feelings  —  until  the 
next  general  election. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  polling  had  gone  on  slowly  as 
before,  but  still  to  the  advantage  of  Randal.  "  Not  two- 
thirds  of  the  constituency  will  poll,"  murmured  Levy, 
looking  at  his  watch.  "The  thing  is  decided.  Aha, 
Audley  Egerton  !  you  who  once  tortured  me  with  the 
unspeakable  jealousy  that  bequeaths  such  implacable  hate 

—  you  who  scorned  my  society,  and  called  me  *  scoundrel  * 

—  disdainful  of  the  very  power  your  folly  placed  within 
my  hands  —  aha,  your  time  is  up  1  —  and  the  spirit  that 
administered  to  your  own  destruction,  strides  within  the 
circle  to  seize  its  prey." 

"You  shall  have  my  first  frank.  Levy,"  said  Randal, 
"  to  enclose  your  letter  to  Mr.  Thornhill's  solicitor.  This 
affair  of  the  election  is  over ;  we  must  now  look  to  what 
else  rests  on  our  hands." 

"  What  the  devil  is  that  placard  ?  "  cried  Levy,  turning 
pale. 

Randal  looked,  and  right  up  the  market-place,  followed 
by  an  immense  throng,  moved,  high  over  the  heads  of  all, 
a  Yellow  Board  that  seemed  marching  through  the  air. 
comet-like :  — 
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Two  6*clocky  p.  w. 
RESIGNATION    OF    FAIRFIELD! 


YELLOWS! 

VOTE    FOR 

AVENEL    AND    EGERTON! 

(Signed)  TIMOTHY  ALL  JACK. 

Yellow  Committee  Room. 

"  What  infernal  treachery  is  this  ?  "  cried  Randal,  livid 
with  honest  indignation. 

"  Wait  a  moment ;  there  is  Avenel  I "  exclaimed  Levy  ; 
and  at  the  head  of  another  procession  that  emerged  from 
the  obscnrer  lanes  of  the  town,  walked,  with  grave  majesty, 
the  surviving  Yellow  candidate.  Dick  disappeared  for  a 
moment  within  a  grocer's  shop  in  the  broadest  part  of 
the  place,  and  then  culminated,  at  the  height  of  a  balcony 
on  the  first  story,  just  above  an  enormous  yellow  canister, 
significant  of  the  profession  and  the  politics  of  the  house- 
holder. No  sooner  did  Dick,  hat  in  hand,  appear  on  this 
rostrum,  than  the  two  processions  halted  below,  bands 
ceased,  flags  drooped  round  their  staves,  crowds  rushed 
within  hearing,  and  even  the  poll-clerks  sprang  from  the 
booth.  Randal  and  Levy  themselves  pressed  into  the 
throng.    Dick  on  the  balcony  was  the  Deus  ex  MacJiind. 

"  Freemen  and  electors  ! "  said  Dick,  with  his  most 
sonorous  accents  —  "finding  that  the  public  opinion  of 
this  independent  and  enlightened  constituency  is  so  evenly 
divided,  that  only  one  Yellow  candidate  can  be  returned, 
and  only  one  Blue  has  a  chance,  it  was  my  intention  last 
34*  2  a  n         \ 
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night  to  retire  from  the  contest,  and  thus  put  an  end  to 
all  bickerings  and  ill-blood  —  (Hold  your  tongues  there, 
can't  you  !)  —  I  say  honestly,  I  should  have  preferred  the 
return  of  my  distinguished  and  talented  young  neTphew  — 
honorable  relation  —  to  ray  own  ;  but  he  would  not  hear 
of  it ;  and  talked  all  our  Committee  into  the  erroneous 
but  high-minded  notion,  that  the  toWn  would  cry  shame 
if  the  nephew  rode  into  Parliament  by  breaking  the  back 
of  the  uncle."  (Loud  cheers  from  the  mob,  and  partial 
cries  of  "  We'll  have  you  both  ! ") 

"  You'll  do  no  such  thing,  and  you  know  it ;  hold  your 
jaw,"  resumed  Dick,  with  imperious  good-humor.  "  Let 
me  go  on,  can't  you? — time  presses.  In  a  word,  my 
nephew  resolved  to  retire,  if,  at  two  o'clock  this  day,  there 
was  no  chance  of  returning  both  of  us  ;  and  there  is  none. 
Now,  then,  the  next  thing  for  the  Yellows,  who  have  not 
yet  voted,  is  to  consider  how  they  will  give  their  second 
votes.  If  I  had  been  the  man  to  retire,  why,  for  certain 
reasons,  I  should  have  recommended  them  to  split  with 
Leslie  —  a  clever  chap,  and  pretty  considerable  sharp  " 

"Hear,  hear,  hear!"  cried  the  Baron,  lustily. 

"  But  I'm  bound  to  say  that  my  nephew  has  an  opinion 
of  his  own — as  an  independent  Britisher,  let  him  be  twice 
your  nephew,  ought  to  have ;  and  his  opinion  goes  the 
other  way,  end  so  does  that  of  our  Committee." 

"  Sold  I "  cried  the  Baron  ;  and  some  of  the  crowd  shook 
their  heads,  and  looked  grave — especially  those  suspected 
of  a  wish  to  be  bought. 

"Sold  !  — pretty  fellow  you,  with  the  nosegay  in  yonr 
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buttou-hole,  to  talk  of  selling  I  You  who  wanted  t  j  sell 
your  own  client  —  and  you  know  it.  [Levy  recoiled.] 
Wby,  gentlemen,  that's  Levy,  the  Jew,  who  talks  of  seL- 
ing  I  And  if  he  asperses  the  character  of  this  constituency, 
I  stknd  here  to  defend  it :  and  there  stands  the  parish 
pump,  with  a  handle  for  the  arm  of  Honesty,  and  a  spout 
for  the  lips  of  Falsehood ! " 

At  the  close  of  this  magniloquent  period,  borrowed,  no 
doubt,  from  some  great  American  orator.  Baron  Levy 
involuntarily  retreated  towards  the  shelter  of  the  polling- 
booth,  followed  by  some  irowning  Yellows,  with  very 
menacing  gestures. 

*'  But  the  calumniator  sneaks  away ;  leave  him  to  the 
reproach  of  his  conscience,"  resumed  Dick,  with  a  gener- 
ous magnanimity. 

"  Sold  !  [the  word  rang  through  the  place  like  the 
blast  of  a  trumpet]  —  Sold  !  No,  believe  me,  not  a  man 
who  votes  for  Egerton  instead  of  Fairfield  will,  so  far  as 
I  am  concerned,  be  a  penny  the  better  [chilling  silence] 
— or  [with  a  scarce  perceivable  wink  towards  the  anxious 
faces  of  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  who  filled  the  background] 
— or  a  penny  the  worse.  [Loud  cheers  from  the  Hundred 
ind  Fifty,  and  cries  of  '  Noble  I ']  I  don't  like  the  politics 
of  Mr.  Egerton.  But  I  am  not  only  a  politician  —  I  am 
i  MAN  I  The  arguments  of  our  respected  Committee  — 
persons  in  business,  tender  husbands,  and  devoted  fathers 
—  have  weight  with  me.  I  myself  am  a  husband  and  a 
father.  If  a  needless  contest  be  prolonged  to  the  last, 
with  all  the  irritations  it  engenders,  who  sufl'er  ?  —  why, 
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the  tradesman  and  the  operative.  Partially,  I088  of  cua* 
torn,  tyrannical  demands  for  house-rent,  notices  to  quit — 
in  a  word,  the  screw  I " 

"  Hear,  hear  ! "  and  **  Give  us  the  Ballot ! " 
"  The  Ballot — with  all  my  heart,  if  I  had  it  about  me  ! 
And  if  we  had  the  Ballot,  I  should  like  to  see  a  man  dare  , 
to  vote  Blue.  [Loud  cheers  from  the  Yellows.]  But, 
as  we  have  not  f?ot  it,  we  must  think  of  our  families.  And 
I  may  add,  that  though  Mr.  Egerton  may  come  again  into 
office,  yet  [added  Dick,  solemnly]  I  will  do  my  best,  as 
his  colleague,  to  keep  him  straight;  and  your  own  en- 
lightenment (for  the  schoolmaster  is  abroad)  will  show 
him  that  no  minister  can  brave  public  opinion,  nor  quarrel 
with  his  own  bread  and  butter.  [Much  cheering.]  In 
these  times  the  aristocracy  must  endear  themselves  to  the 
middle  and  working  class ;  and  a  member  in  office  has 
much  to  give  away  in  the  Stamps  and  Excise,  in  the 
Customs,  the  Post  Office,  and  other  State  departments  in 
this  rotten  old  - 1  mean  this  magnificent  empire  —  by 
which  he  can  benefit  his  constituents,  and  reconcile  the 
prerogatives  of  aristocracy  with  the  claims  of  the  people 
— more  especially  in  this  case,  the  people  of  the  borough 
of  Lansmere.     [Hear,  hear.] 

"  And  therefore,  sacrificing  party  inclinations  (since  it 
seems  that  I  can  in  no  way  promote  them)  on  the  Altai 
of  General  Good  Feeling,  I  cannot  oppose  the  resignation 
of  my  nephew  —  honorable  relation  —  nor  blind  ray  eyes 
to  the  advantages  that  may  result  to  a  borough  so  im- 
portant to  the  nation  at  large,  if  the  electors  think  fit  to 
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choose  my  Right  Honorable  broth  —  I  mean  the  Right 
Honorable  Blue  candidate  —  as  my  brother  colleagae 
^ot  that  I  presume  to  dictate,  or  express  a  wish  one  way 
or  the  other  —  only,  as  a  Family  Man,  I  say  to  you. 
Electors  and  Freemen,  having  served  your  country  in  re- 
turning me,  you  have  nobly  won  the  right  to  think  of  the 
little  ones  at  home." 

Dick  put  his  hand  to  his  heart,  bowed  gracefully,  and 
retired  from  the  balcony  amidst  unanimous  applause. 

In  three  minutes  more,  Dick  had  resumed  his  place  in 
the  booth  in  his  quality  of  candidate.  A  rush  of  Yellow 
electors  poured  in,  hot  and  fast.  Up  came  Emanuel  Trout, 
and,  in  a  firm  voice,  recorded  his  vote  —  *'  Avenel  and 
Egerton."  Every  man  of  the  Hundred  and  Fifty  so  polled. 
To  each  question,  *' Whom  do  you  vote  for  ?"  "Avenel 
and  Egerton  "  knelled  on  the  ears  of  Randal  Leslie  with 
**  damnable  iteration. "  The  young  man  folded  his  arms 
across  his  breast  in  dogged  despair.  Levy  had  to  shake 
hands  for  Mr.  Egerton,  with  a  rapidity  that  took  away 
his  breath.  He  longed  to  slink  away  —  longed  to  get  at 
L'Estrange,  whom  he  supposed  would  be  as  wroth  at  this 
turn  in  the  wheel  of  fortune  as  himself  But  how,  as 
Egert,on's  representative,  escape  from  the  continuous 
gripes  of  those  horny  hands  ?  Besides,  there  stood  the 
parish  pump,  right  in  face  of  the  booth,  and  some  huge 
truculent-looking  Yellows  loitered  round  it,  as  if  ready  to 
pounce  on  him  the  instant  he  quitted  his  present  sanc- 
tuary. Suddenly  the  crowd  round  the  booth  receded  — 
Lord  L'Estrange's  carriage  drove  up  to  the  spot,  and 
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Harley,  stepping  from  it,  assisted  out  of  the  vehicle  an  old 
gvey-haired  paralytic  man.  The  old  man  stared  round 
him,  and  nodded  smilingly  to  the  mob.  "  I'm  here — I'm 
come  ;  I'm  but  a  poor  creature,  but  I'm  a  good  Blue  to 
the  last!" 

"  Old  J  ohn  Avenel — fine  old  man  ! "  cried  many  a  voice. 

And  John  Avenel,  still  leaning  on  Harley's  arm,  tot- 
tered into  the  booth,  and  plumped  for  "Egerton." 

''Shake  hands,  father,"  said  Dick,  bending  forward, 
**  though  you'll  not  vote  for  me." 

"I  was  a  Blue  before  you  were  born,"  answered  the 
old  man,  tremulously.  "  But  I  wish  you  success  all  the 
same,  and  God  bless  you,  my  boy  I " 

Even  the  poll-clerks  were  touched :  and  when  Dick, 
leaving  his  place,  was  seen  by  the  crowd  assisting  Lord 
L'Estrange  to  place  poor  John  again  in  the  carriage  — 
that  picture  of  family  love  in  the  midst  of  political  differ- 
ence —  of  the  prosperous,  wealthy,  energetic  son,  who,  as 
a  boy,  had  played  at  marbles  in  the  very  kennel,  and  who 
had  risen  in  life  by  his  own  exertions,  and  was  now  vir- 
tually M.  P.  for  his  native  town — ^tending  on  the  broken- 
down,  aged  father,  whom  even  the  interests  of  a  son  he 
was  so  proud  of  could  not  win  from  the  colors  which  he 
associated  with  truth  and  rectitude  —  had  such  an  effect 
upon  the  rudest  of  the  mob  there  present,  that  you  might 
have  heard  a  pin  fall  —  till  the  carriage  drove  away  back 
to  John's  humble  home,  and  then  there  rose  such  a  tem- 
pest of  huzzas !  John  Avenel's  vote  for  Egerton  gave 
another  turn  to  the  vicissitudes  of  that  memorable  eiec 
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tioii.  As  yet  Avenel  had  been  ahead  of  Audley  ;  but  a 
plumper  in  favor  of  Egerton,  from  AvenePs  own  father, 
set  an  example  and  gave  an  excuse  to  many  a  Blue  who 
had  not  yet  voted,  and  could  not  prevail  on  himself  to 
split  his  vote  between  Dick  and  Audley ;  and  therefore, 
several  leading  tradesmen,  who,  seeing  that  Egerton  was 
safe,  had  previously  resolved  not  to  vote  at  all,  came  up 
in  the  last  hour,  plumped  for  Egerton,  and  carried  him  to 
the  head  of  the  poll ;  so  that  poor  John,  whose  vote,  in- 
volving that  of  Mark  Fairfield,  had  secured  the  first  open- 
ing in  public  life  to  the  young  ambition  of  the  unknown 
son-in-law,  still  contributed  to  connect  with  success  and 
triumph,  but  also  with  sorrow,  and,  it  may  be,  with  death, 
the  names  of  the  high-born  Egerton  and  the  humble 
Avenel. 

The  great  town-clock  strikes  the  hour  of  four ;  the  re- 
turning-officer  declares  the  poll  closed ;  the  formal  an- 
nouncement of  the  result  will  be  made  later.  But  all  the 
town  knows  that  Audley  Egerton  and  Richard  Avenel 
are  the  members  for  Lansmere.  And  flags  stream,  and 
drums  beat,  and  men  shake  each  other  by  the  hand 
heartily ;  and  there  is  talk  of  the  chairing  to-morrow ;  and 
the  public-houses  are  crowded ;  and  there  is  an  indistinct 
hubbub  in  street  and  alley,  with  sudden  bursts  of  uproar- 
ious shouting ;  and  the  clouds  to  the  west  look  red  and 
lurid  round  the  sun,  which  has  gone  down  behind  the 
church-tower  —  behind  the  yew-trees  that  overshadow  the 
quiet  grave  of  Nora  Avenel. 

II.  3a 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII 

Amidst  the  darkening  shadows  of  twilight,  Randal 
Leslie  walked  through  Lansmere  Park  towards  the  house. 
He  had  slunk  away  before  the  poll  was  closed  —  crept 
through  by-lanes,  and  plunged  into  the  leafless  copses  of 
the  EarPs  stately  pasture-grounds.  Amidst  the  bewilder- 
ment of  his  thoughts  —  at  a  loss  to  conjecture  how  this 
strange  mischance  had  befallen  him  —  inclined  to  ascribe 
it  to  Leonard's  influence  over  Avenel  —  but  suspecting 
Harley,  and  half  doubtful  of  Baron  Levy,  he  sought  to 
ascertain  what  fault  of  judgment  he  himself  had  committed 

—  what  wile  he  had  forgotten  —  what  thread  in  his  web 
he  had  left  ragged  and  incomplete.  He  could  discover 
none.  His  ability  seemed  to  him  unimpeachable  —  totus, 
teres,  atque  rotundus.  And  then  there  came  across  his 
breast  a  sharp  pang  —  sharper  than  that  of  baffled  ambi- 
tion —  the  feeling  that  he  had  been  deceived  and  bubbled, 
and  betrayed.  For  so  vital  a  necessity  to  all  living  men 
is  truth;  that  the  vilest  traitor  feels  amazed  and  wronged 

—  feels  the  pillars  of  the  world  shaken,  when  treason 
recoils  on  himself.  "  That  Richard  Avenel  whom  I 
trusted,  could  so  deceive  me  I  "  murmured  Randal,  and  hia 
lip  quivered. 

He  was  still  in  the  midst  of  the  Park,  when  a  man  with 
a  yellow  cockade  in  his  hat,  and  running  fast  from  the 
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direction  of  the  town,  overtook  him  with  a  letter,  on  de» 
livering  which  the  messenger,  waiting  for  no  answer, 
hastened  back  the  way  he  had  come.  Randal  recognised 
Avenels  hand  on  the  address — broke  the  seal,  and  read 
as  follows:  — 

(Private  and  Confidential.) 

"Dear  Leslie,  —  Don't  be  down-hearted — yon  will 
know  to-night  or  to-morrow  why  I  have  had  cause  to  alter 
my  opinion  as  to  the  Right  Honorable ;  and  you  will  see 
that  I  could  not,  as  a  Family  Man,  act  otherwise  than  I 
have  done.  Though  I  have  not  broken  my  word  to  you 
—  for  you  remember  that  all  the  help  I  promised  was  de- 
pendent on  my  own  resignation,  and  would  go  for  nothing 
if  Leonard  resigned  instead  —  yet  I  feel  you  must  think 
yourself  rather  bamboozled.  But  I  have  been  obliged  to 
sacrifice  you,  from  a  sense  of  Family  Duty,  as  you  will 
soon  acknowledge.  My  own  nephew  is  sacrificed  also ; 
and  I  have  sacrificed  my  own  concerns,  whic^h  require  the 
whole  man  of  me  for  the  next  year  or  two  at  Screwstown. 
So  we  are  all  in  the  same  boat,  though  you  may  think 
you  are  set  adrift  by  yourself.  But  I  don't  mean  to  stay 
in  Parliament.  I  shall  take  the  Chiltern  Hundreds, 
pretty  considerable  soon.  And  if  you  keep  well  with  the 
Blues,  I'll  do  my  best  with  the  Yellows  to  let  you  walk 
over  the  course  in  my  stead.  For  I  dont  think  Leonard 
will  want  to  stand  again.  And  so  a  word  to  the  wise-— 
and  you  may  yet  be  member  for  Lansmere. 

"R.  A." 
IT.— 35 
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In  this  letter,  Randal,  despite  all  his  acuteness,  could 
not  detect  the  honest  compunction  of  the  writer..  He 
could  at  first  only  look  at  the  worst  side  of  human  nature, 
and  fancy  that  it  was  a  paltry  attempt  to  stifle  his  just 
anger  and  insure  his  discretion.  But,  on  second  thoughts, 
it  struck  him  that  Dick'  might  very  naturally  be  glad  to 
be  released  to  his  mill,  and  get  a  quid  pro  quo  out  of 
Randal,  under  the  comprehensive  title  —  "  repayment  of 
expenses."  Perhaps  Dick  was  not  sorry  to  wait  until 
Randal's  marriage  gave  him  the  means  to  make  the  re- 
payment. Nay,  perhaps  Randal  had  been  thrown  over 
for  the  present,  in  order  to  wring  from  him  better  terms 
in  a  single  election.  Thus  reasoning,  he  took  comfort 
from  his  belief  in  the  mercenary  motives  of  another. 
True,  it  might  be  but  a  short  disappointment.  Before 
the  next  Parliament  was  a  month  old,  he  might  yet  take 
his  seat  in  it  as  member  for  Lansmere.  But  all  would 
depend  on  his  marriage  with  the  heiress ;  he  must  hasten 
that. 

Meanwhile  it  was  necessary  to  knit  and  gather  up  all 
his  thought,  courage,  and  presence  of  mind.  How  he 
shrunk  from  return  to  Lansmere  House  —  from  facing 
Egerton,  Harley  —  all.  But  there  was  no  choice.  He 
would  have  to  make  it  up  with  the  Blues  —  to  defend  the 
course  he  had  adopted  in  the  Committee-Room.  There, 
no  doubt,  was  Squire  Hazeldean  awaiting  him  with  the 
purchase-money  for  the  lands  of  Rood  —  there  was  the 
Duke  di  Serrano,  restored  to  wealth  and  honor  —  there 
was  bis  promised  bride,  the  great  ueiress,  on  whom  de- 
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pended  all  that  could  raise  the  needy  gentleman  into 
wealth  and  position.  Gradually,  with  the  elastic  temper 
that  is  essential  to  a  systematic  schemer,  Randal  Leslie 
plucked  himself  from  the  pain  of  brooding  over  a  plot 
that  was  defeated,  to  prepare  himself  for  consummating 
those  that  yet  seemed  so  near  success.  — After  all,  should 
he  fail  in  regaining  Egerton^s  favor,  Egerton  was  of  use 
no  more.  He  might  rear  his  head,  and  face  out  what 
some  might  call  "ingratitude,"  provided  he  could  but 
satisfy  the  Blue  Committee.  Dull  dogs,  how  could  he 
fail  to  do  that  1  He  could  easily  talk  over  the  Machia- 
vellian sage.  He  should  have  small  difficulty  in  explain- 
ing all  to  the  content  of  Audley's  distant  brother,  the 
Squire.  Harley  alone  —  but  Levy  had  so  positively 
assured  him  that  Harley  was  not  sincerely  anxious  for 
Egerton  ;  and  as  to  the  more  important  explanation  rela- 
tive to  Peschiera,  surely  what  had  satisfied  Yiolante^s 
father  ought  to  satisfy  a  man  who  had  no  peculiar  right 
to  demand  explanations  at  all ;  and  if  these  explanations 
did  not  satisfy,  the  onus  to  disprove  them  must  rest  with 
Harley;  and  who  or  what  could  contradict  Randal's 
plausible  assertions  —  assertions  in  support  of  which  he 
himself  could  summon  a  witness,  in  Baron  Levy  ?  Thus 
nerving  himself  to  all  that  could  task  his  powers,  Randal 
Leslie  crossed  the  threshold  of  Lansmere  House  ;  and  in 
the  hall  he  found  the  Baron  awaiting  hira. 

"I  can't  account,"  said  Levy,  "for  what  has  gone  so 
cross  in  this  confounded  election.  It  is  L'Eslrange  that 
ouzzles  me ;  but  I  know  that  he  hates  Egerton.     I  kno\i 
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that  he  will  prove  that  hate  by  one  mode  of  revenge,  if 
be  has  lost  it  in  another.  —  Bat  it  is  well,  Bandal,  that 
you  are  secure  of  Hazeldean's  money  and  the  rich  heiress's 
hand;  otherwise " 

*' Otherwise,  what?" 

"  I  should  wash  my  hands  of  you,  mon  cher ;  for,  in 
spite  of  all  your  cleverness,  and  all  I  have  tried  to  do  for 
you,  somehow  or  other  I  begin  to  suspect  that  your 
talents  will  never  secure  your  fortune.  A  carpenter's  son 
beats  you  in  public  speaking,  and  a  vulgar  mill-owner 
tricks  you  in  private  negotiation.  Decidedly,  as  yet, 
Randal  Leslie,  you  are  —  a  failure.  And,  as  you  so 
admirably  said,  '  a  man  from  whom  we  have  nothing  to 
hope  or  fear,  we  must  blot  out  of  the  map  of  the  future. ' " 

Randal's  answer  was  cnt  short  by  the  appearance  of 
the  groom  of  the  chambers. 

"  My  lord  is  in  the  saloon,  and  requests  you  and  Mr. 
Leslie  will  do  him  the  honor  to  join  him  there."  The 
two  gentlemen  followed  the  servant  up  the  broad  stairs. 

The  saloon  formed  the  centre  room  of  the  suite  of 
apartments.  From  its  size,  it  was  rarely  used  save  on 
state  occasions.  It  had  the  chilly  and  formal  aspect  of 
rooms  reserved  for  ceremony. 

Riccabocca,  Yiolante,  Helen,  Mr.  Dale,  Squire  Hazel- 
dean,  and  Lord  L'Estrange,  were  grouped  together  by 
the  cold  Florentine  marble  table,  not  littered  with  books 
and  female  work,  and  the  endearing  signs  of  habitation, 
that  give  a  living  smile  to  the  face  of  home;  notliing 
thereon   save   a  great   silver  candelabrum,   that   scarce 
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lighted  the  spacious  room,  and  brought  out  the  portraits 
on  tije  walls  as  a  part  of  the  assembly,  looking,  as 
portraits  do  look,  with  searching,  curious  eyes  upon 
every  eye  that  turns  to  them. 

But  as  soon  as  Randal  entered,  t^e  Squire  detached 
himself  from  the  group,  and,  coming  to  the  defeated 
candidate,  shook  hands  with  him  heartily. 

"  Cheer  up,  my  boy ;  'tis  no  shame  to  be  beaten. 
Lord  L'Estrange  says  you  did  your  best  to  win,  and  man 
can  do  no  more.  And  I'm  glad,  Ledie,  that  we  don't 
meet  for  our  little  business  till  the  election  is  over  ;  for, 
after  annoyance,  something  pleasant  is  twice  as  accepta- 
ble. I've  the  money  in  my  pocket.  Hush. —  and  I  say, 
my  dear,  dear  dear  boy,  I  cannot  find  out  where  Frank 
is ;  but  is  it  really  all  off  with  that  foreign  woman — eh  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  sir,  I  hope  so.  I'll  talk  to  you  about  it 
when  we  can  be  alone.  We  may  slip  away  pres^itly,  I 
trust." 

"  I'll  tell  you  a  secret  scheme  of  mine  and  Harry's," 
said  the  Squire,  in  a  still  low  whisper.  "  We  must  drive 
that  marchioness,  or  whatever  she  is,  out  of  the  boy's 
head,  and  put  a  pretty  English  girl  into  it  instead.  That 
will  settle  him  in  Mfe  too.  And  I  must  try  and  swallow 
that  bitter  pill  of  the  post-obit,  Harry  makes  worse  of 
it  than  I  do,  and  is  so  hard  on  the  poor  fellow  that  I've 
been  obliged  to  take  his  part.  I've  no  idea  of  being 
under  petticoat  government  —  it  is  not  the  way  with  the 
Hazeldeans.  Well,  but  to  come  back  to  the  point  — 
whom  do  you  think  I  mean  by  the  pretty  girl?" 
35* 
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"Miss  Sticktorights?" 

"  Zounds,  no  I  —  your  own  little  sister,  Randal.  Sweet 
pretty  face !  Harry  liked  her  from  the  first,  and  then 
you'll  be  Frank's  brother,  and  your  sound  head  and  good 
heart  will  keep  him  right.  And  as  you  are  going  to  be 
married  too  (you  must  tell  me  all  about  that  later,)  why, 
we  shall  have  two  marriages,  perhaps,  in  the  family  on 
the  same  day." 

Randal's  hand  grasped  the  Squire's,  and  with  an  emo- 
tion of  human  gratitude  —  for  we  know  that,  hard  to  all 
else,  he  had  natural  feelings  for  his  fallen  family ;  and  his 
neglected  sister  was  the  one  being  on  earth  whom  he 
might  almost  be  said  to  lore.  With  all  his  intellectual 
disdain  for  honest  simple  Frank,  he  knew  no  one  in  the 
world  with  whom  his  young  sister  could  be  more  secure 
and  happy.  Transferred  to  the  roof,  and  improved  by 
the  active  kindness,  of  Mrs.  Hazeldean  —  blest  in  the 
manly  affection  of  one  not  too  refined  to  censure  her  own 
deficiencies  of  education  —  what  more  could  he  ask  for 
his  sister,  as  he  pictured  her  to  himself,  with  her  hair 
hanging  over  her  ears,  and  her  mind  running  into  seed 
over  some  trashy  novel.  But  before  he  could  reply,  Vio- 
lante's  father  came  to  add  his  own  phftosophical  consola- 
tions to  the  Squire's  downright  comfortings. 

"Who  could  ever  count  on  popular  caprice?  The 
wise  of  all  ages  had  despised  it.  In  that  respect,  Horace 
and  Machiavelli  were  of  the  same  mind,"  &c.  &c.  "  But," 
said  the  Duke,  with  emphatic  kindness,  "perhaps  your 
rery  misfortune   here   may   serve  you  elsewhere.     The 
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female  heart  is  prone  to  pity,  and  ever  eager  to  comfort. 
Besides,  if  I  am  recalled  to  Italy,  you  will  have  leisure  to 
come  with  us,  and  see  the  land  where,  of  all  others,  ambi- 
tion can  be  most  readily  forgotten,  even  [added  the 
Italian,  with  a  sigh]  —  even  by  her  own  sons!" 

Thus  addressed  by  both  Hazeldean  and  the  Duke, 
Randal  recovered  his  spirits.  It  was  clear  that  Lord 
L^Estrange  had  not  conveyed  to  them  any  unfavorable 
impression  of  his  conduct  in  the  Committee-room.  While 
Randal  had  been  thus  engaged,  Levy  had  made  his  way 
to  Harley,  who  retreated  with  the  Baron  into  the  bay  of 
the  great  window. 

"  Well,  my  lord,  do  you  comprehend  this  conduct  on 
the  part  of  Richard  Avenel  ?  He  secure  Egerton's  re- 
turn I— he!" 

"What  so  natural,  Baron  Levy  —  his  own  brother-in- 
law  ?  " 

The  Baron  started,  and  turned  very  pale. 

"  But  how  did  he  know  that  ?  I  never  told  him.  I 
meant  indeed " 

"  Meant,  perhaps,  to  shame  Egerton's  pride  at  the  last, 
by  publicly  declaring  his  marriage  with  a  shopkeeper^s 
daughter.  A  very  good  revenge  still  left  to  you ;  but 
revenge  for  what  ?  A  word  with  you,  now,  Baron,  that 
our  acquaintance  is  about  to  close  for  ever.  You  know 
why  I  have  cause  for  resentment  against  Egerton.  I  do 
but  suspect  yours  ;  will  you  make  it  clear  to  me  ?  " 

"My  lord,  my  lord,"  faltered  Baron  Levy,  "I,  too, 
wooed  Nora  Avenel  as  my  wife ;  I,  too,  had  a  happier 
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rival  in  the  haughty  worldling  who  did  not  appreciate 
his  own  felicity  ;  I,  too — ^in  a  word,  some  women  inspire 
an  aflfection  that  mingles  with  the  entire  being  of  a  man, 
and  is  fused  with  all  the  currents  of  his  life-blood :  Nora 
Avenel  was  one  of  those  women." 

Harley  was  startled.  This  burst  of  emotion  from  a 
man  so  corrupt  and  cynical  arrested  even  the  scorn  he 
felt  for  the  usurer.  Levy  soon  recovered  himself.  *'  But 
our  revenge  is  not  baffled  yet.  Egerton,  if  not  already 
in  my  power,  is  still  in  yours.  His  election  may  save 
him  from  arrest,  but  the  law  has  other  modes  of  public 
exposure  and  effectual  ruin." 

"For  the  knave,  yes  —  as  I  intimated  to  you  in  your 
own  house — you  who  boast  of  your  love  to  Nora  Avenel, 
and  know  in  your  heart  that  you  were  her  destroyer  — 
you  who  witnessed  her  marriage,  and  yet  dared  to  tell  her 
that  she  was  dishonored  I " 

*'My  lord  —  I  —  how  could  you  know  —  I  mean,  how 
think  that — that "  faltered  Levy,  aghast. 

"  Nora  Avenel  has  spoken  from  her  grave,"  replied 
Harley,  solemnly.  "  Learn  that,  wherever  man  commite 
a  crime.  Heaven  finds  a  witness ! " 

''It  is  on  me,  then,"  said  Levy,  wrestling  against  a 
superstitious  thrill  at  his  heart  —  "on  me  that  you  now 
concentre  your  vengeance  ;  and  I  must  meet  it  as  I  may. 
But  I  have  fulfilled  ray  part  of  our  compact.  I  have 
obeyed  you  implicitly  —  and " 

"I  will  fulfil  my  part  of  cur  bond,  and  leeve  you  un- 
disturbed in  your  wealth." 
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"  I  knew  I  might  trust  to  your  lordship's  honor,"  ex- 
claimed the  usurer,  in  servile  glee. 

"And  this  vile  creature  nursed  the  same  passions  as 
myself ;  and  but  yesterday  we  were  partners  in  the  same 
purpose,  and  influenced  by  the  same  thought,"  muttered 
Harley  to  himself.  "Yes,"  he  said  aloud,  "I  dare  not. 
Baron  Levy,  constitute  myself  your  judge.  Pursue  your 
own  \)^fh — all  roads  meet  at  last  before  the  common  tri- 
bunal. But  yon  are  not  yet  released  from  our  compact ; 
you  must  do  some  good  in  spite  of  yourself.  Look 
yonder,  where  Randal  Leslie  stands,  smiling  secure,  be- 
tween the  two  dangers  he  has  raised  up  for  himself.  And 
as  Randal  Leslie  himself  has  invited  me  to  be  his  judge, 
and  you  are  aware  that  he  cited  yourself  this  very  day 
9»  his  witness,  here  I  must  expose  the  guilty  —  for  here 
the  innocent  still  live,  and  need  defence." 

Harley  turned  away,  and  took  his  place  by  the  table. 
"I  have  wished,"  said  he,  raising  his  voice,  "to  connect 
with  the  triumph  of  my  earliest  and  dearest  friend  the 
happiness  of  others  in  whose  welfare  I  feel  an  interest. 
To  you,  Alphonso,  Duke  of  Serrano,  I  now  give  this 
despatch,  received  last  evening  by  a  special  messenger 

from  the  Prince  Von ,  announcing  your  restoration 

to  your  lands  and  honors." 

The  Squire  stared  with  open  mouth.  "  Rickeybockey 
a  duke  ?  Why,  Jemima 's  a  duchess  I  Bless  me,  she  is 
actually  crying  ! "  And  his  good  heart  prompted  him  to 
ran  to  his  cousin  and  cheer  her  up  a  bit. 

Violante  glanced  at  Harley,  and  flung  herself  on  her 
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lather-s  breast.  Randal  involuntarily  rose,  and  mored 
to  the  Duke's  chair. 

"And  you,  Mr.  Randal  Leslie,"  continued  Harley, 
"  though  you  have  lost  your  election,  see  before  you  at 
this  moment  such  prospects  of  wealth  and  happiness,  that 
I  shall  only  have  to  ofFer  you  congratulations  to  which 
those  that  greet  Mr.  Audley  Bgerton  may  well  appear 
lukewarm  and  insipid,  provided  you  prove  that  you  have 
not  forfeited  the  right  to  claim  that  promise  which  the 
Duke  di  Serrano  has  accorded  to  the  suitor  of  his  daugh- 
ter's hand.  Some  doubts  resting  on  my  mind,  you  have 
volunteered  to  dispel  them.  I  have  the  duke's  permission 
to  address  to  you  a  few  questions,  and  I  now  avail  my- 
self of  your  offer  to  reply  to  them." 

"  Now  —  and  here,  my  lord  ?  "  said  Randal,  glancing 
round  the  room,  as  if  deprecating  the  presence  of  so  manj 
witnesses. 

"  Now  —  and  here.  Nor  are  those  present  so  strange 
to  your  explanations  as  your  question  would  imply.  Mr. 
Hazeldean,  it  so  happens  that  much  of  what  I  shall  say 
to  Mr.  Leslie  concerns  your  son." 

Randal's  countenance  fell.  An  uneasy  tremor  now 
seized  him. 

"  My  son  I — Frank  ?  Oh  then,  of  course,  Randal  will 
speak  out     Speak,  my  boy  ! " 

Randal  remained  silent.  The  Duke  looked  at  his  work- 
ing face,  and  drew  away  his  chair. 

''  Young  man,  can  you  hesitate  ?  "  said  he.  "  A  doubt 
is  expiessed  which  involves  your  honor." 
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"  'Sdeath  I "  cried  the  Squire,  also  gazing  on  Randal's 
cowering  eye  and  quivering  lip  —  **  What  are  you  afraid 
of?" 

'*  Afraid  1 "  said  Randal,  forced  into  speech,  and  with  a 
hollow  laugh  —  *'  afraid  ?  —  I  ?  What  of  ?  I  was  only 
wondering  what  Lord  L'Estrange  could  mean." 

'*  I  will  dispel  that  wonder  at  once.  Mr.  Hazeldean, 
your  son  displeased  you  first  by  his  proposals  of  marriage 
to  the  Marchesa  di  Negra  against  your  consent ;  secondly 
by  a  post-obit  bond  granted  to  Baron  Levy.  Did  you 
understand  from  Mr.  Randal  Leslie  that  he  had  opposed 
or  favored  the  said  marriage  —  that  he  had  countenanced 
or  blamed  the  said  post-obit?" 

''Why,  of  course,"  cried  the  Squire,  *'that  he  had  op- 
posed both  the  one  and  the  other." 

"  Is  it  so,  Mr.  Leslie  ?  " 

"  My  lord  —  I  —  I — my  affection  for  Frank,  and  my 
esteem  for  his  respected  father  —  I  —  I  —  "  He  nerved 
himself,  and  went  on  with  firm  voice ;  "  Of  course,  I  did 
all  I  could  to  dissuade  Frank  from  the  marriage  ;  and  as 
to  the  post' obit  J  I  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  So  much  at  present  for  this  matter.  I  pass  on  to  the 
graver  one,  that  affects  your  engagement  with  the  Duke 
di  Serrano's  daughter.  I  understand  from  you,  Duke,  that 
to  save  your  daughter  from  the  snares  of  Count  di  Pes- 
chiera,  and  in  the  belief  that  Mr.  Leslie  shared  in  your 
dread  of  the  Count's  designs,  you,  while  ip  exile  and  in 
poverty,  promised  to  that  gentleman  your  daughter's  hand  ? 
When  the  probabilities  of  restoration  to  your  principalitiea 
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seemed  well-nigh  certain,  you  confirmed  that  promise  on 
learning  from  Mr.  Leslie  that  he  had,  however  ineffectively, 
struggled  to  preserve  your  heiress  from  a  perfidious  snare 
Is  it  not  so  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  Had  I  succeeded  to  a  throne,  I  could  not 
recall  the  promise  that  I  had  given  in  penury  and  banish- 
ment —  I  could  not  refuse  to  him  who  would  have  sacri- 
ficed worldly  ambition  in  wedding  a  penniless  bride,  the 
reward  of  his  own  generosity.  My  daughter  subscribes  to 
my  views." 

Violante  trembled,  and  her  hands  were  locked  together ; 
but  her  gaze  was  fixed  on  Harley 

Mr.  Dale  wiped  his  eyes,  and  thought  of  the  poor  refu- 
gee feeding  on  minnows,  and  preserving  himself  fix)m  debt 
amongst  the  shades  of  the  Casino. 

"  Your  answer  becomes  you,  Duke,"  resumed  Harley. 
"  But  should  it  be  proved  that  Mr.  Leslie,  instead  of  woo 
ing  the  Princess  for  herself,  actually  calculated  on  the  re- 
ceipt of  money  for  transferring  her  to  Count  Peschiera  — 
instead  of  saving  her  from  the  dangers  you  dreaded,  ac- 
tually suggested  the  snare  from  which  she  was  delivered 
—  would  you   still  deem  your  honor  engaged  to-» — " 

*'  Such  a  villain  I  No,  surely  not  I "  exclaimed  the  Duke. 
*'  But  this  is  a  groundless  hypothesis  I     Speak,  Randal." 

'*  Lord  L'Estrange  cannot  insult  me  by  deeming  it 
otherwise  than  a  groundless  hypothesis,"  said  Randal, 
striving  to  rear  his  head. 

"I  understand,  then,  Mr.  Leslie,  that  you  RcornfuHy 
reject  such  a  supposition  ? " 
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"Scornfully  — yes.  And,"  continued  Randal,  advan- 
cing a  step,  "  since  the  supposition  has  been  made,  I  de- 
mand from  Lord  L^Estrange,  as  his  equal  (for  all  gentle- 
men are  equals  where  honor  is  to  be  defended  at  the  cost 
of  life),  either  instant  retractation  or  instant  proof " 

*'  That's  the  first  word  you  have  spoken  like  a  man," 
cried  the  Squire.  "  I  have  stood  my  ground  myself  for  a 
less  cause.  I  have  had  a  ball  through  my  right  shoulder. " 

*'  Your  demand  is  just,"  said  Harley,  unmoved.  "  I 
cannot  give  the  retractation  —  I  will  produce  the  proof." 

He  rose  and  rang  the  bell ;  —  the  servant  entered,  re- 
ceived his  whispered  order,  and  retired.  There  was  a 
pause  painful  to  all.  Randal,  however,  ran  over  in  his 
fearful  mind  what  evidence  could  be  brought  against  him 
—  and  foresaw  none.  The  folding-doors  of  the  saloon 
were  thrown  open,  and  the  servant  announced  — 
The  Count  di  Peschiera. 

A  bombshell  descending  through  the  roof  could  not  have 
produced  a  more  startling  sensation.  Erect,  bold,  with 
all  the  imposing  eflfect  of  his  form  and  bearing,  the  Count 
strode  into  the  centre  of  the  ring ;  and,  after  a  slight  bend 
of  haughty  courtesy,  which  comprehended  all  present, 
reared  up  his  lofty  head,  and  looked  round,  with  calm  in 
his  eye  and  a  curve  on  his  lip  —  the  self-assured,  magnifi- 
cent, high-bred  Daredevil. 

*'  Duke  di  Serrano,"  said  the  Count,  in  English,  turning 
towards  his  astounded  kinsman,  and  in  a  voice  that,  slow, 
clear,  and  firm,  seemed  to  fill  the  room,  "  I  returned  to 
England  on  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  my  Lord  L'Es- 
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trange,  and  with  a  view,  it  is  true,  of  claiming  at  bis 
hands  the  satisfaction  which  men  of  our  birth  accord  to 
each  other,  where  affront,  from  what  cause  soever,  baa 
been  given  or  received.  Nay,  fair  kinswoman  "  —  and  the 
Count,  with  a  slight  but  grave  smile,  bowed  to  Yiolante, 
who  had  uttered  a  faint  cry  —  "  that  intention  is  aban- 
doned. If  I  have  adopted  too  lightly  the  old  courtly  max- 
im, that  '  all  stratagems  are  fair  in  love,'  I  am  bound  also 
to  yield  to  my  Lord  L'Estrange's  arguments,  that  the 
counter  stratagems  must  be  fair  also.  And,  after  all,  it 
becomes  me  better  to  laugh  at  my  own  sorry  figure  in  de- 
feat, than  to  confess  myself  gravely  mortified  by  an  inge- 
nuity more  successful  than  my  own."  The  Count  paused, 
and  his  eye  lightened  with  sinister  fire,  which  ill  suited  the 
raillery  of  his  tone,  and  the  polished  ease  of  his  bearing. 
"  3Ia  foil"  he  continued,  "it  is  permitted  me  to  speak 
thus,  since  at  least  I  have  given  proofs  of  my  indifference 
to  danger,  and  my  good  fortune  when  exposed  to  it. 
Within  the  last  six  years  I  have  had  the  honor  to  fight 
nine  duels,  and  the  regret  to  wound  five,  and  dismiss  from 
the  world  four,  as  gallant  and  worthy  gentlemen  as  ever 
the  sun  shone  upon." 

*'  Monster  I  "  faltered  the  Parson. 

The  Squire  stared  aghast,  and  mechanically  rubbed  the 
shoulder  which  had  been  lacerated  by  Captain  Dashmore's 
bullet.  Randal's  pale  face  grew  yet  more  pale,  and  the 
eye  he  had  fixed  upon  the  Count's  hardy  visage  quailed 
and  fell. 

•*  But,"  resumed  the  Count,  with  a  graceful  wave  of  the 
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hand,  "  I  have  to  thank  my  Lord  L'Estrange  for  remind  • 
ing  me  that  a  man  whose  courage  is  above  suspicion,  is 
privileged  not  only  to  apologise  if  he  has  injured  another, 
but  to  accompany  apology  with  atonement.  Duke  of  Ser- 
rano, it  is  for  that  purpose  that  I  am  here.  My  lord,  you 
have  signified  your  wish  to  ask  me  some  questions  of  se- 
rious import  as  regards  the  Duke  and  his  daughter  —  I 
will  answer  them  without  reserve." 

"  Monsieur  le  Cowi^e,"  said  Harley,  "  availing  myself 
of  your  courtesy,  I  presume  to  inquire  who  informed  you 
that  this  young  lady  was  a  guest  under  my  father's  roof  ?  " 

"My  informant  stands  yonder  —  Mr.  Randal  Leslie. 
And  I  call  upon  Baron  Levy  to  confirm  my  statement." 

"It  is  true,"  said  the  Baron,  slowly,  and  as  if  over- 
mastered by  the  tone  and  mien  of  an  imperious  chieftain. 

There  came  a  low  sound  like  a  hies  from  RandaPs 
livid  lips. 

'*  And  was  Mr.  Leslie  acquainted  with  your  project  for 
securing  the  person  and  hand  of  your  young  kinswoman  ?  " 

"  Certainly  —  and  Baron  Levy  knows  it."  The  Baron 
bowed  assent.  "  Permit  me  to  add  —  for  it  is  due  to  a 
lady  nearly  related  to  myself — that  it  was,  as  I  have 
since  learned,  certain  erroneous  representations  made  to 
her  by  Mr.  Leslie,  which  alone  induced  that  lady,  after 
my  own  arguments  had  failed,  to  lend  her  aid  to  a  pro- 
ject which  otherwise  she  would  have  condemned  as 
slrongly  as,  Duke  di  Serrano,  I  now  with  unfeigned  sin- 
r^ity  do  myself  condemn  it." 

There  was  about  the   Count,  ae  he  thus  spoke,  so 
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much  of  that  personal  dignity  which,  whether  natural  or 
artificial,  imposes  for  the  moment  upon  human  ji.dgment 
—  a  dignity  so  supported  by  the  singular  advantages  of 
his  superb  stature,  his  handsome  countenance,  his  patri- 
cian air,  that  the  Duke,  moved  by  his  good  heart,  extended 
his  hand  to  the  perfidious  kinsman,  and  forgot  all  the 
Machiavellian  wisdom  which  should  have  told  him  how 
little  a  man  of  the  Count^s  hardened  profligacy  was  likely 
to  be  influenced  by  any  purer  motives,  whether  to  frank 
confession  or  to  manly  repentance.  The  Count  took  the 
hand  thus  extended  to  him,  and  bowed  his  face,  perhaps 
to  conceal  the  smile  which  would  have  betrayed  his  secret 
soul.  Randal  still  remained  mute,  and  pale  as  death. 
His  tongue  clove  to  his  mouth.  He  felt  that  all  present 
were  shrinking  from  his  side.  At  last,  with  a  violent 
effort,  he  faltered  out,  in  broken  sentences  — 

"A  charge  so  sudden  may  well  —  may  well  confound 
me.  But  —  but  —  who  can  credit  it  ?  Both  the  law  and 
common  sense  presuppose  some  motive  for  a  criminal 
action  ;  what  could  be  my  motive  here  ?  I  —  myself  the 
suitor  for  the  hand  of  the  Duke's  daughter  —  /  betray 
her  I  Absurd  —  absurd,  Duke  —  Duke,  I  put  it  to  your 
own  knowledge  of  inankind  —  who  ever  goes  thus  against 
his  own  interest  —  and  —  and  his  own  heart?" 

This  appeal,  however  feebly  made,  was  not  without 
effect  on  the  philosopher.  "That  is  true,"  said  the 
Duke,  dropping  his  kinsman's  hand ;  **I  see  no  motive." 

"Perhaps,"  said  Harley,  "Baron  Levy  may  here  (en- 
lighten us.     Do  you  know  of  any  motive  of  self-interest 
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that  could  have   actuated   Mr.  Leslie   in   assisting  the 
Count's  schemes?" 

Levy  hesitated.  The  Count  took  up  the  word.  ^^Par- 
dieuP^  said  he,  in  his  clear  tone  of  determination  and 
will  —  '^  Pardieul  I  can  have  no  doubt  thrown  on  my 
assertion,  least  of  all  by  those  who  know  of  its  truth  ;  and 
I  call  upon  you,  Baron  Levy,  to  state  whether,  in  6-ase 
of  my  marriage  with  the  Duke's  daughter,  I  had  not 
agreed  to  present  my  sister  with  a  sum,  to  which  she 
alleged  some  ancient  claim,  and  which  would  have  passed 
through  your  hands  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  that  is  true,"  said  tne  Baron. 
"And  would  Mr.  Leslie  have  benefited  by  any  por- 
tion of  that  sum  ?  " 
Levy  paused  again. 

"  Speak,  sir,"  said  the  Count,  frowning. 
"The  fact  is,"  said  the  Baron,  "that  Mr.  Leslie  was 
anxious  to  complete  a  purchase  of  certain  estates  that 
had  once  belonged  to  his  family,  and  that  the  Count's 
marriage  with  the  Sign  era,  and  his  sister's  marriage  with 
Mr.  Hazeldean,  would  have  enabled  me  to  accommodate 
Mr.  Leslie  with  a  loan  to  effect  that  purchase." 

"  What  I  what ! "  exclaimed  the  Squire,  hastily  button- 
ing his  breast-pocket  with  one  hand,  while  he  seized 
Randal's  arm  with  the  other — "  my  son's  marriage  I  You 
lent  yourself  to  that,  too  ?  Don't  look  so  like  a  lashed 
hound  I     Speak  out  like  a  man,  if  man  you  be  I " 

"  Lent  himself  to  that,  my  good  sir  I "  said  the  Count. 
36* 
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"  Do  yon  sappose  that  the  Marchesa  di  Negra  conld  have 
condescended  to  an  alliance  with  a  Mr.  Hazeldean  ?  " 

*'  Condescended  I  —  a  Hazeldean  of  Hazeldean  ! "  ex- 
claimed  the  Squire,  turning  fiercely,  and  half-choked  with 
indignation. 

"Unless,"  continued  the  Count,  imperturbably,  "she 
had  been  compelled  by  circumstances  to  do  that  said  Mr. 
Hazeldean  the  honor  to  accept  a  pecuniary  accommoda- 
tion, which  she  had  no  other  mode  to  discharge.  And 
here,  sir,  the  family  of  Hazeldean,  I  am  bound  to  say,  owe 
a  great  debt  of  gratitude  to  Mr.  Leslie ;  for  it  was  he 
who  most  forcibly  represented  to  her  the  necessity  for 
this  mesalliance  ;  and  it  was  he,  I  believe,  who  suggested 
to  my  friend  the  Baron  the  mode  by  which  Mr.  Hazel- 
dean was  best  enabled  to  afford  the  accommodation  my 
sister  deigned  to  accept." 

"Model — the  post-obit /^^  ^'acnlated  the  Squire,  re- 
linquishing his  hold  of  Randal,  to  lay  his  gripe  upon  Levy. 

The  Baron  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Any  friend  of 
Mr.  Frank  Hazeldean's  would  have  recommended  the 
same,  as  the  most  economical  mode  of  raising  money." 

Parson  Dale,  who  had  at  first  been  more  shocked  than 
any  one  present  at  these  gradual  revelations  of  RandaPs 
treachery,  now  turning  his  eyes  towards  the  young  man, 
was  so  seized  with  commiseration  at  the  sight  of  Randal's 
face,  that  he  laid  his  hand  on  Harley 's  arm,  and  whispered 
him  —  "  Look,  look  at  that  countenance  I  —  and  one  so 
young  I     Spare  him,  spare  bim  ! " 

"Mr.  Leslie,"  said  Harley,  in  softened  tones,  "believe 
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me  that  nothing  short  of  justice  to  the  Duke  di  Serrano 
— justice  even  to  mj  young  friend  Mr.  Hazeldean,  has 
compelled  me  to  this  painful  dutj.  Here  let  all  inquiry 
terminate." 

"And,"  said  the  Count,  with  exquisite  blandness,  ''since 
I  have  been  informed  by  my  Lord  L'Estrange,  that  Mr. 
Leslie  has  represented  as  a  serious  act  on  his  part  that 
personal  challenge  to  myself  which  I  understood  was  but  a 
pleasant  and  amicable  arrangement  in  our  bajSed  scheme 
— let  me  assure  Mr.  Leslie,  that  if  he  be  not  satisfied  with 
the  regret  that  I  now  express  for  the  leading  share  I  have 
taken  in  these  disclosures,  I  am  wholly  at  Mr.  Leslie's 
service. " 

"  Peace,  homicide,"  cried  the  Parson,  shuddering  ;  and 
he  glided  to  the  side  of  the  detected  sinner,  from  whom 
all  else  had  recoiled  in  loathing. 

Craft  against  craft,  talent  against  talent,  treason  against 
treason — ^in  all  this  Randal  Leslie  would  have  risen  supe 
rior  to  Giulio  di  Peschiera.  But  what  now  crushed  him, 
was  not  the  superior  intellect  —  it  was  the  sheer  brute 
power  of  audacity  and  nerve.  Here  stood  the  careless, 
unblushing  villain,  making  light  of  his  guilt,  carrying  it 
away  from  disgust  itself,  with  resolute  look  and  front 
erect.  There  stood  the  abler,  subtler,  profo under  criminal 
— cowering,  abject,  pitifiil ;  the  power  of  mere  intellectual 
knowledge  shivered  into  pieces  against  the  brazen  metal 
with  which  the  accident  of  constitution  often  arms  some 
ignobler  nature. 

The  contrast  was  striking,  and  implied  that  truth  sa 
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nniversally  felt,  yet  so  little  acknowledged  in  actual  Iife^ 
that  men  with  audacity  and  force  of  character  can  subdue 
and  paralyse  those  far  superior  to  themselves  in  ability 
and  intelligence.  It  was  these  qualities  which  made  Pes- 
chiera  Randal's  master ;  nay,  the  very  physical  attributes 
of  the  Count,  his  very  voice  and  form,  his  bold  front  and 
unshrinking  eye,  overpowered  the  acuter  mind  of  the  re- 
fining schemer,  as  in  a  popular  assembly  some  burly  Cleon 
cows  into  timorous  silence  every  dissentient  sage.  But 
Randal  turned  in  sullen  impatience  from  the  Parson's 
whisper,  that  breathed  comfort  or  urged  repentance  ;  and 
at  length  said,  with  clearer  tones  than  he  had  yet  mus- 
tered — 

*'  It  is  not  a  personal  conflict  with  the  Count  di  Pes- 
chiera  that  can  vindicate  my  honor ;  and  I  disdain  to  de- 
fend myself  against  the  accusations  of  a  usurer,  and  of  a 
man  who " 

''Monsieur!  "  said  the  Count,  drawing  himself  up. 

"A  man  who,"  persisted  Randal,  though  he  trembled 
visibly,  "  by  his  own  confession,  was  himself  guilty  of  all 
the  schemes  in  which  he  would  represent  me  as  his  accom- 
plice, and  who  now,  not  clearing  himself,  would  yet  con- 
vict another " 

"  Cher  petit  Monsieur  I "  said  the  Count,  with  his  grand 
air  of  disdain,  "when  men  like  me  make  use  of  men  like 
you,  we  reward  them  for  a  service  if  reixiered,  or  discard 
them  if  the  service  be  not  done ;  and  if  I  condescend  to 
confess  and  apologise  for  any  act  I  have  committed,  sarelj 
Mr.  Randal  Leslie  might  do  the  same  without  disparage- 
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ment  to  his  dignity.  But  I  should  never,  sir,  have  taken 
the  trouble  to  appear  against  you,  had  you  not,  as  I  learn, 
pretended  to  the  hand  of  the  lady  whom  I  had  hoped, 
with  less  presumption,  to  call  my  bride ;  and  in  this,  how 
can  I  tell  that  you  have  not  tricked  and  betrayed  me  ?  Is 
there  anything  in  our  past  acquaintance  that  warrants  me 
to  believe  that,  instead  of  serving  me,  you  sought  but  to 
serve  yourself?  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  had  but  one  mode 
of  repairing  to  the  head  of  my  house  the  wrongs  I  have 
done  him — and  that  was  by  saving  his  daughter  from  a 
derogatory  alliance  with  an  impostor  who  had  abetted 
my  schemes  for  hire,  and  who  now  would  filch  for  himself 
their  fruit." 

"  Duke  ! "  exclaimed  Randal. 

The  Duke  turned  his  back.  Randal  extended  his  hands 
to  the  Squire.  "  Mr.  Hazeldean  —  what  ?  you,  too,  con- 
dei^in  me,  and"  unheard  ? " 

''  Unheard  !  —  zounds,  no  !  If  you  have  anything  to 
say,  speak  truth,  and  shame  the  devil." 

"I  abet  Frank's  marriage  !  —  I  sanction  the  post-obit/ 
—  Oh  I "  cried  Randal,  clinging  to  a  straw,  "  if  Frank 
himself  were  but  here  ! " 

Harley's  compassion  vanished  before  this  sustained 
hypocrisy. 

"  You  wish  for  the  presence  of  Frank  Hazeldean.  It 
IS  just."  Harley  opened  the  door  of  the  inner  room,  and 
Frank  appeared  at  the  entrance. 

"  My  son — my  son  ! "  cried  the  Squire,  rushing  forward, 
and  clasping  Frank  to  his  broad  fatherly  breast. 
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This  affecting  incident  gave  a  sadden  change  to  the 
feelings  of  the  audience,  and  for  a  moment  Randal  him- 
self was  forgotten.  The  young  man  seized  that  moment 
Reprieved,  as  it  were,  from  the  glare  of  contemptuous 
accusing  eyes  —  slowly  he  crept  to  the  door,  slowly  and 
noiselessly,  as  the  viper,  when  it  is  wounded,  drops  its 
crest  and  glides  writhing  through  the  grass.  Levy  fol- 
lowed him  to  the  threshold,  and  whispered  in  his  ear  — 

"I  could  not  help  it  —  you  would  have  done  the  same 
by  me.  You  see  you  have  failed  in  everything ;  and  when 
a  man  fails  completely,  we  both  agreed  that  we  must  give 
him  up  altogether." 

Randal  said  not  a  word,  and  the  Baron  marked  his 
shadow  fall  on  the  broad  stairs,  stealing  down,  down,  step 
after  step,  till  it  faded  from  the  stones. 

"But  he  was  of  some  use,"  muttered  Levy.  "His 
treachery  and  his  exposure  will  gall  the  childless  Egerton. 
Some  little  revenge  still  I " 

The  Count  touched  the  arm  of  the  musing  usurer  — 

"  e7"'ai  bienjou^  mon  role,  n^est  ce  pas  1 " — (I  have  well 
played  my  part,  have  I  not?) 

"  Your  part  I  Ah  !  but  my  dear  Count,  I  do  not  quite 
understand  it." 

^'Ma  foi — you  are  passably  dull.  I  had  just  been  landed 
in  France,  when  a  letter  from  L'Estrange  reached  me.  It 
was  couched  as  an  invitation,  which  I  interpreted  to — the 
duello.  Such  invitations  I  never  refuse.  I  replied.  I 
came  hither — took  my  lodgings  at  an  inn.  My  lord  seeks 
me  last  night.     I  begin  in  the  tone  you  may  suppose 
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Pardieuf  he  is  clever,  milord/     He  shows  me  a  letter 

from  the  Prince  Von ,  Alphonso's  recall,  my  own 

banishment.  He  places  before  me,  but  with  admirable 
suavity,  the  option  of  beggary  and  ruin,  or  an  honorable 
claim  on  Alphonso's  gratitude.  And  as  for  that  petit 
Monsieur^  do  you  think  I  could  quietly  contemplate  my 
own  tooPs  enjoyment  of  all  I  had  lost  myself  ?  Nay,  more, 
if  that  young  Harpagon  were  Alphonso's  son-in-law,  could 
the  Duke  have  a  whisperer  at  his  ear  more  fatal  to  my 
own  interests  ?  To  be  brief,  I  saw  at  a  glance  my  best 
course.  I  have  adopted  it.  The  difficulty  was  to  extri- 
cate myself  as  became  a  man,  '  de  sang  et  de  feu.^  If  I 
have  done  so,  congratulate  me.  Alphonso  has  taken  my 
hand,  and  I  now  leave  it  to  him  —  to  attend  to  my  for- 
tunes, and  clear  up  my  repute." 

"  If  you  are  going  to  London,"  said  Levy,  "  my  carriage, 
ere  this,  must  be  at  the  door,  and  I  shall  be  proud  to  offer 
you  a  seat,  and  converse  with  you  on  your  prospects.  But, 
pesfel  man  cher,  your  fall  has  been  from  a  great  height, 
and  any  other  man  would  have  broken  his  bones." 

"  Strength  is  ever  light,"  said  the  Count,  smiling ;  "  and 
it  does  not  fall;  it  leaps  down  and  rebounds." 

Levy  looked  at  the  Count,  and  blamed  himself  for 
having  disparaged  Peschiera  and  overrated  Randal. 

While  this  conference  went  on,  Harley  was  by  Vio- 
lante's  side. 

"  I  have  kept  my  promise  to  you,"  said  he,  with  a  kind 
of  tender  humility.     '*Are  you  still  so  severe  on  me  ?  " 

"Ah  I "  answered  Violante,  gazing  on  his  noble  brow, 
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with  all  a  woman's  pride  in  her  eloquent,  admiring  eyea 
—  "I  have  heard  from  Mr.  Dale  that  yon  have  achieved 
a  conquest  over  yourself,  which  makes  me  ashamed  to 
think  that  I  presumed  to  doubt  how  your  heart  would 
speak  when  a  moment  of  wrath  (though  of  wrath  so  just) 
had  passed  away." 

"No,  Violante  —  do  not  acquit  me  yet;  witness  my 
revenge  (for  I  have  not  foregone  it,)  and  then  let  my 
heart  speak,  and  breathe  its  prayer  that  the  angel  voice, 
which  it  now  beats  to  hear,  may  still  be  its  guardian 
monitor." 

"  What  is  this  ?  "  cried  an  amazed  voice  ;  and  Harley, 
turning  round,  saw  that  the  Duke  was  by  his  side  ;  and, 
glancing  with  ludicrous  surprise,  now  to  Harley,  now  to 
Violante,  "Am  I  to  understand  that  you " 

"  Have  freed  you  from  one  suitor  for  this  dear  hand,  to 
become,  myself,  your  petitioner ! " 

"  Gorpo  di  Bacco  I "  cried  the  sage,  almost  embracing 
Harley,  "this,  indeed,  is  joyful  news.  But  I  must  not 
again  make  a  rash  pledge  —  not  again  force  my  child's 
inclinations.     And  Violante,  you  see,  is  running  away. " 

The  Duke  stretched  out  his  arm,  and  detained  his  child. 
He  drew  her  to  his  breast,  and  whispered  in  her  ear. 
Violante  blushed  crimson,  and  rested  her  head  on  his 
shoulder.     Harley  eagerly  pressed  forward. 

"  There,"  said  the  Duke,  joining  Harley's  hand  with  his 
daughter's  —  "I  don't  think  I  shall  hear  much  more  of 
the  convent ;  but  anything  of  this  sort  I  never  suspected. 
If  there  be  a  language  in  the  world  for  which  there  is  no 
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lexicon  nor  grammar,  it  is  that  which  a  woman  thinks  in, 
but  never  speaks." 

"  It  is  all  that  is  left  of  the  language  spoken  in  Para- 
dise," said  Harley. 

"In  the  dialogue  between  Eve  and  the  serpent  —  yes," 
quoth  the  incorrigible  sage.  "  But  who  comes  here  ?  — 
our  friend  Leonard." 

Leonard  now  entered  the  room ;  but  Harley  could 
scarcely  greet  him,  before  he  was  interrupted  by  the 
Count. 

"  Milord,^^  said  Peschiera,  beckoning  him  aside,  "  I 
have  fulfilled  my  promise,  and  I  will  now  leave  your  roof. 
Baron  Levy  returns  to  London,  and  offers  me  a  seat  in  his 
carriage,  which  is  already,  I  believe,  at  your  door.  The 
Duke  and  his  daughter  will  readily  forgive  me,  if  I  do  not 
ceremoniously  bid  them  farewell.  In  our  altered  positions, 
it  does  not  become  me  too  intrusively  to  claim  kindred ;  it 
became  me.  only  to  remove,  as  I  trust  I  have  done,  a 
barrier  against  the  claim.  If  you  approve  my  conduct, 
yon  will  state  your  own  opinion  to  the  Duke."  With  a 
profound  salutation,  the  Count  turned  to  depart ;  nor  did 
Harley  attempt  to  stay  him,  but  attended  him  down  the 
stairs  with  polite  formality. 

"  Remember  only,  my  lord,  that  I  solicit  nothing.  I 
may  allow  myself  to  accept.  Voila  toiUJ^  He  bowed 
again,  with  the  inimitable  grace  of  the  old  regime,  and 
stepped  into  the  Baron's  travelling-carriage. 

Levy,  who  had  lingered  behind,  paused  to  accost 
L'Estrange. 
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"  Your  lordship  will  explain  to  Mr.  Egerton  how  his 
adopted  son  aeserved  his  esteem,  and  repaid  his  kindness. 
For  the  rest,  though  you  have  bought  up  the  more  press- 
ing and  immediate  demands  on  Mr.  Egerton,  I  fear  that 
even  your  fortune  will  not  enable  you  to  clear  those 
liabilities,  which  will  leave  him,  perhaps,  a  pauper  I " 

"Baron  Levy,"  said  Harley  abruptly,  "if  I  have  for- 
given Mr.  Egerton,  cannot  you  too  forgive  ?  Me  he  has 
wronged-^ you  have  wronged  him  and  more  foully." 

"No,  my  lord,  I  cannot  forgive  him.  You  he  has 
never  humiliated  —  you  he  has  never  employed  for  his 
wants,  and  scorned  as  his  companion.  You  have  never 
known  what  it  is  to  start  in  life  with  one  whose  fortunea 
were  equal  to  your  own,  whose  talents  were  not  superior. 
Look  you,  Lord  L'Estrange  —  in  spite  of  this  difference 
between  me  and  Egerton,  that  he  has  squandered  the 
wealth  that  he  gained  without  effort,  while  I  have  con- 
verted the  follies  of  others  into  my  own  ample  revenues  — 
the  spendthrift  in  his  penury  has  the  respect  and  position 
which  millions  cannot  bestow  upon  me.  You  would  say 
that  I  am  a  usurer,  and  he  is  a  statesman.  But  do  you 
know  what  I  should  have  been,  had  I  not  been  born  the 
natural  son  of  a  peer  ?  Can  you  guess  what  I  should 
have  been,  if  Nora  Avenel  had  been  my  wife  ?  The  blot 
on  my  birth,  and  the  blight  on  my  youth  —  and  the  know- 
ledge that  he  who  was  rising  every  year  into  the  rank 
which  entitled  him  to  reject  me  as  a  guest  at  his  table  — 
he  whom  the  world  called  the  model  of  a  gentleman — was 
a  coward  and  a  liar  to  the  friend  of  his  youth  :  all  this 
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made  me  look  on  the  world  with  contempt ;  and,  despising 
Audley  Egerton,  I  yet  hated  him  and  envied.  You,  whom 
he  wronged,  stretch  your  hand  as  before  to  the  great 
statesman  ;  from  my  touch  you  would  shrink  as  pollution. 
My  lord,  you  may  forgive  him  whom  you  love  and  pity ; 
I  cannot  forgive  him  whom  I  scorn  and  envy.  Pardon 
my  prolixity.     I  now  quit  your  house.'' 

The  Baron  moved  a  step — then  turning  back,  said  with 
a  withering  sneer  — 

"  But  you  will  tell  Mr.  Egerton  how  I  helped  to  expose 
the  son  he  adopted  !  I  thought  of  the  childless  man 
when  your  lordship  imagined  I  was  but  in  fear  of  your 
threats.     Ila  I  ha!  —  that  will  sting." 

The  Baron  gnashed  his  teeth  as,  hastily  entering  the 
carriage,  he  drew  down  the  blinds.  The  post-boys  cracked 
their  whips,  and  the  wheels  rolled  away. 

''Who  can  judge,"  thought  Harley,  ''through  what 
modes  retribution  comes  home  to  the  breast  ?  That  man 
is  chastised  in  his  wealtli — ever  gnawed  by  desire  for  what 
his  wealth  cannot  buy  I  "  He  roused  himself,  cleared  his 
brow,  as  from  a  thought  that  darkened  and  troubled  ;  and, 
entering  the  saloon,  laid  his  hand  upon  Leonard's  shoulder, 
and  looked,  rejoicing,  into  the  poet's  mild,  honest,  lustrous 
eyes.  "  Leonard,"  said  he,  gently,  **your  hour  is  como 
at  last."         T'Sf.    I'i/  |iv.;nMf.wii  j>0- 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

AuDLEY  Egerton  WES  alone  in  his  apartment.  A 
heavy  sleep  had  come  over  him,  shortly  after  Harley  and 
Randal  had  left  the  house  in  the  early  morning ;  and 
that  sleep  continued  till  late  in  the  day.  All  the  while 
the  town  of  Lansmere  had  been  distracted  in  his  cause — 
all  the  while  so  many  tumultuous  passions  had  run  riot 
in  the  contest  that  was  to  close  or  re-open,  for  the  states- 
man's ambition,  the  Janus  gates  of  political  war  —  the 
object  of  so  many  fears  and  hopes,  schemes  and  counter- 
schemes,  had  slumbered  quietly  as  an  infant  in  the  cradle. 
He  woke  but  in  time  to  receive  Harley 's  despatch,  an- 
nouncing the  success  of  his  election ;  and  adding,  "  Be- 
fore the  night  you  shall  embrace  your  son.  Do  not  join 
us  below  when  I  return.  Keep  calm  —  we  will  come  to 
you." 

In  fact,  though  not  aware  of  the  dread  nature  of  Aud- 
ley's  complaint,  with  its  warning  symptoms.  Lord  L'Es- 
trange  wished  to  spare  ta  bis  friend  the  scene  of  RandaPs 
,  exposure. 

On  the  receipt  of  that  letter,  Egerton  rose.  At  the 
prospect  of  seeing  his  son — Nora's  son — the  very  memory 
of  his  disease  vanished.  The  poor,  weary,  over-labored 
heart  indeed  beat  loud,  and  with  many  a  jerk  and  spasm. 
He  heeded  it  not.     The  victory,  that  restored  him  to  the 
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sole  life  for  which  he  had  hitherto  cared  to  live,  was  clean 
forgotten.  Nature  claimed  her  own— claimed  it  in  scorn 
of  death,  and  in  oblivion  of  renown. 

There  sat  the  man,  dressed  with  his  habitual  precision  ; 
the  black  coat,  buttoned  across  the  broad  breast ;  his 
countenance,  so  mechanically  Jiabituated  to  self-control, 
still  revealing  little  of  emotion,  though  the  sickly  flush 
came  and  went  on  the  bronzed  cheek,  and  the  eye  watched 
the  hand  of  the  clock,  and  the  ear  hungered  for  a  foot- 
tread  along  the  corridor.  At  length  the  sound  was  heard- 
— steps — many  steps.  He  sprang  to  his  feet — he  stood 
on  the  hearth.  Was  the  hearth  to  be  solitary  no  more  ? 
Harley  entered  first.  Egerton^s  eyes  rested  on  him  eagerly 
for  a  moment,  and  strained  onward  across  the  threshold. 
Leonard  came  next  —  Leonard  Fairfield,  whom  he  had 
seen  as  his  opponent  I  He  began  to  suspect — to  conjec- 
ture —  to  see  the  mother's  tender  eyes  in  the  son's  manly 
face.  Involuntarily  he  opened  his  arms ;  but,  Leonard 
remaining  still,  let  them  fall  with  a  deep  sigh,  and  fancied 
himself  deceived. 

"  Friend,"  said  Harley,  *'  I  give  to  you  a  son  proved 
in  adversity,  and  who  has  fought  his  own  way  to  fame. 
Leonard,  in  the  man  to  whom  I  prayed  you  to  sacrifice 
your  own  ambition. — of  whom  you  have  spoken  with  sucb 
worthy  praise,  —  whose  career  of  honor  you  have  pro- 
moted,— and  whose  life,  unsatisfied  by  those  honors,  you 
will  soothe  with  your  filial  love  —  behold  the  husband  of 
Nora  Avenel  I  Kneel  to  your  father !  0  Audley,  em 
brace  your  son  I " 
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"Here  —  here,"  exclaimed  Egerton,  as  Leonard  bent 
bis  knee  —  "  here  to  my  heart  I  —  Look  at  me  with  those 
eyes  !  —  kindly,  forgivingly  :  they  are  your  mother's  I " 
His  proud  head  sunk  on  his  son's  shoulder. 

"But  this  is  not  enough,"  said  Harley,  leading  Helen, 
and  placing  her  by  Leonard's  side  ;  "  you  must  open  your 
heart  for  more.  Take  into  its  folds  my  sweet  ward  and 
daughter.  What  is  a  home  without  the  smile  of  woman  f 
They  have  loved  each  other  from  children.  Audley, 
yours  be  the  hand  to  join  —  yours  be  the  lips  to  bless." 

Leonard  started  anxiously.  "  Oh,  sir  I — oh,  my  father  ! 
—  this  generous  sacrifice  may  not  be  ;  for  he  —  he  who 
has  saved  me  for  this  surpassing  joy — he  too  loves  her  !" 

"  Nay,  Leonard,"  said  Harley,  smiling,  "  I  am  not  so 
neglectful  of  myself.  Another  home  woos  you,  Audley. 
He  whom  you  long  so  vainly  sought  to  reconcile  to  life, 
exchanging  mournful  dreams  for  happy  duties  —  he,  too, 
presents  you  to  his  bride.  Love  her  for  my  sake  —  for 
your  own.  She  it  is,  not  I,  who  presides  over  this  hal- 
lowed re-union.  But  for  her,  I  should  have  been  a  blinded, 

vindictive,  guilty,  repentant  man;  and "  Violante's 

soft  hand  was  on  his  lips. 

"  Thus,"  said  the  Parson,  with  inild  solemnity,  "  Man 
finds  that  the  Savior's  precepts,  *  Let  not  the  sun  go  down 
upon  thy  wrath,'  and  '  Love  one  another,'  are  clues  that 
conduct  us  through  the  labyrinth  of  human  life,  when  the 
schemes  of  fraud  and  hate  snap  asunder,  and  leave  us  lost 
amidst  the  maze." 

Egerton  reared  his  head,  as  if  to  answer ;  and  all  pre- 
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sent  were  struck  and  appalled  by  the  sudden  change  that 
had  come  over  his  countenance.  There  was  a  film  upun 
the  eye  —  a  shadow  on  the  aspect ;  the  words  failed  his 
lips  —  he  sunk  on  the  seat  beside  him.  The  left  hand 
rested  droopingly  upon  the  piles  of  public  papers  and 
official  documents,  and  the  fingers  played  with  them,  as 
the  bed-ridden  dying  sufferer  plays  with  the  coverlid  he 
will  soon  exchange  for  the  winding-sheet.  But  his  right 
hand  seemed  to  feel,  as  through  the  dark,  for  the  recovered 
son  ;  and  having  touched  what  it  sought,  feebly  drew 
Leonard  near  and  nearer.  Alas  I  that  blissful  private 
LIFE — that  close  centre  round  the  core  of  being  in  the 
individual  man  —  so  long  missed  and  pined  for  —  slipped 
from  him,  as  it  were,  the  moment  it  reappeared  ;  hurried 
away,  as  the  circle  on  the  ocean,  which  is  scarce  seen  ere 
it  vanishes  amidst  infinity.  Suddenly  both  hands  were 
still ;  the  head  fell  back.  Joy  had  burst  asunder  the 
last  ligaments,  so  fretted  away  in  unrevealing  sorrow. 
Afar,  their  sound  borne  into  that  room,  the  joy-bells  were 
pealing  triumph ;  mobs  roaring  out  huzzas ;  the  weak 
cry  of  John  Avenel  might  be  blent  in  those  shouts,  as 
the  drunken  zealots  reeled  by  his  cottage-door,  and 
startled  the  screaming  ravens  that  wheeled  round  the 
hollow  oak.  The  boom  which  is  sent  from  the  waves  on 
the  surface  of  life,  while  the  deeps  are  so  noiseless  in 
their  march,  was  wafted  on  the  wintry  air  into  the  chamber 
of  the  statesman  it  honored,  and  over  the  grass  sighing 
.low  upon  Nora's  grave.  But  there  was  one  in  the  chamber, 
as  in  the  grave,  for  whom  the  boom  on  the  wave  had  no 
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sound,  and  the  march  of  the  deep  had  no  tide.  Amidst 
promises  of  home,  and  union,  and  peace,  and  fame,  Death 
strode  into  the  household  ring,  and  seating  itself,  calm 
and  still,  looked  life-like  ;  warm  hearts  throhbing  round 
it ;  lofty  hopes  fluttering  upward ;  Love  kneeling  at  its 
feet ;  Religion,  with  lifted  finger,  standing  by  its  side. 


FINAL   CHAPTER. 

Scene. —  The  Hall  in  the  Old  Tower  of  Captain  Roland 
DE  Caxton. 

"  But  you  have  not  done  ? ''  said  Augustine  Caxton. 

PisisTRATUS.  —  What  remains  to  do  ? 

Mr.  Caxton.  — What  I  —  why  the  Final  Chapter!  — 
the  last  news  you  can  give  us  of  those  whom  you  have 
introduced  to  our  liking  or  dislike. 

PisisTRATUS.  —  Surely  it  is  more  dramatic  to  close  the 
work  with  a  scene  that  completes  the  main  design  of  the 
plot,  and  leave  it  to  the  prophetic  imagination  of  all 
whose  flattering  curiosity  is  still  not  wholly  satisfied,  to 
trace  the  streams  of  each  several  existence,  when  they 
branch  off  again  from  the  lake  in  which  their  waters  con- 
verge, and  by  which  the  sibyl  has  confirmed  and  made 
clear  the  decree,  that  "Conduct  is  Pate." 

Mr.  Caxton. —  More  dramatic,  I  grant ;  but  you  have, 
not  Mrritten  a  drama.    A  novelist  should  be  a  comfortable, 

Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  44l 

gannlous,  communicative,  gossiping  fortune-teller ;  not  a 
grim,  laconical,  oracular  sibyl.  1  like  a  novel  that  adopts 
all  the  old-fashioned  customs  prescribed  to  its  art  by  the 
rules  of  the  Masters,  more  especially  a  novel  which  you 
style  "My  Novel,"  par  emphasis. 

Captain  Roland.  —  A  most  vague  and  impracticable 
title,  "  My  Novel."  It  must  really  be  changed  before  the 
work  goes  in  due  form  to  the  public. 

Mr.  Squills.  —  Certainly  the  present  title  cannot  be 
even  pronounced  by  many  without  inflicting  a  shock  upon 
their  nervous  system.  Do  you  think,  for  instance,  that 
my  friend  Lady  Priscilla  Graves  —  who  is  a  great  novel- 
reader,  indeed,  but  holds  all  female  writers  unfeminine 
deserters  to  the  standard  of  Man  —  could  ever  come  out 
with,  "Pray,  sir,  have  you  had  time  to  look  at  —  My 
Novel  ? "  She  would  rather  die  firat.  And  yet  to  be 
silent  altogether  on  the  latest  acquisition  to  the  circula- 
ting-libraries, would  bring  on  a  functional  derangement 
of  her  ladyship's  organs  of  speech.  Or  how  could  pretty 
Miss  Dulcet  —  all  sentiment,  it  is  true,  but  all  bashful 
timidity  —  appal  Captain  Smirke  from  proposing,  with, 
"  Did  you  not  think  the  Parson's  sermon  a  little  too  dry 
in  My  Novel  ? "  It  will  require  a  face  of  brass,  or  at 
least  a  long  course  of  citrate  of  iron,  before  a  respectable 
lady  or  unassuming  young  gentleman;  with  a  proper  dread 
of  being  taken  for  scribblers,  could  electrify  a  social  cinde 
with,  '•  The  reviewers  don't  do  iustice  to  the  excellent 
things  in  —  My  Novel." 

Captain  Roland.  —  Awful  consequences,  indeed,  may 
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arise  from  the  mistakes  such  a  title  gives  rise  to. —  Coun- 
sellor Digwell,  for  instance  —  a  lawyer  of  literary  tastes, 
but  whose  career  at  the  bar  was  long  delayed  by  an  unjust 
suspicion  amongst  the  attorneys  that  he  had  written  a 
*'  Philosophical  Essay  "  —  imagine  such  a  man  excusing 
himself  for  being  late  at  a  dinner  of  big- wigs,  with,  "  I 
could  not  get  away  from  —  My  Novel."  It  would  be  his 
professional  ruin  I  I  am  not  fond  of  lawyers  in  general, 
but  still  I  would  not  be  a  party  to  taking  the  bread  out 
of  the  mouth  of  those  with  a  family ;  and  Digwell  has 
children  —  the  tenth  an  innocent  baby  in  arms. 

Mr.  Caxton.  —  As  to  Digwell  in  particular,  and  law- 
yers in  general,  they  are  too  accustomed  to  circumlocu- 
tion, to  expose  themselves  to  the  danger  your  kind  heart 
apprehends ;  but  I  allow  that  a  shy  scholar  like  myself, 
or  a  grave  college  tutor,  might  be  a  little  put  to  the  blush 
if  he  were  to  blurt  forth  inadvertently  with  —  *' Don't 
waste  your  time  over  trash  like  —  My  Novel."  And  that 
thought  presents  to  us  another  and  more  pleasing  view 
of  this  critical  question.  The  title  you  condemn  places 
the  work  under  universal  protection.  Lives  there  a  man 
or  a  woman  so  dead  to  self-love  as  to  say,  "  What  con- 
temptible stuff  is  —  My  Novel  ?  "  Would  he  or  she  not 
rather  be  impelled  by  that  strong  impulse  of  an  honor- 
able and  virtuous  heart,  which  moves  us  to  stand  as  well 
as  we  can  with  our  friends,  to  say,  "Allow  that  there  is 
really  a  good  thing  now  and  then  in — My  Novel."  More- 
over, as  a  novel  aspires  to  embrace  most  of  the  interests 
or  the  passions  that  agitate  mankind  —  to  generalise,  &8 
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it  were,  the  details  of  life  that  come  home  to  us  all  —  sOj 
in  reality,  the  title  denotes  that,  if  it  be  such  as  the  author 
may  not  unworthily  call  his  Novel,  it  must  also  be  such 
as  the  reader,  whoever  he  be,  may  appropriate  in  part  tc 
himself,  representing  his  own  ideas  —  expressing  his  own 
experience  —  reflecting,  if  not  in  full,  at  least  in  profile, 
his  own  personal  identity.  Thus,  when  we  glance  at  the 
looking-glass  in  another  man's  room,  our  likeness  for  the 
moment  appropriates  the  mirror ;  and  according  to  the 
humor  in  which  we  are,  or  the  state  of  our  spirits  and 
health,  we  say  to  ourselves,  *'  Bilious  and  yellow  \  —  I 
might  as  well  take  care  of  my  diet  I  "  Or,  "  Well,  I've 
half  a  mind  to  propose  to  dear  Jane ;  I'm  not  such  an 
ill-looking  dog  as  I  thought  for  ! "  Still,  whatever  result 
from  that  glance  at  the  mirror,  we  never  doubt  that  'tis 
our  likeness  we  see ;  and  each  says  to  the  phantom  re- 
flection, "  Thou  art  myself,"  though  the  mere  article  of 
furniture  that  gives  the  reflection  belongs  to  another.  It 
is  my  likeness  if  it  be  his  glass.  And  a  narrative  that  is 
true  to  the  Varieties  of  Life  is  Every  Man's  Novel,  no 
matter  from  what  shores,  by  what  rivers,  by  what  bays, 
in  what  pits,  were  extracted  the  sands  and  the  silex,  the 
pearl-ash,  the  nitre  and  quicksilver,  which  form  its  mate- 
rials :  no  matter  who  the  craftsman  who  fashioned  its  form ; 
no  matter  who  the  vendor  that  sold,  or  the  customer  who 
bought ;  still,  if  I  but  recognised  some  trait  of  myself, 
'tis  my  likeness  that  makes  it  "My  Novel." 

Mr.  Squills   (puzzled,   and   therefore  admiring). — 
Subtle,  sir  —  very  subtle.     Fine  organ  of  Comparison  in 
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Mr.  Caxton's  head,  and  much  called  into  play  thig 
evening. 

Mr.  Caxton  (benignly). — Finally,  the  author,  by  this 
most  admirable  and  much-signifying  title,  dispenses  with 
all  necessity  of  preface.  He  need  insinuate  no  merits  — 
he  need  extenuate  no  faults ;  for,  by  calling  his  works  thus 
curtly  "  My  Novel,"  he  doth  delicately  imply  that  it  is  no 
use  wasting  talk  about  faults  or  merits. 

PiBiSTRATUS  (amazed).  —  How  is  that,  sir? 

Mr.  Caxton. — ^What  so  clear  ?  You  imply  that,  though 
a  better  novel  may  be  written  by  others,  you  do  not  expect 
to  write  a  novel,  to  which,  taken  as  a  novel,  you  would 
more  decisively  and  unblushingly  prefix  that  voucher  of 
personal  authorship  and  identity  conveyed  in  the  mono- 
syllable "  My."  And  if  you  have  written  your  best,  let  it 
be  ever  so  bad,  what  can  any  man  of  candor  and  integrity 
require  more  from  you  ?  Perhaps  you  will  say  that,  if 
you  had  lived  two  thousand  years  ago,  you  might  have 
called  it  The  Novel,  or  the  Golden  Novel,  as  Lucius  calls 
his  story  "  The  Ass ; "  and  Apuleius,  to  distinguish  his 
own  more  elaborate  Ass  from  all  Asses  preceding  it,  called 
his  tale  "The  Golden  Ass."  But  living  in  the  present 
day,  such  a  designation — implying  a  merit  in  general,  not 
the  partial  and  limited  merit  corresponding  only  with  your 
individual  abilities — would  be  presumptuous  and  oflfensive. 
True  —  I  here  anticipate  the  observation  I  see  Squills  \a 
about  to  make  — ■ — 

Squills.  —  I,  sir  ? 

Mr.  Caxton.  — You  would  say  that,  as  Scarron  called 
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his  work  of  fiction  "  The  Comic  Novel,"  so  Pisislratiis 
might  have  called  his  "The  Serious  Novel,"  or  "The 
Tragic  Novel"  But,  Squills,  that  title  would  not  have 
been  inviting  nor  appropriate,  and  would  have  been  ex» 
posed  to  comparison  with  Scarron,  who,  being  dead,  is 
inimitable.  Wherefore — to  put  the  question  on  the  irre- 
fragable basis  of  mathematics  —  wherefore,  as  AB,  "My 
Novel,"  is  not  equal  to  B  C,  "  The  Golden  Novel,"  nor  to 
D  E,  "  The  Serious  or  Tragic  Novel,"  it  follows,  that  A  B, 
"  My  Novel,"  is  equal  to  P  C,  "  Pisistratus  Caxton,"  and 
P  C,  "  Pisistratus  Caxton,"  must  therefore  be  just  equal, 
neither  more  nor  less,  to  A  B,  "  My  Novel," — which  was 
to  be  demonstrated.  [My  father  looked  round  triumph- 
antly, and  observing  that  Squills  was  dumb-founded,  and 
the  rest  of  his  audience  posed,  he  added  mildly] 

"  And  so  now,  non  quieta  moverey  proceed  with  the 
Final  Chapter,  and  tell  us  first  what  became  of  that  youth- 
ful Giles  Overreach,  who  was  himself  his  own  Marrall  ?  " 

"Ayl"  said  the  Captain,  "what  became  of  Randal 
Leslie  ?     Did  he  repent  and  reform  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  quoth  my  father,  with  a  mournful  shake  of  th« 
head,  "  you  can  regulate  th«  warm  tide  of  wild  passion — 
you  can  light  into  virtue  the  dark  errors  of  ignorance ; 
but  where  the  force  of  the  brain  does  but  clog  the  free 
action  of  the  heart  —  where  you  have  to  deal,  not  with 
ignorance  misied,  but  intelligence  corrupted — small  hope 
of  reform ;  for  reform  here  will  need  reorganization.  .1 
have  somewhere  read  (perhaps  in  Hebrew  tradition)  that 
of  the  tw  o  orders  of  fallen  spirits  —  the  Angels  of  Love, 

lY.  —  38  n        \ 
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and  the  Angels  of  Knowledge — the  first  missed  the  starg 
they  had  lost,  and  wandered  back  through  the  darkness, 
one  by  one  into  heaven ;  but  the  last,  lighted  on  by  their 
own  lurid  splendors,  said,  'Wherever  we  go,  there  is 
heaven  1 '  And  deeper  and  lower  descending,  lost  their 
shape  and  their  nature,  till,  deformed  and  obscene,  the 
bottomless  pit  closed  around  them." 

Mr.  Squills. — I  should  not  have  thought,  Mr.  Caxton, 
that  a  book-man  like  you  would  be  thus  severe  upon 
Knowledge. 

Mr.  Caxton  (in  wrath).  —  Severe  upon  knowledge  I 
O  Squills  —  Squills  —  Squills  I  Knowledge  perverted,  is 
knowledge  no  longer.  Vinegar,  which,  exposed  to  the 
sun,  breeds  small  serpents,  or  at  best  slimy  eels,  not 
comestible,  once  was  wine.  If  I  say  to  my  grand-chil- 
dren, "  Don't  drink  that  sour  stuff,  which  the  sun  itself 
fills  with  reptiles ; "  does  that  prove  me  a  foe  to  sound 
sherry  ?  Squills,  if  you  had  but  received  a  scholastic 
education,  you  would  know  the  wise  maxim  that  saith, 
'^  All  things  the  worst  are  corruptions  from  things  origi- 
nally designed  as  the  best."  Has  not  freedom  bred  anar- 
chy, and  religion  fanaticism  ?  And^  if  I  blame  Marat 
calling  for  blood,  or  Dominie  racking  a  heretic,  am  I  se- 
ver0  on  the  religion  that  canonized  Francis  de  Sales,  or 
the  freedom  that  immortalized  Thrasybulus  ? 

Mr.  Squills,  dreading  a  catalogue  of  all  the  saints  in 
the  calendar,  and  an  epitome  of  ancient  history,  exclaimed 
eagerly,  —  *' Enough,  sir — I  am  convinced!" 

Mr.  Oaxton.  —Moreover,  I  have  thought  it  a  natural 
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stroke  of  art  in  Pisistratus,  to  keep  Randal  Leslie,  in  his 
progress  towards  the  rot  of  the  intellect  unwholesomely 
refined,  free  from  all  the  salutary  influences  that  deter 
ambition  from  settling  into  egotism.  Neither  in  his  slo- 
venly home,  nor  from  his  classic  tutor  at  his  preparatory 
school,  does  he  seem  to  have  learned  any  truths,  religious 
or  moral,  that  might  give  sap  to  fresh  shoots,  when  the 
first  rank  growth  was  cut  down  by  the  knife  ;  and  I  espe- 
cially noted,  as  illustrative  of  Egerton,  no  less  than  of 
Randal,  that  though  the  statesman's  occasional  hints  of 
advice  to  his  protege  are  worldly-wise  in  their  way,  and 
suggestive  of  honor  as  befitting  the  creed  of  a  gentleman, 
they  are  not  such  as  much  influence  a  shrewd  reasoner 
like  Randal,  whom  the  example  of  the  playground  at 
Eton  had  not  served  to  correct  of  the  arid  self-seeking 
which  looked  to  knowledge  for  no  object  but  power.  A 
man  tempted  by  passions  like  Audley,  or  seduced  into 
fraud  by  a  cold  subtle  spirit  like  Leslie,  will  find  poor 
defence  in  the  elegant  precept,  "  Remember  to  act  as  a 
gentleman."  Such  moral  embroidery  adds  a  beautiful 
scarf  to  one's  armor ;  but  it  is  not  the  ai*mor  itself !    Ten 

o'clock  —  as  I  live Push  on,  Pisistratus  I  and  finish 

the  chapter. 

Mrs.  Caxton  (benevolently).  —  Don't  hurry.  Begin 
with  that  odious  Randal  Leslie,  to  oblige  your  father ; 
but  there  are  others  whom  Blanche  and  I  care  much  more 
to  hear  about. 

Pisistratus,  since  there  is  no  help  for  it,  produces  a 
supplementary  manuscript,  which  proves  that,  whatever 
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his  doubt  as  to  the  artistic  effect  of  a  Final  Chapter,  be 
had  foreseen  that  his  audience  would  not  be  contented 
without  one. 


Randal  Leslie,  late  at  noon  the  day  after  he  quitted 
Lansmere  Park,  arriyed  on  foot  at  his  father's  house. 
He  had  walked  all  the  way,  and  through  the  solitudes  of 
\he  winter  night ;  but  he  was  not  sensible  of  fatigue  till 
the  dismal  home  closed  round  him,  with  its  air  of  hopeless 
ignoble  poverty ;  and  then  he  sunk  upon  the  floor,  feeling 
himself  a  ruin  amidst  the  ruins.  He  made  no  disclosure 
of  what  had  passed  to  his  relations.  Miserable  man, 
there  was  not  one  to  whom  he  could  conMe,  or  from 
whom  he  might  hear  the  truths  that  connect  repentiuice 
with  consolation !  After  some  weeks  passed  in  sullen 
and  almost  unbroken  silence,  he  left  as  abruptly  as  he  had 
appeared,  and  returned  to  London.  The  sudden  death 
of  a  man  like  Egerton  had  even  in  those  excited  times 
created  intense,  though  brief  sensation.  The  particulars 
of  the  election,  that  had  been  given  in  detail  in  the  pro- 
vincial papers,  were  copied  into  the  London  journals ;  — 
among  those  details,  Randal  Leslie's  conduct  in  the  com- 
mittee-room, with  many  an  indignant  comment  on  selfish- 
ness and  ingratitude.  The  political  worid  of  all  parties 
formed  one  of  those  judgments  on  the  great  man's  poor 
dependent,  which  fix  a  stain  upon  the  character,  and 
place  a  barrier  in  the  career  of  ambitious  youth.  The 
important  personages  who  had  once  noticed  Randal  fti 
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Audley's  sake,  and  who,  on  their  subsequent  aud  no^ 
long^deferred  restoration  to  power,  could  have  made  his 
fortune,  passed  him  in  the  streets  without  a  nod.  He  did 
not  venture  to  remind  Avenel  of  the  promise  to  aid  him 
in  another  election  for  Lansmere,  nor  dream  of  filling  up 
the  vacancy  which  Egerton's  death  had  created.  He  was 
too  shrewd  not  to  see  that  all  hope  of  that  borough  was 
over ;  he  would  have  been  hooted  in  the  streets  and  pelted 
from  the  hustings.  Forlorn  in  the  va«t  metropolis  as 
Leonard  had  once  been,  in  his  turn  he  loitered  on  the 
bridge,  and  gazed  on  the  remorseless  river.  He  had 
neither  money  nor  connections  —  nothing  save  talents  and 
knowledge  to  force  his  way  l)ack  into  the  lofty  world  in 
which  all  had  smiled  on  him  before;  and  talents  and 
knowledge,  that  had  been  exerted  to  injure  a  benefactor, 
made  him  but  the  more  despised.  But  even  now,  For- 
tune, that  had  bestowed  on  the  pauper  heir  of  Rood  ad- 
vantages so  numerous  and  so  dazzling,  out  of  which  he 
had  cheated  himself,  gave  him  a  chance,  at  least  of  present 
independence,  by  which,  with  patient  toil,  he  might  have 
won,  if  not  to  the  highest  places,  at  least  to  a  position  in 
which  he  could  have  forced  the  world  to  listen  to  his  ex- 
planations, and  perhaps  receive  his  excuses :  the  £5000 
that  Audley  designed  for  him,  and  which  in  a  private 
memorandum,  the  statesman  had  entreated  Harley  to  see 
safely  rescued  from  the  fangs  of  the  law,  were  made  over 
to  Kandal  by  Lord  L'Estrange's  solicitor ;  but  this  sum 
seemed  to  him  so  small  after  the  loss  of  such  gorgeous 
nopes,  and  the  up-hill  path  seemed  so  slow  after  such 
38*  2d  r-        1 
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short  cuts  to  power,  that  Kandal  looked  upon  the  unex- 
pected bequest  simply  as  an  apology  for  adopting  no 
profession.  Stung  to  the  quick  by  the  contrast  between 
his  past  and  his  present  place  in  the  English  world,  he 
hastened  abroad.  There,  whether  in  distraction  from 
thought,  or  from  the  curiosity  of  a  restless  intellect  to  ex- 
plore the  worth  of  things  yet  untried,  Randal  Leslie,  who 
had  hitherto  been  so  dead  to  the  ordinary  amusements 
of  youth,  plunged  into  the  society  of  damaged  gamesters 
and  third-rate  roues.  In  this  companionship  his  yery 
talents  gradually  degenerated,  and  their  exercise  upon 
low  intrigues  and  miserable  projects  but  abased  his  social 
character,  till,  sinking  step  after  step  as  his  funds  decayed, 
he  finally  vanished  out  of  the  sphere  in  which  even  profli- 
gates still  retain  the  habits,  and  cling  to  the  caste,  of 
gentlemen.  His  father  died ;  the  neglected  property  of 
Rood  devolved  on  Randal,  but  out  of  its  scanty  proceeds 
he  had  to  pay  the  portions  of  his  brother  and  sister,  and 
his  mother's  jointure  ;  the  surplus  left  was  scarcely  visible 
in  the  executor's  account.  The  hope  of  restoring  the 
home  and  fortunes  of  his  forefathers  had  long  ceased. 
What  were  the  ruined  hall  and  its  bleak  wastes,  without 
that  hope  which  had  once  dignified  the  wreck  and  the 
desert  ?  He  wrote  from  St.  Petersburg,  ordering  the 
sale  of  the  property.  No  one  great  proprietor  was  a 
candidate  for  the  unpromising  investment ;  it  was  sold  in 
lots  among  small  freeholders  and  retired  traders.  A 
builder  bought  the  Hall  for  its  materials  Hall,  lands, 
and  name  were  blotted  out  of  the  map  and  the  history  of 
the  country.  o„:»..,Google 
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The  widow,  Oliver,  and  Juliet  removed  to  a  provincial 
town  in  another  shire.  Juliet  married  an  ensign  in  a 
marching  regiment,  and  died  of  neglect  after  childbirth. 
Mrs.  Leslie  did  not  long  survive  her.  Oliver  added  to 
his  little  fortune  by  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  a  retail 
tradesman,  who  had  amassed  a  few  thousand  pounds. 
He  set  up  a  brewery,  and  contrived  to  live  without  debt ; 
though  a  large  family,  and  his  own  constitutional  inert- 
ness, extracted  from  his  business  small  profits  tind  no 
savings.  Nothing  of  Randal  had  been  heard  of  for  years 
after  the  sale  of  Rood,  except  that  he  had  taken  up  his 
residence  either  in  Australia  or  the  United  States ;  it  was 
not  known  which,  but  presumed  to  be  the  latter.  Still 
Oliver  had  been  brought  up  with  so  high  a  veneration  of 
\m  brother^s  talents,  that  he  cherished  the  sanguine  belief 
that  Randal  would  some  day  appear,  wealthy  and  potent, 
like  the  uncle  in  a  comedy  ;  lift  up  the  sunken  family,  and 
rear  into  graceful  ladies  and  accomplished  gentlemen  the 
clumsy  little  boys  and  the  vulgar  little  girls,  who  now 
crowded  round  Oliver's  dinner-table,  with  appetites  alto- 
gether disproportioned  to  the  size  of  the  joints. 

One  winter  day,  when  from  the  said  dinner-table  wife 
and  children  had  retired,  and  Oliver  sat  sipping  his  half- 
pint  of  bad  port.,  and  looking  over  unsatisfactory  ac- 
counts, a  thin  terrier,  lying  on  the  threadbare  rug  by  the 
niggard  fire,  sprang  up  and  barked  fiercely.  Oliver 
lifted  his  dull  blue  eyes,  and  saw  opposite  to  him,  at  the 
window,  a  human  face.  The  face  was  pressed  close  to 
ths  panes,  and  was  obscured  by  the  haze  which  the  breath 
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of  its  lips  drew  forth  from  the  frosty  rime  that  had  gath- 
ered OD  the  glass. 

Oliver,  alarmed  and  indignant,  supposing  this  intrusive 
spectator  of  his  privacy  to  be  some  bold  and  lawless 
tramper,  stepped  out  of  the  room,  opened  the  front  door, 
and  bade  the  stranger  go  about  his  business ;  while  the 
terrier,  still  more  inhospitably  yelped  and  snapped  at  the 
stranger's  heels.  Then  a  hoarse  voice  said,  "  Don't  you 
know  me,  Oliver  ?  I  am  your  brother  Randal !  Call 
away  your  dog,  and  let  me  in."  Oliver  stared  aghast — 
he  could  not  believe  his  slow  senses  —  he  could  not  re- 
cognize his  brother  in  the  gaunt  grim  apparition  before 
him.  But  at  length  he  came  forward,  gazed  into  RandaPs 
face,  and,  grasping  his  hand  in  amazed  silence,  led  him 
into  the  little  parlor.  Not  a  trace  of  the  well-bred  re- 
finement which  had  once  characterized  Randal's  air  and 
person  was  visible.  His  dress  bespoke  the  last  stage  of 
that  terrible  decay  which  is  significantly  called  the  "  shabby 
genteel."  His  mien  was  that  of  the  skulking,  timorous, 
famished  vagabond.  As  he  took  off  his  greasy  tattered 
hat,  he  exhibited,  though  still  young  in  years,  the  signs 
of  premature  old  age.  His  hair,  once  so  fine  and  silken, 
was  of  a  harsh  iron-grey,  bald  in  ragged  patches ;  his  fore- 
head and  visage  were  ploughed  into  furrows ;  intelligence 
was  still  in  the  aspect,  but  an  intelligence  that  instinctively 
set  you  op  your  guard  — sinister  —  gloomy  —  menacing. 

Randal  stopped  short  all  questioning.  He  seized  the 
small  modicum  of  wine  on  the  table,  and  drained  it  at  a 
draught.     "Pooh,"   said   he,  "have   you   nothing   that 
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warms  a  man  better  than  this  ?  "  Oliver,  who  felt  as  if 
nnder  the  influence  of  a  frightful  dream,  went  to  a  cup 
board  and  took  out  a  bottle  of  brandy  three-parts  full. 
Randal  snatched  at  it  eagerly,  and  put  his  lips  to  the 
mouth  of  the  bottle.  "Ah,"  said  he,  after  a  short  pause, 
"this  comforts;  now  give  me  food."  Oliver  hastened 
himself  to  serve  his  brother ;  in  fact,  he  felt  ashamed  that 
even  the  slip-shod  maid-servant  should  see  his  visitor. 
When  he  returned  with  such  provisions  as  he  could  ex- 
tract from  the  larder,  Randal  was  seated  by  the  fire, 
spreading  over  the  embers  emaciated  bony  hands,  like  the 
talons  of  a  vulture. 

He  devoured  the  cold  meat  set  before  him  with  terrible 
voracity,  and  nearly  finished  the  spirits  left  in  the  bottle  ; 
but  the  last  had  no  effect  in  dispersing  his  gloom.  Oliver 
stared  at  him  in  fear  —  the  terrier  continued  to  utter  a  low 
suspicious  growl. 

"  You  would  know  my  history  ?  "  at  length  said  Randal, 
bluntly.  "  It  is  short.  I  have  tried  for  fortune  and  failed 
—  I  am  without  a  penny  and  without  a  hope.  You  seem 
poor  —  I  suppose  you  cannot  much  help  me.  Let  me  at 
least  stay  with  you  for  a  time  —  I  know  not  where  else  to 
look  for  bread  and  for  shelter." 

Oliver  burst  into  tears,  and  cordially  bade  his  brother 
welcome.  Randal  remained  some  weeks  at  Oliver's  house, 
never  stirring  out  of  the  doors,  and  not  seeming  to  notice. 
though  he  did  not  scruple  to  use,  the  new  habiliment?, 
which  Oliver  procured  ready-made,  and  placed,  without 
remark,  in  his  room.     Bnt  his  presence  soon  became  in 
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tolerable  to  the  mistress  of  the  house,  and  oppressive  even 
to  its  master.  Randal,  who  had  once  been  so  abstemious 
that  he  had  even  regarded  the  most  moderate  use  of  wine 
as  incompatible  with  clear  judgment  and  vigilant  observa- 
tion, had  contracted  the  habit  of  drinking  spirits  at  all 
hours  of  the  day ;  but  though  they  sometimes  intoxicated 
him  into  stupor,  they  never  unlocked  his  heart  nor  en- 
livened his  sullen  mood.  If  he  observed  Jess  acutely  than 
of  old,  he  could  still  conceal  just  as  closely.  Mrs.  Oliver 
Leslie,  at  first  rather  awed  and  taciturn,  grew  cold  and 
repelling,  then  pert  and  sarcastic,  at  last  undisguisedly 
and  vulgarly  rude.  Randal  made  no  retort ;  but  his  sneer 
was  so  galling  that  the  wife  flew  at  once  to  her  husband, 
and  declared  that  either  she  or  his  brother  must  leave  the 
house.  Oliver  tried  to  pacify  and  compromise,  with 
partial  success ;  and,  a  few  days  afterwards,  he  came  to 
Randal  and  said,  timidly,  "  You  see,  my  wife  brought  me 
nearly  all  I  possess,  and  you  don't  condescend  to  make 
friends  with  her.  Your  residence  here  must  be  as  painful 
to  you  as  to  me.  But  I  wish  to  see  you  provided  for ; 
and  I  could  offer  you  something  —  only  it  seems,  at  first 

glance,  so  beneath " 

"Beneath  what?"  interrupted  Randal,  witheringly. 
"  What  I  was  —  or  what  I  am  ?     Speak  out  I " 

"  To  be  sure  you  are  a  scholar ;  and  I've  heard  you  say 
fine  things  about  knowledge,  and  so  forth  ;  and  you'll  have 
plenty  of  books  at  your  disposal,  no  doubt ;  and  you  are 

still  young,  and  may  rise  —  and " 

*'Hell  and  torments  I— Be  quick — say  the  worst  or  the 
best  I  "  cried  Randal,  fiercely. 
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"  Well  then,"  said  poor  Oliver,  still  trying  to  soften  the 
intended  proposal,  "  you  mast  know  that  our  poor  sister's 
husband  was  nephew  to  Dr.  Felpem,  who  keeps  a  very 
respectable  school,  lie  is  not  learned  himself,  and  attends 
chiefly  to  arithmetic  and  book-keeping,  and  such  matters. 
—  but  he  wants  an  usher  to  teach  the  classics ;  for  some 
of  the  boys  go  to  college.  And  I  have  written  to  him, 
just  to  sound  —  I  did  not  mention  your  name  till  I  knew 
if  you  would  like  it ;  but  he  will  take  my  recommendation. 
Board — lodging — fifty  pounds  a  year ;  in  short,  the  place 
is  yours  if  you  like  it." 

Randal  shivered  from  head  to  foot,  and  was  long  before 
he  answered.  "  Well,  be  it  so ;  I  have  come  to  that. 
Ha,  ha  1  yes,  knowledge  is  power  1 "  He  paused  a  few 
moments.  "  So,  the  old  Hall  is  razed  to  the  ground,  and 
you  are  a  tradesman  in  a  small  country  town,  and  my 
sister  is  dead,  and  I  henceforth  am  —  John  Smith  I  You 
say  that  you  did  not  mention  my  name  to  the  school- 
master —  still  keep  it  concealed ;  forget  that  I  once  was  a 
Leslie.  Our  tie  of  brotherhood  ceases  when  I  go  from 
your  hearth.  Write,  then,  to  your  head  master,  who 
attends  to  arithmetic,  and  secure  the  rank  of  his  usher  in 
Latin  and  Greek  for  —  John  Smith  I " 

Not  many  days  afterwards,  the  prot^g^  of  Audley 
Egerton  entered  on  his  duties  as  usher  in  one  of  those 
large  cheap  schools,  which  comprise  a  sprinkling  of  the 
sons  of  gentry  and  clergymen  designed  for  the  learned 
professions,  with  a  far  larger  proportion  of  the  sons  of 
traders,  intended,  some  for  the  counting-house,  some  for 
IL  3k  ^         T 
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the  shop  and  the  till.     There,  to  thip  day,  under  the  name 
of  John  Smith,  lives  Randal  Leslie. 

It  is  probably  not  pride  alone  that  induces  him  to  per- 
sist in  that  change  of  name,  and  makes  him  regard  as 
perpetual  the  abandonment  of  the  one  that  he  took  from 
his  forefathers,  and  with  which  he  had  once  identified  his 
vaulting  ambition ;  for  shortly  after  he  had  quitted  his 
brother^s  house,  Oliver  read  in  the  weekly  newspaper,  to 
which  he  bounded  his  lore  of  the  times  in  which  he  lived, 
an  extract  from  an  American  journal,  wherein  certain 
mention  was  made  of  an  English  adventurer  who,  amongst 
other  aliases,  had  assumed  the  name  of  Leslie  —  that 
extract  caused  Oliver  to  start,  turn  pale,  look  round,  and 
thrust  the  paper  into  the  fire.  From  that  time  he  never 
attempted  to  violate  the  condition  Randal  had  imposed 
on  him  —  never  sought  to  renew  their  intercourse,  nor  to 
claim  a  brother.  Doubtless,  if  the  adventurer  thus  sig- 
nalized was  the  man  Oliver  suspected,  whatever  might  be 
imputed  to  RandaPs  charge  that  could  have  paled  a 
brother's  cheek,  it  was  none  of  the  more  violent  crimes 
to  which  law  is  inexorable,  but  rather  (in  that  progress 
made  by  ingratitude  and  duplicity,  with  Need  and  Neces- 
sity urging  them  on),  some  act  of  dishonesty,  which  may 
just  escape  from  the  law,  to  sink,  without  redemption,  the 
name.  However  this  be,  there  is  nothing  in  RandaPa 
present  course  of  life  which  forbodes  any  deeper  fall.  He 
has  known  what  it  is  to  want  bread,  and  his  former  rest- 
lessness subsides  into  cynic  apathy. 

He  lodges  in  the  town  near  the  school,  and  thus  the 
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debasing  habit  of  unsocial  besotment  is  not  brought  under 
the  eyes  of  his  superior.  The  dram  is  his  sole  luxury  — 
if  it  be  suspected,  it  is  thought  to  be  his  sole  vice.  He 
goes  through  the  ordinary  routine  of  tuition  with  average 
credit ;  his  spirit  of  intrigue  occasionally  shows  itself  in 
attempts  to  conciliate  the  favor  of  the  boys  whose  fathers 
are  wealthy  —  who  are  born  to  higher  rank  than  the  rest ; 
and  he  lays  complicated  schemes  to  be  asked  home  for 
the  holidays.  But  when  the  schemes  succeed,  and  the 
invitation  comes,  he  recoils  and  shrinks  back  —  he  does 
not  dare  to  show  himself  on  the  borders  of  the  brighter 
world  he  once  hoped  to  sway ;  he  fears  that  he  may  be 
discovered  to  be  —  a  Leslie  I  On  such  days,  when  his 
taskwork  is  over,  he  shuts  himself  up  in  his  room,  locks 
the  door,  and  drugs  himself  into  insensibility. 

Once  he  found  a  well- worn  volume  running  the  round 
of  delighted  school-boys  —  took  it  up,  and  recognized 
Leonard's  earliest  popular  work,  which  had,  many  years 
before,  seduced  himself  into  pleasant  thoughts  and  gentle 
emotions.  He  carried  the  book  to  his  own  lodgings  — 
read  it  again;  and  when  he  returned  it  to  its  young 
owner,  some  of  the  leaves  were  stained  with  tears.  Alas  I 
perhaps  but  the  maudlin  tears  of  broken  nerves,  not  of 
the  awakened  soul  —  for  the  leaves  smelt  strongly  of 
whiskey.  Yet,  after  that  re-perusal,  Randal  Leslie  turned 
suddenly  to  deeper  studies  than  his  habitual  drudgeries 
required.  He  revived  and  increased  his  early  scholar- 
ship ;  he  chalked  the  outline  of  a  work  of  great  erudi- 
tion, in  which  the  subtlety  of  his  intellect  found  field  in 
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learned  and  ucute  criticism.  But  he  has  never  proceeded 
far  in  this  work.  After  each  irregular  and  spasmodic 
effort,  the  pen  drops  from  his  hand,  and  he  mutters,  "  But 
to  what  end  ?  I  can  never  now  ndse  a  name.  Why  give 
reputation  to  —  John  Smith?" 

Thus  he  drags  on  his  life ;  and  perhaps,  when  he  dies, 
the  fragments  of  his  learned  work  may  be  discovered  in 
the  desk  of  the  usher,  and  serve  as  hints  to  somo  crafty 
student,  who  may  filch  ideas  and  repute  from  the  dead 
Leslie,  as  Leslie  had  filched  them  from  the  living  Bnrley 

While  what  may  be  called  poetical  justice  has  thus 
evolved  itself  from  the  schemes  in  which  Randal  Leslie 
had  wasted  rare  intellect  in  baffling  his  own  fortunes,  no 
outward  signs  of  adversity  evince  the  punishment  of 
Providence  on  the  head  of  the  more  powerful  offender, 
Baron  Levy.  No  fall  in  the  Funds  has  shaken  the  sump- 
tuous fabric,  built  from  the  ruined  houses  of  other  men. 
Baron  Levy  is  still  Baron  Levy  the  millionaire;  but  I 
doubt  if  at  heart  he  be  not  more  acutely  miserable  than 
Kandal  Leslie,  the  usher.  For  Levy  is  a  man  who  has 
admitted  the  fiercer  passions  into  his  philosophy  of  life  ; 
he  has  not  the  pale  blood  and  torpid  heart  which  allow 
the  scotched  adder  to  doze  away  its  sense  of  pain.  Just 
as  old  age  began  to  creep  upon  the  fashionable  usurer, 
he  fell  in  love  with  a  young  opera-dancer,  whose  light 
heels  had  turned  the  lighter  heads  of  half  the  tUgans  of 
Paris  and  London.  The  craft  of  the  dancer  was  proof 
against  all  lesser  bribes  than  that  of  marriage ;  and  Levy 
married  her.  From  that  moment  his  house,  Louu  Qu^z^^ 
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was  more  crowded  than  ever  by  the  high-born  dandies 
vrhose  society  he  had  long  so  eagerly  courted.  That 
society  became  his  curse.  The  Baroness  was  an  accom- 
plished coquette ;  and  Levy  (with  whom,  as  we  have  seen, 
jealousy  was  the  predominant  passion)  was  stretched  on 
an  eternal  rack.  His  low  estimate  of  human  nature — his 
disbelief  in  the  possibility  of  virtue  —  added  strength  to 
the  agony  of  his  suspicions,  and  provoked  the  very  dangers 
be  dreaded.  His  sole  self-torturing  task  was  that  of  the 
spy  upon  his  own  hearth.  His  banquets  were  haunted 
by  a  spectre ;  the  attributes  of  his  wealth  were  as  the 
goad  and  the  scourge  of  Nemesis.  His  gay  cynic  smile 
changed  into  a  sullen  scowl — his  hair  blanched  into  white 
—  his  eyes  were  hollow  with  one  consuming  care.  Sud- 
denly he  left  his  costly  house  ;  left  London  ;  abjured  all 
the  society  which  it  had  been  the  joy  of  his  wealth  to 
purchase  ;  buried  himself  and  his  wife  in  a  remote  comer 
of  the  provinces ;  and  there  he  still  lives.  He  seeks  in 
vain  to  occupy  his  days  with  rural  pursuits ;  he  to  whom 
the  excitements  of  a  metropolis,  with  all  its  corruption 
and  its  vices,  were  the  sole  sources  of  the  turbid  stream 
that  he  called  "  pleasure."  There,  too,  the  fiend  of  jealousy 
still  pursues  him  :  he  prowls  round  his  demesnes  with  the 
haggard  eye  and  furtive  step  of  a  thief ;  he  guards  his 
wife  as  a  prisoner,  for  she  threatens  every  day  to  escape. 
The  life  of  the  man  who  had  opened  the  prison  to  so 
many  is  the  life  of  a  jailer.  His  wife  abhors  him,  and 
does  not  conceal  it ;  and  still  slavishly  he  dotes  on  her. 
A<*eustomed  to  t'le  freest  liberty  —  demanding  applause 
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and  admiration  as  her  rights — wholly  uneducated,  vulgar 
in  mind,  coarse  in  language,  violent  in  temper  —  the 
beautiful  Fury  he  has  brought  to  his  home,  makes  that 
home  a  hell.  Thus,  what  might  seem  to  the  superficial 
most  enviable,  is  to  their  possessor  most  hateful.  He 
dares  not  ask  a  soul  to  see  how  he  spends  his  gold  —  he 
has  shrunk  into  a  mean  and  niggardly  expenditure,  and 
complains  of  reverse  and  poverty,  in  order  to  excuse  him- 
self to  his  wtfe  for  debarring  her  the  enjoyments  which 
she  anticipated  from  the  Money-Bags  she  had  married. 
A  vague  consciousness  of  retribution  has  awakened  re- 
morse, to  add  to  his  other  stings.  And  the  remorse 
coming  from  superstition,  not  religion,  (sent  from  below, 
not  descending  from  above,)  brings  with  it  none  of  the 
consolations  of  a  genuine  repentance.  He  never  seeks 
to  atone — never  dreams  of  some  redeeming  good  action. 
His  riches  flow  around  him,  spreading  wider  and  wider 
out  of  his  own  reach. 

The  Count  di  Peschiera  was  not  deceived  in  the  calcu- 
lations which  had  induced  him  to  affect  repentance,  and 
establish  a  claim  upon  his  kinsman.  He  received  from 
the  generosity  of  the  Duke  di  Serrano  an  annuity  not 
disproportioned  to  his  rank,  and  no  order  from  his  court 
forbade  his  return  to  Vienna.  But,  in  the  very  summer 
that  followed  his  visit  to  Lansmere,  his  career  came  to  an 
abrupt  close.  At  Baden-Baden  he  paid  court  to  a  wealthy 
and  accomplished  Polish  widow ;  and  his  fine  person  and 
terrible  repute  awed  away  all  rivals  save  a  young  French- 
man, as  daring  as  himself,  and  much  more  in  love      A 
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challenge  was  given  and  accepted.  Peschiera  appeared 
on  the  fatal  ground,  with  his  customary  sang-froid,  hum- 
ming an  opera  air,  and  looked  so  diabolically  gay  that 
his  opponent's  nerves  were  affected  in  spite  of  his  courage, 
and,  the  Frenchman's  trigger  going  off  before  he  had 
even  taken  aim,  to  his  own  ineffable  astonishment,  he 
shot  the  Count  through  the  heart,  dead. 

Beatrice  di  Negra  lived  for  some  years  after  her  broth- 
er's death  in  strict  seclusion,  lodging  within  a  convent, 
though  she  did  not  take  the  veil,  as  she  at  first  proposed. 
In  fact,  the  more  she  saw  of  the  sisterhood,  the  more  she 
found  that  human  regrets  and  human  passions  (save  in 
some  rarely  gifted  natures)  find  their  way  through  the 
barred  gates  and  over  the  lofty  walls.  Finally,  she  took 
up  her  abode  in  Rome,  where  she  is  esteemed  for  a  life 
not  only  marked  by  strict  propriety,  but  active  benevo- 
lence. She  cannot  be  prevailed  on  to  accept  from  the 
Duke  more  than  a  fourth  of  the  annuity  that  had  been 
bestowed  on  her  brother ;  but  she  has  few  wants,  save 
those  of  charity ;  and  when  charity  is  really  active,  it  can 
do  so  much  with  so  little  gold  I  She  is  not  known  in  the 
gayer  circles  of  the  city ;  but  she  gathers  around  her  a 
small  society  composed  chiefly  of  artists  and  scholars,  and 
is  never  so  happy  as  when  she  can  aid  some  child  oi 
genius  —  more  especially  if  his  country  be  England. 

The  Squire  and  his  wife  still  flourish  at  Hazeldean, 
where  Captain  Barnabas  Higginbotham  has  taken  up  his 
permanent  abode.  The  Captain  is  a  confirmed  hypochon- 
driac, but  he  brightens  up  now  and  then  when  he  hears 
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of  any  fliness  in  the  family,  of  Mr.  Sharpe  Carrie,  and,  at 
such  times,  is  heard  to  iftarmar,  ''If  those  seven  sickly 
children  should  go  off,  I  might  still  have  very  great  — 
EXPECTATIONS."  For  the  which  he  had  been  roundly 
scolded  by  the  Squire,  and  gravely  preached  at  by  the 
Parson.  Upon  both,  however,  he  takes  his  revenge  in  a 
fair  and  gentlemanlike  way,  three  times  a  week,  at  the 
whist-table,  the  Parson  no  longer  having  the  Captain  as 
his  constant  partner,  since  a  fifth  now  generally  cuts  in 
at  the  table  —  in  the  person  of  that  old  enemy  and  neigh- 
bor^  Mr.  Sticktorights.  The  Parson,  thus  fighting  his 
own  battles  unallied  to  the  Captain,  observes  with  melan- 
choly surprise  that  there  is  a  long  run  of  luck  against 
him,  and  that  he  does  not  win  so  much  as  he  used  to  do. 
Fortunately  that  is  the  sole  trouble — except  Mrs.  Dale's 
"little  tempers,"  to  which  he  is  accustomed  —  that  ever 
disturbs  the  serene  tenor  of  the  Parson's  life.  We  must 
now  explain  how  Mr.  Sticktorights  came  to  cut  in  at  the 
Hazeldean  whist-table.  Frank  has  settled  at  the  Casino 
with  a  wife  who  suits  him  exactly,  and  that  wife  was  Miss 
Sticktorights  It  was  two  years  before  Frank  recovered 
the  disappointment  with  which  the  loss  of  Beatrice  sad- 
dened his  spirits,  but  sobered  his  habits  and  awoke  his 
reflection.  An  affection,  however  misplaced  and  ill-re- 
quited, if  honestly  conceived  and  deeply  felt,  rarely  fails 
to  advance  the  self-education  of  man.  Frank  became 
steady  and  serious ;  and,  on  a  visit  to  Hazeldean,  met  at 
a  country  ball  Miss  Sticktorights,  and  the  two  youBg 
persons  were  instantly  attracted  towards  each  other,  per- 
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haps  by  the  very  feud  that  had  so  long  existed  between 
their  houses.  The  marriage  settlements  were  nearly 
abandoned,  at  the  last  moment,  by  a  discussion  between 
the  parents  as  to  the  Right  of  Way.  But  the  dispute 
was  happily  appeased  by  Mr.  Dale's  suggestion,  that  as 
both  properties  would  be  united  in  the  children  of  the 
proposed  marriage,  all  cause  for  litigation  would  naturally 
cease,  since  no  man  would  go  to  law  with  himself.  Mr. 
Sticktorights  and  Mr.  Hazeldean,  however,  agreed  in  the 
precaution  of  inserting  a  clause  in  the  settlements,  (though 
all  the  lawyers  declared  that  it  could  not  be  of  any  legal 
avail),  by  which  it  was  declared,  that  if,  in  default  of 
heritable  issue  by  the  said  marriage,  the  Sticktorights 
estate  devolved  on  some  distant  scion  of  the  Sticktorights 
family,  the  right  of  way  from  the  wood  across  the  waste 
land  would  still  remain  in  the  same  state  of  delectable 
dispute  in  which  it  then  stood.  There  seems,  however 
little  chance  of  a  lawsuit  thus  providentially  bequeathed 
to  the  misery  of  distant  generations  —  since  two  sons 
and  two  daughters  are  already  playing  at  hide-and-seek 
on  the  terrace  where  Jackeymo  once  watered  the  orange- 
trees,  and  in  the  Belvidere  where  Riccabocca  had  studied 
his  Machiavelli. 

Jackeymo,  though  his  master  has  assessed  the  long 
arrears  of  his  wages  at  a  sum  which  would  enable  him  to 
have  orange-groves  and  servants  of  his  own,  still  clings 
to  his  former  duties,  and  practises  his  constitutional  par- 
simony. His  only  apparent  deviation  into  profusion  con- 
sists in  the  erection  of  a  chapel  to  his  sainted  namesake, 
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to  whom  he  bums  many  a  votiye  taper  ;  —  the  tapeis  are 
especially  tall,  and  their  sconces  are  wreathed  with  gar- 
lands whenever  a  letter  with  the  foreign  post-mark  brings 
good  news  of  the  absent  Violante  and  her  English  lord. 

Riccabocca  was  long  before  he  reconciled  himself  to 
the  pomp  of  his  principalities  and  his  title  of  Duke. 
Jemima  accommodated  herself  much  more  readily  to 
greatness,  but  she  retained  all  her  native  Hazeldean  sim- 
})licity  at  heart,  and  is  adored  by  the  villagers  around 
her,  especially  by  the  youth  of  both  sexes,  whom  she  is 
always  ready  to  marry  and  to  portion  ; — convinced,  long 
ere  this,  of  the  redeemable  qualities  of  the  male  sex  by 
her  reverence  for  the  Duke,  who  continues  to  satirize  wo- 
men and  wedlock,  and  deem  himself — thanks  to  his  pro- 
found experience  of  the  one,  and  his  philosophical  endn- 
rance  of  the  other  —  the  only  happy  husband  in  the 
world.  Longer  still  was  it  before  the  sage,  who  had 
beea  so  wisely  anxious  to  rid  himself  of  the  charge  of  a 
daughter,  could  wean  his  thoughts  from  the  remembrance 
of  her  tender  voice  and  loving  eyes.  Not,  indeed,  till  he 
seriously  betook  himself  to  the  task  of  educating  the  son 
with  whom,  according  to  his  scientific  prognostics,  Jemi- 
ma presented  him  shortly  after  his  return  to  his  native 
land.  The  sage  began  betimes  with  his  Italian  proverbs, 
full  of  hard-hearted  worldly  wisdom,  and  the  boy  was 
scarce  out  of  the  hornbook  before  he  was  introduced  to 
Machiavelli.  But  somehow  or  other  the  simple  goodness 
of  the  philosopher's  actual  life,  with  his  high-wrought 
patrician  sentiments  of  integrity  and  honor,  so  couTiteraci 
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the  theoretical  lessons,  that  the  Heir  of  Serrano  is  little 
likely  to  be  made  more  wise  by  the  pro^^erbs,  or  more 
wicked  by  the  Machiavelli,  than  those  studies  have  prac- 
tically made  the  progenitor,  whose  opinions  his  country- 
men still  shame  with  the  title  of  "  Alphonso  the  Good." 

The  Duke  long  cherished  a  strong  curiosity  to  know 
what  had  become  of  Randal.  He  never  traced  the  ad- 
venturer to  his  closing  scene.  But  once  (years  before 
Randal  had  crept  into  his  present  shelter)  in  a  visit  of 
inspection  to  the  hospital  at  Genoa,  the  Duke,  with  his 
peculiar  shrewdness  of  observation  in  all  matters  except 
those  which  concerned  himself,  was  remarking  to  the 
officer  in  attendance,  "that  for  one  dull  honest  man, 
whom  fortune  drove  to  the  hospital  or  the  jail,  he  had 
found,  on  investigation  of  their  antecedents,  three  sharp- 
witted  knaves  who  had  thereto  reduced  themselves "  — 
when  his  eye  fell  upon  a  man  asleep  in  one  of  the  sick- 
wards,  and  recognizing  the  face,  not  then  so  changed  as 
Oliver  had  seen  it,  he  walked  straight  up,  and  gazed  upon 
Randal  LesHe. 

"An  Englishman,"  said  the  official.  "  He  was  brought 
hither  insensible,  from  a  severe  wound  on  the  head,  in- 
flicted, as  we  discovered,  by  a  well-known  chevalier  dHn- 
dustrie,  who  declared  that  the  Englishman  had  outwitted 
and  cheated  him.  That  was  not  very  likely,  for  a  few 
crowns  were  all  we  could  find  on  the  Englishman's  person, 
and  he  had  been  obliged  to  leave  his  lodgings  for  debt. 
He  is  recovering  —  but  there  is  fever  still." 

The  Duke  gazed  silently  on  the  sleeper,  who  was  toss- 
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iiig  restles^sly  on  his  pallet,  and  mattering  to  himself; 
then  he  placed  his  purse  in  the  oflBciaPs  hand.  "  Give 
this  to  the  Englishman,"  said  he  ;  "  but  conceal  my  name. 
It  is  true — it  is  true — ^the  proverb  is  very  true'' — ^resumed 
the  Duke,  descending  the  stairs — "  Pitt  pelli  di  volpi  che 
di  asini  vanno  in  Pellicciaria,^^  (More  hides  of  foxes 
than  of  asses  find  their  way  to  the  tanner's.) 

Dr.  Morgan  continues  to  prescribe  globules  for  grief, 
and  to  administer  infinitesimally  to  a  mind  diseased. 
Practising  what  he  prescribes,  he  swallows  a  globule  of 
"caustic^^  whenever  the  sight  of  a  distressed  fellow-crea- 
ture moves  him  to  compassion — a  constitutional  tendency 
which,  he  is  at  last  convinced,  admits  of  no  radical  cure. 
For  the  rest,  his  range  of  patients  has  notably  expanded  ; 
and  under  his  sage  care  his  patients  unquestionably  live 
as  long— as  Providence  pleases.  No  allopathist  can  say 
more. 

The  death  of  poor  John  Burley  found  due  place  in  the 
obituary  of  "literary  men."  Admirers,  unknown  before, 
came  forward  and  subscribed  for  a  handsome  monument 
to  his  memory  in  Kensal  Green.  They  would  have  sub- 
scribed for  the  relief  of  his  widow  and  children,  if  he  had 
left  any.  Writers  in  magazines  thrived  for  some  months 
on  collections  of  his  humorous  sayings,  anecdotes  of  his 
eccentricities,  and  specimens  of  the  eloquence  that  had 
lightened  through  the  tobacco-reek  of  tavern  and  club- 
room.  Leonard  ultimately  made  a  selection  from  his 
scattered  writings,  which  found  place  in  standard  libraries, 
though  theu*  subjects  were  either  of  too  fugitive  an  inter- 
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ewt,  or  treated  in  too  capricious  a  manner,  to  do  more 
than  indicate  the  value  of  the  ore  had  it  been  purifiea 
from  its  dross  and  subjected  to  the  art  of  the  mint.  These 
specimens  could  not  maintain  their  circulation  as  the 
coined  money  of  Thought,  but  they  were  hoarded  by  col- 
lectors as  rare  curiosities.     Alas,  poor  Burley  I 

The  Pompleys  sustained  a  pecuniary  loss  by  the  crash 
of  a  railway  company,  in  which  the  Colonel  had  been  in- 
duced to  take  several  shares  by  one  of  his  wife's  most 
boasted  "connections,"  whose  estate  the  said  railway  pro- 
posed to  traverse,  on  paying  £400  an  acre,  in  that  golden 
age  when  railway  companies  respected  the  rights  of  pro- 
perty. The  Colonel  was  no  longer  able,  in  his  own  coun- 
try, to  make  both  ends  meet  at  Christmas.  He  is  now 
straining  hard  to  achieve  that  feat  in  Boulogne,  and  has 
in  the  process  grown  so  red  in  the  face,  that  those  who 
meet  him  in  his  morning  walk  on  the  pier,  bargaining  for 
fish,  shake  their  heads  and  say,  "  Old  Pompley  will  go  off 
in  a  fit  of  apoplexy ;  a  great  loss  to  society ;  genteel 
people  the  Pompleys  !  and  very  highly  *  connected.'  " 

The  vacancy  created  in  the  borough  of  Lansmere  by 
Audley  Egerton's  death,  was  filled  up  by  our  old  acquaint- 
ance, Haveril  Dashmore,  who  had  unsuccessfully  contested 
that  seat  on  Egerton's  first  election.  The  naval  officer 
was  now  an  admiral,  and  perfectly  reconciled  to  the  Con- 
stitution, with  all  its  alloy  of  aristocracy. 

Dick  Avenel  did  not  retire  from  Parliament  so  soon  as 
he  had  anticipated.  He  was  not  able  to  persuade  Leon- 
ard, whose  brief  fever  of  political  ambition  was  now 
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qaenchod  in  the  calm  fountain  of  the  Muse,  to  supply  his 
place  in  the  senate,  and  he  felt  that  the  house  of  Avenel 
needed  one  representative.  He  contrived,  however,  to 
devote,  for  the  first  year  or  two,  much  more  of  his  time 
to  his  interests  at  Screwstown  than  to  the  affairs  of  his 
country,  and  succeeded  in  baffling  the  over-competition 
to  which  he  had  been  subjected,  by  taking  the  competitor 
into  partnership.  Having  thus  secured  a  monopoly  at 
Screwstown,  Dick,  of  course,  returned  with  great  ardor 
to  his  fonner  enlightened  opinions  in  favor  of  free-trade. 
He  remained  some  years  in  Parliament ;  and  though  fai 
too  shrewd  to  venture  out  of  his  depth  as  an  orator,  dis- 
tinguished himself  so  much  by  his  exposure  of  "  humbug" 
on  an  important  Committee,  that  he  acquired  a  very  high 
reputation  as  a  man  of  business,  and  gradually  became 
so  in  request  amongst  all  members  who  moved  for  "  Select 
Committees,"  that  he  rose  into  consequence :  and  Mrs. 
Avenel,  courted  for  his  sake,  more  than  her  own,  obtained 
the  wish  of  her  heart,  and  was  received  as  an  acknow- 
ledged habitude  into  the  circles  of  fashion.  Amidst  these 
circles,  however,  Dick  found  that  his  home  entirely 
vanished ;  and  when  he  came  home  from  the  House  of 
Commons,  tired  to  death,  at  two  in  the  morning,  disgusted 
at  always  hearing  that  Mrs.  Avenel  was  not  yet  returned 
from  some  fine  lady's  ball,  he  formed  a  sudden  resolution 
of  cutting  Parliament,  Fashion,  and  London  altogether ; 
withdrew  his  capital,  now  very  large,  from  his  business ; 
bought  the  remaining  estates  of  Squire  Thornhill ;  and 
his  chief  object  of  ambition  is  in  endeavoring  to  coax  or 
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bully  out  of  their  holdings  all  the  small  freeholders  round, 
.who  had  subdivided  amongst  them,  into  poles  and  fur- 
longs, the  fated  inheritance  of  Randal  Leslie.  An  ex- 
cellent justice  of  the  peace,  though  more  severe  than 
your  old  family  proprietors  generally  are ;  —  a  spirited 
landlord,  as  to  encouraging  and  making,  at  a  proper  per- 
centage, all  permanent  improvements  on  the  soil,  but 
formidable  to  meet  if  the  rent  be  not  paid  to  the  day,  or 
the  least  breach  of  covenant  be  heedlessly  incurred  on  a 
farm  that  he  could  let  for  more  money  ;  —  employing  a 
great  many  hands  in  productive  labor,  but  exacting 
rigorously  from  all  the  utmost  degree  of  work  at  the 
smallest  rate  of  wages  which  competition  and  the  poor- 
rate  permit ; — the  young  and  robust  in  his  neighborhood 
never  stinted  in  work,  and  the  aged  and  infirm,  as  lumber 
worn  out,  stowed  away  in  the  workhouse ;  —  Richard 
Avenel  holds  himself  an  example  to  the  old  race  of  land- 
lords ;  and,  taken  altogether,  is  no  very  b^d  specimen  of 
the  rural  civilizers  whom  the  application  of  spirit  and 
capital  raise  up  in  the  new. 

From  the  wrecks  of  Egerton's  fortune,  Harley,  with  the 
aid  of  his  father's  experience  in  business,  could  not  suc- 
ceed in  saving,  for  the  statesman's  sole  child  and  heir, 
more  than  a  few  thousand  pounds ;  and  but  for  the  bonds 
and  bills  which,  when  meditating  revenge,  he  had  bought 
from  Levy,  and  afterwards  thrown  into  the  fire  —  paying 
dear  for  that  detestable  whistle — even  this  surplus  would 
not  have  been  forthcoming. 

Harley  privately  paid  out  of  his  own  fortune  the  £5000 
1Y.-40  ^        , 
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Egerton  had  bequeathed  to  Leslie;  perhaps  not  sorry, 
now  that  the  stern  duty  of  exposing  the  false  wiles  of  the. 
schemer  was  fulfilled,  to  afford  some  compensation  even 
to  the  victim  who  had  so  richly  deserved  his  fate ;  and 
pleased,  though  mournfully,  to  comply  with  the  solemn 
^request  of  the  friend  whose  offence  was  forgotten  in  the 
remorseful  memory  of  his  own  projects  of  revenge. 

Leonard's  birth  and  identity  were  easily  proved,  and 
no  one  appeared  to  dispute  them.  The  balance  due  to 
him  as  his  father's  heir,  together  with  the  sum  Avenel 
ultimately  paid  to  him  for  the  patent  of  his  invention, 
and  the  dowry  which  Harley  insisted  upon  bestowing  on 
Helen,  amounted  to  that  happy  competence  which  escapes 
alike  the  anxieties  of  poverty  and  (what  to  one  of  con- 
templative tastes  and  retired  habits  are  often  more  irk- 
some to  bear)  the  show  and  responsibilities  of  wealth. 
His  father's  death  made  a  deep  impression  upon  Leo- 
nard's  mind ;  but  the  discovery  that  he  owed  his  birth  to 
a  statesman  of  so  great  a  repute,  and  occupying  a  posi- 
tion in  society  so  conspicuous,  contributed  not  to  confirm, 
but  to  still,  the  ambition  which  had  for  a  short  time 
diverted  hira  from  his  more  serene  aspirations.  He  had 
no  longer  to  win  a  rank  which  might  equal  Helen's.  He 
had  no  longer  a  parent,  whose  affections  might  be  best 
won  through  pride.  The  memories  of  his  earlier  peasant- 
life,  and  his  love  for  retirement — in  which  habit  confirmed 
the  constitutional  tendency — made  him  shrink  from  what 
a  more  worldly  nature  would  have  considered  the  enviaUo 
advantages  of  a  name  that  secured  the  entrance  into  tbn 

Digitized  byCjOOQlC 


VARIETIES    IN    ENGLISH    LIFE.  4'?1 

loftiest  Sphere  of  our  social  world.  He  wanted  Bot  that 
nam«  to  assist  his  own  path  to  a  rank  far  more  duraoli^ 
than  that  which  kings  can  confer.  And  still  he  retained 
in  the  works  he  had  published,  and  still  he  proposed  to 
bestow  on  the  works  more  ambitious  that  he  had,  in  leisure 
and  competence,  the  facilities  to  design  with  care,  and 
complete  with  patience,  the  name  he  had  himself  invented, 
and  linked  with  tlie  memory  of  the  low-born  mother. 
Therefore,  though  there  was  some  wonder,  in  drawing- 
rooms  and  dubs,  at  the  news  of  Egerton's  first  unacknow- 
ledged marriage,  and  some  curiosity  expressed  as  to  what 
the  son  of  that  marriage  might  do — and  great  m-en  were 
prepared  to  welcome,  and  fine  ladies  to  invite  and  bring 
out,  the  heir  to  the  statesman's  grave  repute — ^yet  wonder 
and  cariosity  soon  died  away;  the  repute  soon  passed 
out  of  date,  and  its  heir  was  soon  forgotten.  Politicians 
who  fall  short  of  the  highest  renown  are  like  actors ;  no 
applause  is  so  vivid  while  they  are  on  the  stage — ^no  obli- 
vion so  complete  when  the  curtain  falls  on  the  last  farewell, 
liconard  saw  a  fair  tomb  rise  above  Nora^s  grave,  and 
on  the  tomb  wee  engraved  the  word  wife,  which  vindi- 
cated her  beloved  memory.  He  felt  the  warm  embrace 
of  Nora's  mother,  no  longer  ashamed  to  own  her  grand- 
child ;  and  even  old  John  was  made  sensible  that  a  secret 
weight  of  sorrow  was  taken  from  his  wife's  stern  silent 
heart.  Leaning  on  Leonard's  arm,  the  old  man  gazed 
wistfully  on  Nora's  tomb,  and  muttering  —  "  Egerton  I 
Egerton  !  *  Leonora,  the  first  wife  of  the  Right  Honorable 
Aadley  Egerton  ! '  Ha  I  I  voted  for  him.  She  married 
IL  3l  n        \ 
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the  right  color.  Is  that  the  date  ?  Is  it  so  long  since 
she  died  ?  Well,  well  1  I  miss  her  sadly.  Bat  wife  says 
we  shall  both  now  see  her  soon ;  and  wife  once  thought 
we  should  never  see  her  again — never  ;  but  I  always  knew 
better.  Thank  you,  sir.  I'm  a  poor  creature,  but  these 
tears  don't  pain  me — quite  otherwise.  I  don't  know  why, 
but  I'm  very  happy.  Where's  my  old  woman  ?  She  does 
not  mind  how  much  I  talk  about  Nora  now.  Oh,  there 
she  is  1  Thank  you,  sir,  humbly  !  bat  I'd  rather  lean  on 
my  old  woman  —  I'm  more  used  to  it ;  and  —  wife,  when 
shall  we  go  to  Nora  ?  " 

Leonard  had  brought  Mrs.  Fairfield  to  see  her  parents, 
and  Mrs.  Avenel  welcomed  her  with  unlooked-for  kind- 
ness. The  name  inscribed  upon  Nora's  tomb  softened 
the  mother's  heart  to  her  surviving  daughter.  As  poor 
John  had  said — **  She  could  now  talk  about  Nora  ; "  and 
in  that  talk,  she  and  the  child  she  had  so  long  neglected 
discovered  how  much  they  had  in  common.  So  when, 
shortly  after  his  marriage  with  Helen,  .Leonard  went 
abroad,  Jane  Fairfield  remained  with  the  old  couple. 
After  their  death,  which  was  within  a  day  of  each  other, 
she  refused,  perhaps  from  pride,  to  take  up  her  residence 
with  Leonard,  but  she  settled  near  the  home  which  he 
subsequently  found  in  England.  Leonard  remained  abroad 
for  some  years.  A  quiet  observer  of  the  various  manners 
and  intellectual  development  of  living  races— a  rapt  and 
musing  student  of  the  monuments  that  revive  the  dead — 
his  experience  of  mankind  grew  large  in  silence,  and  his 
perceptions  of  the  Sublime  and  Beautiful  brightened  into 
tranquil  art  under  their  native  skies. 
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On  Ms  return  to  England  he  purchased  a  small  houso 
amidst  the  most  beautiful  scenes  of  Devonshire,  and  there 
patiently  commenced  a  work  in  which  he  designed  to  be- 
queath to  his  country  his  noblest  thoughts  in  their  fairest 
forms.  Some  men  best  develop  their  ideas  by  constant 
exercise ;  their  thoughts  spring  from  their  brain  ready- 
armed,  and  seek,  like  the  fabled  goddess,  to  take  constant 
part  in  the  wars  of  men.  And  such  are,  perhaps,  on  the 
whole,  the  most  vigorous  and  lofty  writers ;  but  Leonard 
did  not  belong  to  this  class.  Sweetness  and  serenity  were 
the  main  characteristics  of  his  genius ;  and  these  were 
deepened  by  his  profound  sense  of  his  domestic  happiness. 
To  wander  alone  with  Helen  by  the  banks  of  the  mur- 
murous river — to  gaze  with  her  on  the  deep  still  sea  — 
to  feel  that  his  thoughts,  even  when  most  silent,  were 
comprehended  by  the  intuition  of  love,  and  reflected  on 
that  translucent  sympathy  so  yearned  for  and  so  rarely 
found  by  poets  —  these  were  the  Sabbaths  of  his  soul, 
necessary  to  €t  him  for  its  labors  —  for  the  Writer  has 
this  advantage  over  other  men,  that  his  repose  is  not  in- 
dolence. His  duties,  rightly  fulfilled,  are  discharged  to 
earth  and  men  in  other  capacities  than  those  of  action 
If  he  is  not  seen  among  those  who  act,  he  is  all  the  while 
maturing  some  noiseless  influence,  which  will  guide  or 
illumine,  civilize  or  elevate,  the  restless  men  whose  noblest 
actions  are  but  the  obedient  agencies  of  the  thoughts  of 
writers.  Call  not,  then,  the  Poet  whom  we  place  amidst 
the  Varieties  of  Life,  the  sybarite  of  literary  ease,  if  re- 
turning on  Summer  eves,  Helen's  light  footstep  by  his 
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masing  side,  be  greets  his  sequestered  home,  with  its 
trellised  flowers  smiling  out  from  amidst  the  lonely  cliffs 
in  which  it  is  embedded  ;  while  lovers  still,  though  wedded 
long,  they  turn  to  each  other,  with  such  deep  joy  in  their 
speaking  eyes,  grateful  that  the  world  with  its  various 
distractions  and  noisy  conflicts,  lies  so  far  from  their 
actual  existence  —  only  united  to  them  by  the  happy  link 
that  the  writer  weaves  invisibly  with  the  hearts  that  he 
moves  and  the  souls  that  he  inspires.  No  I  Character 
and  circumstance  alike  unfitted  Leonard  for  the  strife  of 
the  thronged  literary  democracy ;  they  led  towards  the 
development  of  the  gentler  and  purer  portions  of  his 
nature — to  the  gradual  suppression  of  the  more  combative 
and  turbulent.  The  influence  of  the  happy  light  under 
which  his  genius  so  silently  and  calmly  grew,  was  seen  in 
the  exquisite  harmony  of  its  colors,  rather  than  the 
gorgeous  diversities  of  their  glow.  His  contemplation, 
intent  upon  objects  of  peaceful  beauty,  and  undisturbed 
by  rude  anxieties  and  vehement  passions,  suggested  only 
kindred  reproductions  to  the  creative  faculty  by  which  it 
was  vivified  ;  so  that  the  whole  man  was  not  only  a  poet, 
but,  as  it  were,  a  poem  —  a  living  idyl,  calling  into 
pastoral  music  every  reed  that  sighed  and  trembled  along 
the  stream  of  life.  And  Helen  was  so  suited  to  a  nature 
of  this  kind,  she  so  guarded  the  ideal  existence  in  which 
it  breathes !  All  the  little  cares  and  troubles  of  the 
common  practical  life  she  appropriated  so  quietly  to  her- 
self—  the  stronger  of  the  two,  as  should  be  a  poet's  wile, 
in  the  necessary  household  virtues  of  prudence  and  fore- 
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thought.  Thus,  if  the  man's  genius  made  the  home  a 
temple,  the  woman's  wisdom  gave  to  the  temple  the 
security  of  the  fortress.  They  have  only  one  child  —  a 
girl ;  they  call  her  Nora.  She  has  the  father's  soul-lit 
eyes,  and  the  mother's  warm  human  smile.  She  assists 
Helen  in  the  morning's  noiseless  domestic  duties  ;  she  sits 
in  the  evening  at  Leonard's  feet,  while  he  reads  or  writes. 
In  each  light  grief  of  childhood  she  steals  to  the  mother's 
knee  ;  but  in  each  young  impulse  of  delight,  or  each 
brighter  flash  of  progressive  reason,  she  springs  to  the 
father's  breast.  Sweet  Helen,  thou  hast  taught  her  this, 
taking  to  thyself  the  shadows  even  of  thine  infant's  life, 
and  leaving  to  thy  partner's  eyes  only  its  rosy  light ! 

But  not  here  shall  this  picture  of  Helen  close.  Even 
the  Ideal  can  only  complete  its  purpose  by  connection  with 
the  Real.  Even  in  solitude  the  writer  must  depend  upon 
Mankind. 

Leonard,  at  last,  has  completed  the  work,  which  has 
been  the  joy  and  the  labor  of  so  many  yeara  —  the  work 
which  he  regards  as  the  flower  of  all  his  spiritual  being, 
and  to  which  he  has  committed  all  the  hopes  that  unite 
the  creature  of  to-day  with  the  generations  of  the  future. 
The  work  has  gone  through  the  press,  each  line  lingered 
over  with  the  elaborate  patience  of  the  artist,  loath  to  part 
with  the  thought  he  has  sculptured  into  form,  while  an 
improving  touch  can  be  imparted  by  the  chisel.  He  has 
accepted  an  invitation  from  Norreys.  In  the  restless  ex- 
citement (strange  to  him,  since  his  first  happy  maiden 
effort,)  he  has  gone  to  London.     Unrecognized  in  the 
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noge  metropoK«,  he  has  watched  to  see  if  the  world  ac- 
kno\fledged  the  new  tie  he  has  woven  between  its  busy 
life  and  his  secluded  toil.  And  the  work  came  out  in  an 
unpropitious  hour;  other  things  were  occupying  the 
public  ;  the  world  was  not  at  leisure  to  heed  him,  and  the 
book  did  not  penetrate  into  the  great  circle  of  readers. 
But  a  savage  critic  had  seized  on  it,  and  mangled,  dis- 
torted, deformed  it,  confounding  together  defect  and 
beauty  in  one  mocking  ridicule ;  and  the  beauties  have 
not  yet  found  an  exponent,  nor  the  defects  a  defender ; 
and  the  publisher  shakes  his  head,  points  to  groaning 
shelves,  and  delicately  hints  that  the  work  which  was  to 
be  the  epitome  of  the  sacred  life  within  life,  does  not  hit 
the  taste  of  the  day.  Leonard  thinks  over  the  years  that 
his  still  labor  has  cost  him,  and  knows  that  he  has  ex- 
hausted the  richest  mines  of  his  intellect,  and  that  long 
years  will  elapse  before  he  can  recruit  that  capital  of  ideas 
which  is  necessary  to  sink  new  shafts,  and  bring  to  light 
fresh  ore  ;  and  the  deep  despondency  of  intellect,  frustrated 
in  its  highest  aims,  has  seized  him,  and  all  he  has  before 
done  is  involved  in  failure  by  the  defeat  of  the  crowning 
effort.  Failure,  and  irrecoverable,  seems  his  whole  ambi- 
tion as  writer ;  his  whole  existence  in  the  fair  Ideal  seems 
to  have  been  a  profitless  dream,  and  the  face  of  the  Ideal 
itself  is  obscured.  And  even  Norreys  frankly,  though 
kindly,  intimates  that  the  life  of  a  metropolis  is  essential 
to  the  healthful  intuition  of  a  writet*  in  the  intellectual 
wants  of  hia  age  ;  since  every  great  writer  supplies  a  want 
in  his  own  generation,  for  some  feeling  to  be  announced, 
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gome  truth  to  be  revealed  ;  and  as  this  maxim  is  generally 
sound,  as  most  great  writers  have  lived  in  cities,  Leonard 
dares  not  dwell  on  the  exceptions  ;  it  is  only  success  that 
justifies  the  attempt  to  be  an  exception  to  the  common 
rule ;  and  with  the  blunt  manhood  of  his  nature,  which  is 
not  a  poet's,  Norreys  sums  up  with,  "What  then  ?  One 
experiment  has  failed  ;  fit  your  life  to  your  genius,  and  try 
again."  Try  again  !  Easy  counsel  enough  to  the  man 
of  ready  resource  and  quick  combative  mind ;  but  to 
Leonard,  how  hard  and  how  harsh  1  "  Fit  his  life  to  his 
genius  I" — renounce  contemplation  and  Nature  for  the 
jostle  of  Oxford  Street  1  —  would  that  life  not  scare  away 
the  genius  for  ever  ?  Perplexed  and  despondent,  though 
still  struggling  for  fortitude,  he  returns  to  his  home,  and 
there  at  his  hearth  awaits  the  Soother,  and  there  is  the 
voice  that  repeats  the  passages  most  beloved,  and  pro- 
phesies so  confidently  of  future  fame ;  and  gradually  all 
around  smiles  from  the  smile  of  Helen.  And  the  pro- 
found conviction  that  Heaven  places  human  happiness 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  world's  contempt  or  praise,  cir- 
culates through  his  system  and  restores  its  serene  calm. 
And  he  feels  that  the  duty  of  the  intellect  is  to  accomplish 
and  perfect  itself — to  harmonize  its  sounds  into  music 
that  may  be  heard  in  Heaven,  though  it  wake  not  an  echo 
on  the  earth.  If  this  be  done,  as  with  some  men,  best 
amidst  the  din  and  the  discord,  be  it  so  ;  if,  as  with  him, 
best  in  silence,  be  it  so  too.  And  the  next  day  he  reclines 
with  Helen  by  the  sea-shore,  gazing  calmly  as  before  on 
the  measureless  sunlit  ocean  ;  and  Helen,  looking  into  his 
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face,  sees  that  it  is  sunlit  as  the  deep.  His  hand  steals 
within  her  own,  in  the  gratitude  that  endears  beyond  the 
power  of  passion,  and  he  murmurs  gently,  "Blessed  be 
the  woman  who  consoles." 

The  work  found  its  way  at  length  into  fame,  and  the 
fame  sent  its  voices  loud  to  the  poet's  home.  But  the  ap- 
plause of  the  world  had  not  a  sound  so  sweet  to  his  ear, 
as  when,  in  doubt,  humiliati(Hi,  and  sadness,  the  lips  of  his 
Helen  had  whispered,  "Hope I  and  believe." 

Side  by  side  with  this  picture  of  Woman  the  (Consoler, 
let  me  place  the  companion  sketch.  Harley  L'Estrange, 
shortly  after  his  marriage  with  Yiolante,  had  been  induced, 
whether  at  his  bride's  persuasions,  or  to  dissipate  the 
shadow  with  which  Egerton's  death  still  clouded  his  wed- 
ded felicity,  to  accept  a  temporary  mission,  half  military, 
half  civil,  to  one  of  our  colonies.  On  the  mission  he  had 
evinced  so  much  ability,  and  achieved  so  signal  a  success, 
that  on  his  return  to  England  he  was  raised  to  the  peer- 
age, while  his  father  yet  lived  to  rejoice  that  the  son  who 
would  succeed  to  his  honors  had  achieved  the  nobler  dig- 
nity of  honors  not  inherited,  but  won.  High  expectations 
were  formed  of  Harley's  parliamentary  success ;  but  he 
saw  that  success,  to  be  durable,  must  found  itself  on  the 
knowledge  of  wearisome  details,  and  the  study  of  that 
practical  business,  which  jarred  on  his  tastes,  though  it 
suited  his  talents.  Harley  had  been  indolent  for  so  many 
years— and  there  is  so  much  to  make  indolence  captivating 
to  a  man  whose  rank  is  secured,  who  ha$  nothing  to  ask 
from  fortune,  and  who  finds  at  his  home  no  cares  from 
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which  he  seeks  a  distraction  ;  — so  he  laughed  at  ambition 
in  the  whim  of  his  delightful  humors,  and  the  expectations 
formed  from  his  diplomatic  triumph  died  away.  But  then 
came  one  of  those  political  crises,  in  which  men  ordinarily 
indifferent  to  politics  rouse  themselves  to  the  recollection, 
that  the  experiment  of  legislation  is  not  made  upon  dead 
matter,  but  on  the  living  form  of  a  noble  country.  And 
in  both  Houses  of  Parliament  the  strength  of  party  is  put 
forth. 

It  is  a  lovely  day  in  spring,  and  Harley  is  seated  by  the 
window  of  his  old  room  at  Knightsbridge  —  now  glancing 
to  the  lively  green  of  the  budding  trees — now  idling  with 
Nero,  who,  though  in  canine  old  age,  enjoys  the  sun  like 
his  master  —  now  repeating  to  himself,  as  he  turns  over 
the  leaves  of  his  favorite  Horace,  some  of  those  lines  that 
make  the  shortness  of  life  the  excuse  for  seizing  its 
pleasures  and  eluding  its  fatigues,  which  form  the  staple 
morality  of  the  polished  epicurean  —  and  Yiolante  (into 
what  glorious  beauty  her  maiden  bloom  has  matured  !) 
comes  softly  into  the  room,  seats  herself  on  a  low  stool 
beside  him,  leaning  her  face  on  her  hands,  and  looking  up 
at  him  through  her  dark,  clear,  spiritual  eyes  ;  and  as  she 
continues  to  speak,  gradually  a  change  comes  over  Bar- 
ley's aspect  —  gradually  the  brow  grows  thoughtful,  and 
the  lips  lose  their  playful  smile.  There  is  no  hateful  as- 
sumption of  the  would-be  "  superior  woman  "  —  no  formal 
remonstrance,  no  lecture,  no  homily  which  grates  upon 
masculine  pride,  but  the  high  theme  and  the  eloquent 
words  elevate  unconsciously  of  themselves,  and  the  Horace 
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is  laid  aside-- a  Parliamentary  Blue  Book  has  been,  by 
some  marvel  or  other,  conjured  there  in  its  stead  —  and 
Yiolante  now  moves  away  as  softly  as  she  entered.  Har- 
ley's  hand  detains  her. 

"  Not  so.  Share  the  task,  or  I  quit  it.  Here  is  an  ex- 
tract I  condemn  you  to  copy.  Do  you  think  I  would  go 
through  this  labor  if  you  were  not  to  halve  the  success  ?  — 
halve  the  labor  as  well  I " 

And  Yiolante,  overjoyed,  kisses  away  the  implied  re- 
buke, and  sits  down  to  work,  so  demure  and  so  proud,  by 
his  side.  I  do  not  know  if  Harley  made  much  way  in  the 
Blue  Book  that  morning  ;  but  a  little  time  after  he  spoke 
in  the  Lords,  and  surpassed  all  that  the  most  sanguine 
had  hoped  from  his  talents.  The  sweetness  of  fame  and 
the  consciousness  of  utility  once  ftilly  tasted,  Harley's  con- 
summation of  his  proper  destinies  was  secure.  A  year 
later,  and  his  voice  was  one  of  the  influences  of  England. 
His  boyish  love  of  glory  revived ;  no  longer  vague  and 
dreamy,  but  ennobled  into  patriotism,  and  strengthened 
by  purpose.  One  night,  after  a  signal  triumph,  he  re- 
turned home,  with  his  father,  who  had  witnessed  it,  and 
Violante  —  who,  all  lovely,  all  brilliant  though  she  was, 
never  went  forth  in  her  lord's  absence,  to  lower,  among 
fops  and  flatterers,  the  dignity  of  the  name  she  so  aspired 
to  raise  —  sprang  to  meet  him.  Harley's  eldest  son  —  a 
boy  yet  in  the  nursery — had  been  kept  up  later  than  usual ; 
perhaps  Violante  had  anticipated  her  husband's  tiiumph, 
and  wished  the  son  to  share  it.  The  old  Earl  beckoned 
the  child  to  him,  and  laying  his  hand  on  the  infanffftmrfy 
locks,  said  with  unusual  seriousness  — 
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"  My  boy,  you  may  see  troubled  times  in  England  be- 
fore these  hairs  are  as  gray  as  mine ;  and  your  stake  m 
England's  lionor  and  peace  will  be  great.  Heed  this  hint 
from  an  old  man  who  had  no  talents  to  make  a  noise  in 
the  world,  but  who  yet  has  been  of  some  use  in  his  gene- 
ration. Neither  sounding  titles,  nor  wide  lands,  nor  fine 
abilities,  will  give  you  real  joy,  unless  you  hold  yourself 
responsible  for  all  to  your  God  and  to  your  country ;  and 
when  you  are  tempted  to  believe  that  the  gifts  you  may 
inherit  from  both  entail  no  duties,  or  that  duties  are  at 
war  with  tnie  pleasure,  remember  how  I  placed  you  in 
your  father's  arms,  and  said,  '  Let  him  be  as  proud  of  you 
some  day,  as  I  at  this  hour  am  of  him.'" 

The  boy  clung  to  his  father's  breast,  and  said  manfully, 
**  I  will  try  ! "  Harley  bent  his  fair  smooth  brow  over  the 
young  earnest  face,  and  said  softly,  "  Your  mother  speaks 
in  you  1 " 

Then  the  old  Countess,  who  had  remained  silent  and 
listening  on  her  elbow-f^bair^  ^c^c  and  kissed  the  Earl's 
hand  reverently.  Perhaps  m  tnat  kiss  there  was  the  re- 
pentant consciousness  how  far  the  active  goodness  she 
had  often  secretly  undervalued  had  exceeded,  in  its  fruits, 
her  own  cold  unproductive  powers  of  will  and  mind.  Then 
passing  on  to  Harley,  her  brow  grew  elate,  and  the  pride 
returned  to  her  eye. 

"  At  last,"  she  said,  laying  on  his  shoulder  that  light 
firm  hand,  from  which  he  no  longer  shrunk  —  "at  last,  O 
my  noble  son,  you  have  fulfilled  all  the  promise  of  your 
youth  ! " 

IY._41  2f  r-^^^i^ 
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*'  If  SO,"  answered  Hafley,  "it  is  because  I  have  found 
what  I  then  sought  in  vain."  He  drew  his  arm  around 
Yiolante,  and  added,  with  half  tender  half  Solemn  smile 
—  "  Blessed  is  the  woman  who  exalts  I " 


So,  symbolled  forth  in  these  twin  and  fair  flowers  which 
Eve  saved  for  Earth  out  of  Paradise,  each  with  the  virtue 
to  heal  or  to  strengthen,  stored  under  the  leaves  that  give 
sweets  to  the  air ;  —  here,  soothing  the  heart  when  the 
world  brings  the  trouble — here,  recruiting  the  soul  which 
our  sloth  or  our  senses  enervate,  leave  we  woman,  at  least, 
in  the  place  Heaven  assigns  to  her  amidst  the  multiform 
''Varieties  of  Life." 

Farewell  to  thee,  gentle  Reader ;  and  go  forth  to  the 
world,  0  My  Novel  1 


ittc  nmn. 
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